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PEEPACE    • 

In  the  thirty-five  years  that  have  elapsed  since  Canon 
Benham  published  the  last  one- volume  edition  of  Cowper's 
poems,  a  certain  number  of  new  poems  have  appeared  in 
various  books,  much  new  light  has  been  thrown  on 
Cowper's  life,  but  little  or  no  work  has  been  done  on 
the  actual  text  of  the  x>oems.  It  seemed  worth  while 
therefore  to  collect  these  scattered  poems  and  print  them 
with  the  rest  conveniently  in  one  volume ;  to  utilize  the 
new  facts  by  carefully  testing  thereby  the  dates  hitherto 
accepted  for  the  comi)osition  of  the  poems ;  and  to  examine 
the  text  afresh  and  if  possible  constitute  it  on  scientific 
principles. 

The  poems  first  here  collected  do  not,  with  two  or  three 
exceptions,  add  much  to  Cowi)er's  poetic  reputation ;  but 
the  aim  of  this  series  is  to  provide  complete  texts,  and 
readers  of  the  Oxford  Cowper  have  before  them  every 
poem  of  his  hitherto  printed,  (besides  a  few  from  MS.), 
except  the  translations  of  Homer  and  Adamo,  No  modern 
edition  has  reprinted  these ;  the  translation  of  Homer  is 
dead,  that  of  Adamo  was  never  alive. 

The  dates  at  which  most  of  the  x)oems  were  composed 
are  fairly  certain ;  nor  have  the  new  facts  displayed  by 
Mr.  Wright  in  his  Life  of  CWper(1892)  and  Correspondence 
of  Cowper  (1904)  much  disturbed  the  traditional  order. 
But  a  search  through  various  magazines  and  periodicals  of 
the  time,  especially  The  Gentleman* s  Magazine,  has  enabled 
me  to  give  earlier  dates  than  have  hitherto  been  known  for 
the  first  publication  of  many  of  the  miscellaneous  poems ; 
and  the  first  published  version  often  shows  a  large  number 
of  variations  from  later  versions.  I  cannot  hope  to  have 
traced  all  these  early  versions;  an  exhaustive  search 
through  the  files  of  the  Northampton  Merctiry,  General 
Evening  Post,  and  other  papers  not  easily  accessible,  would 
be  necessary  for  this.  But  the  copies  disinterred  by 
previous  editors  and  by  myself  supply  ample  evidence 
of  the  constant  minute  alterations  made  by  Cowper  in  his 
least  important  poems ;  and  this  is  the  main  interest  of 
the  early  versions  and  the  variants  they  supply  ;  for  the 
various  readings  are  often  intrinsically  of  equal  value : 
the  alteration  has  produced  no  improvement. 
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Consideration  of  this  point  leads  naturally  to  the  ques- 
tion of  the  text.  It  is  in  the  constitution  and  presenta- 
tion of  the  text  that  I  hope  to  have  made  some  advance 
on  my  predecessors.  I  have  not,  of  course,  attempted 
to  chronicle  all  the  misprints  of  all  the  early  editions^ 
or  all  the  aberrations  of  Hayley  and  other  editors; 
such  a  chronicle  would  serve  no  useful  purpose  and 
would  take  up  an  intolerable  deal  of  space.  But  in  the 
editions  of  the  poems  printed  in  Cowper*s  lifetime  all 
variants  which  indicate  a  difference  of  reading  have 
been  noted :  where  two  editors — Croft  and  Hayley,  or 
Johnson  and  Hayley— -of  equal  or  nearly  equal  author- 
ity, print  different  versions  of  posthumous  poems,  one 
version  has  been  followed  throughout  the  poem,  the 
variants  from  the  other  being  placed  in  the  notes :  and, 
as  already  stated,  readings  involving  verbal  changes  from 
early  printed  or  MS.  copies  are  given  either  in  the  foot- 
notes or  at  the  end  of  the  volume.  Thus  an  attempt 
has  for  the  first  time  been  made  to  supply  a  sufficiently 
full  critical  apparatus  \ 

For  the  text  of  the  poems  contained  in  the  two  volumes 
published  by  Oowper  himself  I  have  followed  the  royal  8vo 
edition  dated  1800.  There  were  eleven  editions  of  each 
volume  before  1801 :  namely,  1782  and  1785  (first  edition  of 
each  volume  separately^  1786  (first  two- volume  edition), 
1787,  1788,  1793,  1794-5,  1798  (2),  1799,  1800  (2)^  These 
fall  into  two  main  groups,  those  from  1782  (1785)  to  1788 
forming  the  first  group,  the  remainder  the  second. 

The  second  group  differs  from  the  first  mainly  by  its  . 
adoption  of  a  slightly  more  'consistent  and  more  modem 
spelling  and  a  less  haphazard  punctuation ;  actual  differ- 
ences of  text  are  very  few,  as  may  be  seen  by  inspec- 
tion of  the  critical  notes.  No  doubt  changes  of  spelling 
and  punctuation  were  not  definitely  adopted  by  Cowper 
himself  or  even  by  his  friends;  at  any  rate  there  is  no 
\  direct  evidence  that  Cowi)er  saw  the  proofs  of  any  but 
Hhe  first  edition  of  each  volume,  and  we  know  that  he  gave 
away  his  copyright  in  them  to  Johnson  the  publisher*, 
who  doubtless  produced  editions  as  they  were  wanted,  on 
his  own  responsibility.  But  the  fresh  poems  added  to 
several  later  editions  (see  pp.  xx-xxii)  can  only  have  been 
obtained  from  one  or  other  of  Cowper's  friends,  probably 
Newton,  Lady  Hesketh,  or  John  Johnson ;  and  the  list 

^  Bruce  gave  a  considerable  number  of  variants;   his  notes» 
though  incomplete  and  not  always  accurate,  are  valuable. 
*  See  p.  xx-xxii  for  a  further  description  of  these  editions. 
••'  See  Lettera  (ed*  Wright),  ii.  41fl, 
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of  books  in  the  possession  of  Oowper  at  his  death  includes 
two  copies  of  a  1798  edition  \  So  we  may  conclude  that 
Cowper's  friends  and  perhaps  Cowi>er  himself  had  no 
objection  to  the  newer  style  ;  and  we  are  therefore  not 
compelled  to  give  the  text  an  American  air  with  *  favor,* 
'honor,'  *  labor,*  &c.,  nor  to  print  *  satyr'  (=  satire), 
'sieze,'  'cloathes,'  and  other  spellings  which  check  the 
reader,  when  nine-tenths  of  the  text  is  spelt  according  to 
modern  usage  ^  In  punctuation  the  second  group,  espe- 
cially in  TaUe  Talkj  &c.,  tends  to  be  more  *  logical,*  less 
'rhetorical*  (a  word. which  nowadays  covers  some  vague- 
ness about  a  difficult  subject) ;  and  Cowper's  heroic 
couplets  are  even  improved  by  a  frequent  use  of  stops. 
His  blank  verse  is  less  heavily  stopped,  as  is  natural ; 
and  the  second  group,  if  somewhat  inclined  to  insert 
unnecessary  commas,  marks  out  the  boundaries  of  the 
comma  and  the  semi-colon  far  more  clearly,  to  the  benefit 
of  sense  and  rhjrthm  \ 

The  royal  8vo  edition  of  1800  has  been  chosen  rather 
than  any  other  in  the  second  group  for  several  reasons.  A 
comparison  of  it  with  the  rest  showed  clearly  that  special 
pains  had  been  taken  in  printing  it,  and  points  of  detail, 
such  as  the  elision  of  *e'  in  preterite  forms*,  carefully 
attended  to.  It  has  a  far  more  handsome  appearance  than 
any  previous  edition.  Its  freedom  from  misprints  is  shown 
by  my  notes,  where  I  have  attempted  to  report  all  verbal 
errors  that  occur ;  absolutely,  there  is  no  doubt  a  fair  num- 
ber, but  comparatively,  there  are  few ;  the  1786  edition 
especially  bristles  with  misprints,  and  the  1782  volume 
too  has  many,  in  spite  of  the  list  of  errata  which  gives 
a  false  air  of  accuracy  to  the  edition.  The  earlier  editions 
of  the  second  group  correct  most  of  the  misprints  of  the 
first  group,  but  introduce  many  of  their  own ;  these  are 
not  worth  specifying,  any  more  than  those  of  the  first 
group.  A  single  instance  will  show  the  carelessness 
with  which  Cowper's  proofs  were  read:  the  gross  mis^- 

1  See  Mr.  Wright's  Life,  p.  664. 

2  But  where  an  antiquated  spelling  persists  throughout  all 
editions  up  to  and  l)eyond  1800,  I  have  felt  bound  to  retain  it ; 
this  accounts  foT  *8cite,'  *gulph,'  and  a  few  others. 

3  Cowper's  own  views  on  the  punctuation  of  blank  verse  are 
expressed  in  a  letter  to  Un^vin  of  Oct.  2, 1784  {Letters^  ii.  p.  245). 

"^  Cowper  theoretically  held  strong  views  on  this  point,  which 
he  did  not  carry  out  in  print ;  see  his  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh, 
April  3, 1786  {Letter.%  iii.  6),  where  he  mentions  Madan's  criticism 
on  his  retention  of  the  silent  *e'  in  words  like  *  placed,'  and 
defends  himself  on  the  ground  that  elision  might  lead  foreigners 
into  mispronunciation.  But  the  first  two  editions  of  the  poems 
retain  or  elide  the  'e'  inconsistently  with  any  supposed  require- 
ments of  prosody,  pronunciation,  or  typographic  beauty. 
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print  *  umber'  (The  Task,  Bk.  1, 1.  58)  was  not  altered  to 
'lumber*  until  the  1800  editions,  and  then  only  in  an 
errata  slip. 

Moreover,  the  1800  editions  contain  more  poems  than 
any  previous  isstie  (see  p.  xxi) ;  and  I  conjecture  from 
this  fact  and  from  the  edition  being  dated  in  the  year  of 
Cowper's  death,  that  the  publisher,  on  hearing  of  the 
author's  death,  wished  to  produce  as  complete  and  perfect 
an  edition  of  his  poems  as  possible ;  and  with  this  object 
secured  from  Newton,  Lady  Hesketh,  and  other  friends  of 
Cowper,  some  additional  poems  that  either  had  not  been 
printed  before  or  had  not  appeared  in  a  uniform  manner 
with  the  rest.  This  is  of  course  mere  conjecture;  for 
Johnson,  with  a  modesty  rare  in  publishers  and  annoying 
to  bibliographers,  says  nothing  of  these  additional  poems 
on  the  title  page  or  in  a  preface,  and  even  omits  from  the 
list  of  contents  the  titles  of  those  printed  in  vol.  I  as  an 
Appendix,  apparently  because  the  title-sheet  was  already 
printed  when  he  determined  to  add  the  Appendix. 

For  poems  printed  in  Cowper's  lifetime  but  not  included 
in  his  collected  poems  until  after  1800— viz.  two  translations 
of  Horace,  Olney  Hymns,  Anti-Thdyphthoray  and  a  few 
other  poems — I  have  gone  back  to  the  first  editions,  never 
consciously  deviating  from  their  readings  without  a  note, 
and  altering  punctuation  and  spelling  very  rarely.  There 
is  no  other  authority  for  the  two  translations  of  Horace's 
Satires  and  Anti-Thelyphthora  than  the  first  edition ;  but 
there  were  many  editions  of  the  Olney  Hymns  from  which 
to  choose,  and  I  chose  the  first  because  there  can  be  little 
doubt  that  Cowper  saw  proofs  of  that  edition,  if  any :  and 
further,  some  of  the  few  alterations  in  later  editions  seem 
to  have  been  made — perhaps  by  Newton— from  a  doctrinal 
point  of  view,  and  therefore  do  not  concern  us  \ 

I  have  followed  the  same  plan  in  dealing  with  the  poems 
first  printed  by  Bull,  Hayley,  Johnson,  Croft,  Southey, 
and  others ;  but  it  did  not  seem  necessary  to  record  every 
variation,  whether  misprint  or  'improvement,'  due  to 
Hayley's  insatiable  love  of  tinkering,  that  appears  in  the 
successive  editions  of  Hayley's  Life ;  nor  every  reading 
silently  introduced  by  Southey  or  later  editors,  apparently 
without  authority  and  often  without  reason.    For  there 

^  Cp.  Mr.  Willis's  reprint  of  Cowper's  Olney  Hymns,  which 
was  issued  when  most  of  this  book  was  already  printed.  He  sees 
the  necessity  of  returninjir  to  what  Cowper  probably  wrote,  but 
^oes  too  far  in  keeping  some  impossible  readings  (for  instance 
The'  for  *  Though'  in  xlix.  25),  and  does  not  apparently  realize 
that  many  of  the  alterations  of  which  he  justly  complams  were 
made  in  later  editions  of  the  Olney  Hymns,  not  by  mere  com- 
pilers of  Hymnals. 
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to  Mr.  E.  P.  Ash,  who  lent  me  his  valuable  MSS.  of  the 
Translations  from  Madame  Guion  and  other  poems ;  to 
Canon  Cowper  Johnson  for  his  loan  of  a  collection  of 
Cowper's  letters  to  Joseph  Hill,  from  which  I  print  for 
the  first  time  the  rhyming  letter  on  pp.  624-5 ;  to  Miss  D. 
Horace  Smith  for  collating  several  i)oems  at  the  British 
Museum ;  to  Mr.  J.  C.  Bailey— whose  edition  of  Cowper 
we  have  long  anxiously  awaited— for  some  interchange 
of  views  on  disputed  tactual  points;  and  to  Messrs. 
Macmillan  and  Messrs.  Hodder  &  Stoughton  for  per- 
mission to  include  the  verses  To  a  Lady  (p.  S52\  and  a 
few  interesting  impromptus  taken  from  letters  first  printed 
in  Mr.  Wright's  complete  edition  of  Cowper's  Letters. 

Lastly,  I  thank  most  heartily  the  collaborator  whose 
accurate  collations  and  ungrudging  labour  have  made 
this  task  possible  and  pleasant. 

H.  S.  M. 
Oxford, 

July,  1905. 
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LIST  OP  CHIEF  EDITIONS  CONSULTED 

1  Olney  Htmns,  in  3  books,  1779, 12mo.    Further  editions  fol- 

lowed in  1781, 1783, 1787, 1792, 1795,  and  1797.    See  pp.  433. 659. 

2  Anti-Thklyphthora,  1781, 4to.   Published  anonymously ;  first 

claimed  as  Cowper's  by  Southey.  References  in. his  letters 
(e.g.  Letters  i.  282)  clearly  prove  Cowper's  authorship. 

3  Poems,  1782, 8vo  [see  facsimile  title-page  on  p.  xxxil.   Pp.  [4]  + 

367  +  [1]  (Errata).  Contents :  Table  Talk.  Progress  of  Error. 
Truth.  Expostulation.  Hope.  Charity.  Conversation. 
Retirement.  The  Doves.  A  Fable.  A  Comparison.  Verses, 
supposed  to  be  written  by  Alexander  Selkirk,  during  his 
solitary  Abode  in  the  Island  of  Juan  Fernandes.  On  the 
Promotion  of  Edward  Thurlow,  Esq.  to  the  Lord  High 
Chancellorship  of  England.  Ode  to  Peace.  Human  Frailty. 
.  The  Modem  Patriot.  On  observing  some  Names  of  little 
Note  recorded  in  the  Biographia  Britannica,  Report  of 
an  adjudged  Case  not  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  Books. 
On  the  burning  of  Lord  Mansfield's  Library,  together  with 
his  MSS.  by  the  Mob,  in  June  1780.  On  the  same.  The 
Love  of  the  World  reproved ;  or,  Hypocrisy  detected.  The 
Lily  and  the  Rose.  Idem  Latine  Redditum.  The  Night- 
ingale and  Glowworm.  Votum.  On  a  Goldfinch  starved  to 
Death  in  a  Cage.  Horace,  Book  the  2nd,  Ode  the  10th.  A 
Reflection  on  the  foregoing  Ode.  Translations  from  Vincent 
Bourn.  The  Shrubbery.  The  Winter  Nosegay.  Mutual 
Forbearance.  To  the  Rev*  Mr.  Newton.  Translation  of 
Prior's  Chloe  and  Euphelia.  Boadicea.  Heroism.  The 
Poet,  the  Oyster,  and  the  Sensitive  Plant.  To  the  Rev. 
Mr.  William  Cawthorne  Unwin. 

4  Poems,  1785,  8vo  [see  facsimile  title-page  on  p.  127].    Pp.  [8]  + 

360 +  [1]  (advertisement  of  1782  volume).  Contents:  The 
Task.  An  Epistle  to  Joseph  Hill,  Esq.  Tirocinium,  or  a 
Review  of  Schools.    The  History  of  John  Gilpin. 

5  Poems,  1786,  2  vols.  8vo.    The  second  edition.    Reprint  of  1782 

and  1785. 

6  Poems,  1787,  2  vols.  8vo.    The  third  edition.    Reprint. 

7  Poems,  1788,  2  vols.  8vo.    The  fourth  edition.    Reprint. 

8  Poems,  1793.  2  vols.  8vo.    The  fifth  edition.     Vol.  i.  adds 

Newton's  preface  (see  p.  637) ;  otherwise  a  reprint. 

9  Poems,  1794-5,  2  vols.  8vo.    The  sixth  edition.    Vol.  i.  reprint 

of  1793 ;  vol.  ii.  adds,  between  Tirocinium  and  John  Oilpin^ 
the  following  poems:  On  the  Death  of  Mrs.  Throckmorton's 
Bulfinch.  The  Rose.  The  Poet's  New  Year's  Gift.  Ode  to 
Apollo.  Catharina.  The  Moralizer  corrected.  The  Faith- 
ful Friend.   Pairing  Time  anticipated.  The  Needless  Alarm. 

10  On  the  Receipt  op  my  Mother's  Picture  and  The  Dog 

AND  THE  Water-lilt,  1798,  8vo.  Published  as  a  pamphlet 
before  incorporation  in  the  two  collected  editions  of  this 
year. 
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to  the  end  of  the  1787  BiU  cf  MorUdity  verses,  then  omits 
those  for  1788,  The  Poplar  Field  and  Translation  (all  of 
which  are  in  vol.  i.),  ending  with  Epitaph  on  a  Hare. 
Epitaphium  Alterum  (not  in  Contents).    Note. 

Bensley's  imprint  is  in  both  volumes.  This  edition  has  been 
followed  generally  as  far  as  it  goes ;  see  preface,  pp.  iv-vi. 

After  1800,  editions  followed  at  frequent  intervals ;  I  have  seen 
copies  of  editions  dated  1803,  1805,  1806  (2),  1806.  1810,  1811, 
1812, 1815  (ed.  John  Johnson :  see  No.  19,  below),  1817,  and 
later.  Of  these  one  of  the  most  important  is  that  of  1808, 
which  apparently  received  some  editorial  attention;  the 
following  poems  were  added :  On  a  mischievous  bull.  Hymn 
for  the  Sunday  school  at  Olney.  Annus  Memorabilia,  1789. 
In  1806  (the  4to  edition)  the  Olney  Hymns  and  the  transla- 
tions from  Madame  Guion  were  for  the  first  time  printed 
uniformly  with  the  rest  of  Cowper's  poems. 

16  Translations   from   Madame   Guion,   12mo,   1801.     [For 

title-page  and  dedication  see  p.  478 ;  for  preface  see  p.  060]. 
Quoted  as  BiUL 

17  The  Life  and  Letters  of  William  Cowper,  by  William 

Hayley,  4  vols.  4to,  1803-6.  (The  first  two  volumes  are 
dated  1803,  the  third  1804 ;  and  a  supplement  at  the  end  of 
the  third  volume  is  dated  1806:  it  has  a  preface  explaining 
that  Hayley,  while  reprinting  the  whole  Life  in  8vo  with 
additions,  is  at  the  same  time  reprinting  in  4to  for  purchasers 
of  the  first  edition  the  supplement  containing  The  Colvhriad 
and  some  new  letters).  Further  editions  in  8vo  followed  in 
1806,  1809, 1812  and  later.  Different  readings  appear  from 
time  to  time  in  these  editions ;  see  preface,  p.  vi.  I  have 
generally  followed  the  1803  edition.    Quoted  as  Hayley, 

18  Translation  of  Milton's  Latin  and  Italian  Poems,  4to, 

1808 ;  edited  by  Hayley.    [See  p.  579.] 

19  Poems,  3  vols.  12mo,  1815 ;    edited  by  John  Johnson.     The 

third  volume  contains  a  certain  number  of  new  poems, 
and  versions  of  others  slightly  differing  from  those  that 
had  already  appeared  in  Hayley's  Life.    Quoted  as  181S, 

20  Private  Correspondence  of  William  Cowper,  Esq.,  with 

several  of  his  most  intimate  friends,  2  vols.  8vo,  1824 ;  edited 
by  John  Johnson.   This  includes  a  few  new  poems.   Quoted 


21  Poems,  the  early  productions  of  William  Cowper,  16mo,  1825 ; 

edited  by  James  Croft.  [For  Croft's  preface,  see  p.  643.] 
The  poems  contained  in  this  interesting  volume  were  almost 
all  hitherto  unpublished;  they  will  be  found  mainly  on 
pp.  264-283  of  this  volume.    Quoted  as  Croft. 

22  The  Life   and  Works  op  William  Cowper,  by  Robert 

Southey ;  15  vols,  foolscap  8vo,  1836-1837.  Vols,  i-vii.  contain 
the  life  and  letters,  with  a  few  poems  interspersed ;  vols,  viii- 
X.  the  bulk  of  the  poems  and  the  translation  of  Adamo ; 
vols,  xi-xiv.  the  translations  of  Homer;  voL  xv.  additional 
letters,  Cowper's  papers  in  the  ConnoisdeuTj  and  his  fragmen- 
tary commentary  on  Paradise  Lost.  Southey  reprinted 
everything  written  by  Cowper  that  was  then  accessible,  and 
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produced  what  will  probably  long  remain  the  mout  complete 
edition  of  his  works.    Quoted  as  Southey, 

23  PoKMS,  3  vols,  foolscap  8vo  [1863] ;   edited  by  John  Bruce. 

This  contains  some  valuable  notes  of  variant  readings. 
Quoted  as  Bruce, 

24  The  Pobtioal  Works  of  William  CJowpee,  8vo,  1870;  edited 

by  Canon  Benham. 

25  The  Life  of  William  Cowper,  by  Thomas  Wright,  8vo.  1892 ; 

containing  new  facts  which  help  to  date  Cowper^s  poems 
more  accurately,  and  a  few  more  poems. 

26  The  Unpublished  and  Uncollected  Poems  of  Willum 

CowPER,  8vo,  1900;  edited  by  Thomas  Wright.  The  new 
poems  were  printed  mainly  from  the  Ash  MSS.  and  from 
MSS.  in  the  Cowper  museum  at  Olney. 

27  The  Correspondence  of  William  Cowper,  4  vols.  8vo,  1904 ; 

edited  by  Thomas  Wright.    Mr.  Wright  gives  the  letters 
for  the  first  time  in  chronological  order,  including  more  than 
100  new  letters,  some  of  which  contain  impromptu  poems. 
Cowper's  autobiographic  Memoir  (1816)  contained  one  unpub- 
lished poem  (see  p.  289),  and  Grimshawe  in  his  unnecessary 
eight-volume  edition  (1836)  printed  one  (see  p.  421)  not  till  then 
included  in  any  edition  of  Cowper's  poems,  but  which  had  ap- 
peared in  Cowper,  illustrated  by  a  series  ofviewa  (1804).    Adelphi 
(1802)  is  of  purely  biographical  interest.    Corry  in  his  Life  qf 
Cowper  printed  four  of  the  lines  given  on  p.  428  of  this  edition. 

This  list  of  works  consulted  has  of  course  no  pretensions  to  be 
a  bibliography  of  Cowper;  it  professes  to  mention  only  those 
works  which  supply  material  of  especial  value  to  an  editor  whose 
object  is  to  give  a  complete  and  correct  text  of  the  poems,  and 
may  prevent  him  from  wasting  much  time  and  labour  on  the 
innumerable  textually  worthless  editions  which  appeared  between 
1800  and  1870. 

The  signs  used  in  the  footnotes  for  the  editions  explain  them- 
selves {178S,  etc.).  The  Ash  MSS.  are  quoted  as  A.,  the  British 
Museum  MSS.  (Add.  MSS.  24,155-6,  consisting  of  letters  mostly 
addressed  to  Unwin)  as  BM, 
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containing  the  chief  events  of  Oowi)er's  life,  and  some 
important,  dates  in  the  lives  of  contemporary  writers. 


[Pope's  translation  of  Homer's  Iliad.] 
[Gray  bom.] 

[Pope's  translation   of  Homer's  Odyssey. 

Thomson's  Winter.  Martin  Madan  bom.] 

[Gay's  Fables.] 

John  Cowper,  D.D..  Rector  of  Great  Berk- 

hamstead)  Chaplain  to  George  II,  married 

Ann  Donne. 

[\)  Their  children  were  : — three  who  died  in 

>2)   infancy  (Spencer    born   1729,  Ann  and 

(3)  John  bom  1730).    [Pope's  Dunciad.] 
[Thomson's  Autiiinn.  Gay's  Beggar's  Opera. 

Goldsmith  bom.] 

(4)  William  Cowper,  bom   November  20. 
[Charles  Churchill  bom.] 

[Pope's  Essay  on  Man,  Part  I.    Gay  died.] 

(5)  Theodore  C.  (died  younc).  [R.  Lloyd  bom. 
Pope's  Epistle  to  LordGohham.] 

(6)  Thomas  C.  (died  young). 
[Somerville's  The  Chase.  Beattie  bom  (died 

1803).] 

(7)  John  C.,  bom  November  7.   (Ann  Cowper 
died  November  12.)  [Glover's  Leoniaas.] 

C.  at  Dr.  Pitman's  school  at  IMLarket  Street, 
where  he  is  bullied.  [Johnson's  London.] 
During  this  year  and  1740  C.  at  the  house  of 
mi.  Disney  the  oculist :  holidays  some- 
times spent  with   cousins,  children  of 
Rev.  Roger  Donne,  at  Catfield. 
[Richardson's  Pamela.] 
C.  goes  to  Westminster  (Dr.  Nicholls  Head- 
master) where  he  remains  till  1748.   (See 
Tirocinium,  11.  296-345,    TaUe  Talk^  11. 
506-19,  and  under  year  1747  below.) 
[Fielding's  Joseph  Andrews.    Collins'  Per- 
sian Sdogties.] 
[Blair's  Grave.] 

[Akenside's     Pleasures     of    Lnagination. 
Young's  Night  Thou{fhts  completed.  W.  C. 
Unwin  bom.    Pope  died.] 
has  smallpox,  which  cures  his  affection  of 
the  eyes  ;  he  translates  an  elegy  of  Tibul- 
lus.  [Hayley  bom.    Swift  died.] 
1746      15      [Thomson's    Castle    of   Indolence.      Blair 
died.] 


A.D. 

1715-18 
1716 
1726 

JET. 

1727-38 
1728 

— 

1730 

__ 

1731 

— 

1732 
1733 

1 

2 

1734 
1735 

3 
4 

1737 

6 

1738 

.  7 

1739 

8 

1740 
1741 

9 
10 

1742 

11 

1743 
1744 

1*7  AK. 

12 
13 

1J. 
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1747 


JET, 
16 


1748 


1749 


17 


18 


1750 
1751 
1762 


1753  22 

1754  23 


1755 
1756 


0^8.  last  year  at  WestminRter.  While  there  he 
formed  friendships  with  two  of  the  masters, 
Vincent  Bourne,  'slovenly,  dirty,  and  good- 
natured',  fifth  form  master  (1695-1747,  see 
pp.  546-561X  and  Pierson  Lloyd  (see  p.  561) ; 
and  with  several  of  his  schoolfellows,  es- 
pecially (1)  Robert  Lloyd,  author  of  The  Actor 
(see  p.  266) ;  (2)  Charles  Churchill  the  satirist 
(see  p.  15);  (3)  Cohnan  the  elder  (1732-1794), 
author  of  The  Jealmts  Wife ;  (4)  Bonnell 
Thornton  (1724-1768),  translator  of  Plautus ; 
(5)  most  intimate  of  all.  Sir  William  Russell, 
(see  p,  284).  Other  schoolfellows  were  Warren 
Hastings,  Elijah  Impey,  and  Cumberland. 
C*s.  chief  reading  was  in  Homer,  Milton,  and 
Cowley.    [Collins'  Odes.] 

C.  leaves  Westminster,  spends  nine  months  at 
Berkhamstead.  Entered  at  Middle  Temple, 
writes  On  the  Heel  of  a  8hoe<,  first  extant 
poem,  in  imitation  of  Philips'  Splendid 
Shilling,  [Richardson's  Clarissa  Marlowe, 
Smollett's  Roderick  Random,  Thomson 
di€|^.] 

During  this  and  the  two  following  years,  C.  is 
articled  to  Mr.  Chapman,  solicitor,  of  Ely 
Place,  Holbom :  leisure  spent  with  his  uncle, 
Ashley  Cowper,  Southampton  Row,  where 
he  fails  in  love  with  his  cousin  Theodora 
Cowper  (died  1825 ;  see  pp.  269-283).  Fellow- 
clerk  is  Edward  Thurlow,  afterwards  Lord 
Chancellor  (bom  1731,  died  1806).  [Fielding's 
Tom  Jones,  Johnson's  Irene  and  Vanity  of 
Human  Wishes.  Ambrose  Philips  died.] 
[Gray's  Elegy.  Johnson's  Rambler-  begun.] 
[Fielding's  Ainelia.  Smollett's  Peregrine  Pickle.] 

C.  visits  Catfield  (see  This  evening,  Delia^  p.  272) 
and  Mundesley.  In  residence  in  the  Middle 
Temple.  Loneliness,  and  first  attack  of 
melancholy ;  dispersed  by  visit  to  Southamp- 
ton with  Thomas  Hesketh,  engaged  to  Har- 
riet Cowi)er  (died  1807).    [Chatterton  bom.] 

C.  in  Middle  Temple.  Richardson's  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  published,  on  which  C.  writes  an 
Ode  (see  p.  283). 

C.  called  to  tne  bar,  Jan.  14.  During  this  j)eriod 
is  member  of  the  Nonsense  Club,  consisting 
besides  C,  of  Tliomton,  Colman,  Lloyd, 
Joseph  Hill,  Bensley,  and  De  Grey.  [Crabbe 
born  (died  1832).] 

C.  inlliliddle  Temple.    [Johnson's  Dictionary.] 

C.  in  Middle  Temple;  contributes  five  papers  to 
Thornton  and  Cfolman's  Connoisseur.  He 
gives  up  any  idea  of  marrying  Theodora 
Cowper.  (His  father  dies.)  [Burke's  Essay 
on  the  Sid)lime  and  Beautiful.] 
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1757 

26 

1758 

27 

1759 

28 

1760 

29 

1761 

30 

1762 

31 

1763 

32 

1764 

33 

1765 

34 

1766 

35 

1767 

36 

C.  in  Middle  Temple  ;  translates  two  Satires  of 
Horace  inDuncombe's  Horace  (see  pp.  521-9). 
[Gray's  Pindaric  Odes.  Dyer's  Fleece.  Blake 
bom  (died  1827).] 

0.  in  Middle  Temple ;  translates  Voltaire's 
Henriade  (translation  not  extant)  with  his 
brother  Jonn.  Friendship  with  Clotworthy 
Rowley.    [Dyer  died.] 

C.  removes  to  Inner  Temple  ;  is  made  Commis- 
sioner of  Bankrupts,  at  £60  a  year.  Strong 
patriot.  [Reynolds*  Discourses  on  Painting 
begun.  Johnson's  Basselas.  Sterne's  Tristram 
Shandy f  i.  and  ii.  Collins  died.  Bums  bom.] 

C.  in  Inner  Temple.  During  this  and  the  next 
two  years  his  means  became  straitened ;  he 
seems  never  to  have  had  a  brief,  and  made 
no  income  but  that  of  his  commissionership. 
Reads  much,  but  writes  very  little.  Thur- 
low's  jesting  promise  to  *provide  for'  C.  when 
he  is  Lord  Chancellor. 

C.  in  Inner  Temple.  [Churchill's  Rosciad.  Qol- 
man's  Jea^ot^  Wife.] 

C.  in  Inner  Temple.  [Falconer's  Shiptoreck. 
Bowles  bom  (died  1850).] 

C.  in  Inner  Temple :  is  offered  Clerkship  of 
Journals  of  House  of  Lords  by  IVlajor 
Cowper ;  breaks  down  under  strain  of  ap- 
proaching examination,  and,  after  a  two 
months'  visit  to  Margate,  on  his  return  to 
London  has  a  second  and  far  more  serious 
attack  of  melancholy,  which,  after  three 
attempts  at  suicide,  ends  in  actual  insanity. 
(See  Sapphics,  p.  289,  written  after  his  at- 
tempted suicide.)  Removed  by  his  brother 
to  Dr.  Cotton's  asylum  at  St.  Albans.  [Smart's 
David,  Rogers  Dorn  (died  1855).] 

C.  at  St.  Albans.  [Goldsmith's  Traveller.  Wal- 
pole's  Castle  of  Otranto.    Churchill  died.] 

C.  at  St.  Albans  till  June  27  ;  adopts  Dick  Cole- 
man ;  visits  his  brother  at  Cambridge  (see 
Adelphi) ;  resigns  his  commissionership,  thus 
becoming  entirely  dependent  on  his  friends 
for  an  income ;  moves  to  lodgings  at  Hunt- 
ingdon. Correspondence  with  Lady  Hesketh 
(Harriet  Cowper)  and  Hill  shows  returning 
health.  In  Nov.  moves  from  lodgings  to 
the  Unwins'  house  ;  begins .  to  write  the 
Memoir.    [Percy's  Beliqnes.  Young  died.] 

C.  at  Huntingdon  with  Unwins ;  financial  help- 
continued  for  manv  years— from  Major  Cow- 
per, Theodora,  and  the  Heskethsj  begins  to 
interest  himself  in  gardening.  [Groldsmith's 
Vicar  of  Wak^ld!] 

C.  at  Huntingdon  with  Unwins.  (Death  of  Mor- 
ley  Unwin,  July  2.)    Moves  Sept.  14,  with 
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Mrs.  and  Miss  Unwin  to  Orchard  Side,  Olney, 
where  Rev.  John  Newton  (bom  1726,  died 
1807)  is  curate. 

C.  at  Olney;  visit  to  St.  Albans;  increasing 
intimacy  with  Newton.  [Sterne's  Sentimental 
Journey. ] 

C«  at  Olney ;  visits  his  brother  who  is  ill,  at 
Cambridge.  (William  Unwin  leaves  Olney 
for  Stock.)  [Burke's  Present  State  of  the 
Nation.    Letters  of  Junins  begun.  ] 

C.  at  Olney ;  pays  another  visit  to  John  Cowper, 
who  dies  m  March,  leaving  C.  a  small  legacy. 
C.  writes  Adelphi.  [Burke's  Thoxights  on 
the  Present  Discontents.  Goldsmith's  Desej-^d 
Village.  Benttie's  Minstrel.  Akenside,  Smart, 
Falconer,  Chatterton  died.  Wordsworth  bom 
(died  1850).] 

C.  at  Olney;  begins  to  write  the  Olney  Hymns, 
at  Newton's  suggestion.  [Beattie's  Minstrel. 
Smollett's  Humphrey  Clinker.  Gray  died. 
Scott  born  (died  1832).] 

C.  at  Olney;  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mrs. 
Unwin,  but  engagement  is  broken  off  by 
third  attack  of  madness  beginning  on 
Jan.  24;  his  fatal  dream  'before  the  recollec- 
tion of  which  all  consolation  vanishes,  and 
it  seems  to  me  must  always  vanish'  (letter  to 
Newton,  Oct.  16. 1785) ;  is  moved  to  Newton's 
house,  the  Vicarage,  in  April  (Miss  Unwin 
married  to  Rev.  Matthew  Powley  in 
May);  again  treated  by  Dr.  Cotton;  at- 
tempts suicide.  [Coleridge  bora,  1772  (died 
1834).] 

C.  at  the  Vicarage,  Olney,  till  May  23 ;  there 
recovers,  and  returns  to  Orchard  Side ;  be- 
gins to  keep  hares  as  pets  (see  pp.  352,  353, 
652) ;  writes  H^u!  quam  remotus.  [Goldsmith 
died.    Southey  born  (died  1843).] 

C.  at  Olnev.  [Lamb  bom  (died  1834).  Landor 
born  (died  1864).] 

C.  at  Olney ;  tries  in  vain  to  get  pupils  through 
Hill;  asain  begins  correspondence  with 
friends,  discontinued  for  some  years.  [Adam 
Smith's  Wealth  of  Nations.  Gibbon's  Decline 
and  Fall,  vol.  I.] 

C.  at  Olney.  Fire  at  Olney.  [Chatterton's  Boto- 
ley  Poems.  T.  Warton's  Poems.  Cook's 
Voyages.    Campbell  bom  (died  1844).] 

C.  at  Olney ;  Sir  T.  Hesketh  dies,  leaving  C.  a 
legacy;  (Thurlow  becomes  Chancellor);  C. 
makes  acquaintance  of  Rev.  T.  Scott,  curate 
of  Weston,  author  of  ITw  Force  of  Truth. 
[Miss  Bumey's  Evelina.'] 

C.  at  Olney ;  Olney  Hymns  published  in  Feb. ; 
Yearly  Distress  written.  [Johnson's  English 
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Poets^  first  four  volumes.  T.  Moore  bom 
(died  1852).] 

C.  at  Olney ;  Newton  goes  to  London  (June) ; 
C.  introduced  to  Rev.  William .  Bull,  In- 
dependent minister  of  Newport  Pagnell 
(born  1738,  died  1814).  C.  takes  up  drawing 
and  carpentering,  writes  Nightingale  and 
Glowworm^  A  Fable^  Verses  on  a  Goldfinch, 
Beport  on  an  Adjudged  Case.  (Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Powley  at  Olney.)  Begins  to  write  Progress 
of  Error  and  Truth,  [Orabbe's  Candidate. 
Martin  Madan's  Thdyphthora.] 

C.  at  Olney ;  publishes  Anti-Thelyphthora 
anonymously  ;  writes  Table  Talk,  Expostxda- 
tion,  etc.  Newton  visits  Olney  (June).  C's. 
first  meeting  with  Lady  Austen  (died  1802). 
[Johnson's  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vols.  v-x. 
Crabbe's  Library.  Hayley's  Triumphs  of 
Temper.    Newton's  Caraiphonia.] 

C.  at  Olney ;  quarrels  with  Lady  Austen  ;  pub- 
lishes first  volume  of  poems  (Feb.)  with 
Joseph  Johnson,  favouraoly  received  on  the 
whole ;  lines  to  Unwin  hastily  added  to 
preserve  friendship.  Reconciled  with  Lady 
Austen  (June).  Begins  to  translate  Madame 
Guion ;  writes  John  GUpin,  which  is  pub- 
lished in  Nov.  anonymously  in  Public 
Advertiser ;  writes  Colubriad.  [Miss  Burney's 
Cecilia.] 

C.  at  Olney ;  begins  The  Task  in  July,  at  inspira- 
tion of  Lady  Austen.  Disgust  at  indiffer- 
ence of  Thurlow  and  Colman.  [Crabbe's 
Village.    Blake's  Poetical  Sketches.] 

C.  at  Olney ;  continues  The  Task ;  (general 
election).  C's.  letter  to  Lady  Austen,  which 
breaks  off  relations  between  them.  Beginning 
of  friendship  withThrockmortons.  First  part 
of  The  Task  sent  to  Unwin  in  Oct. ;  Johnson 
agrees  to  publish  it.  Newton  hurt  at  not  be- 
ing consulted.  C.  finishes  Tirocinium  (Nov.) 
and  begins  translation  of  Homer.  [Charlotte 
Smith's  Elegiac  Sonnets.  Leigh  Hunt  born 
(died  1859).    Dr.  Johnson  died.] 

C.  at  Olney ;  continues  translation  of  Homer ; 
publishes  Poplar  Field  and  other  poems  in 
Gentlenian^s  Magazine.  Second  volume,  con- 
taining The  Task,  published  in  July:  well 
received.  Writes  letter  to  Gentleman  s  Ma- 
gazine (August)  criticising  Pope's  Homer. 
Renews  correspondence  with  Lady  Hesketh, 
who  supplies  him  with  money.  Visit  of 
Walter  Bagot  (born  1731,  died  1806)  to  Olney. 
*  Anonymous'  (probably  Theodora)  settles 
annuity  of  £50  on  C.  [Peacock  born  (died 
1866).    Glover  died.] 
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C.  at  Olney ;  continues  Homer,  and  sends  portion 
of  MS.  to  Fuseli  and  Maty.  Lady  Hesketh 
becomes  tenant  of  Olney  Vicarage  (June). 
Newton's  anxiety  about  O's.  *  dissipation.' 

C.  removes  to  Weston  in  Nov.  (Death  of 
W.  C.  Unwin,  Nov.  29.)  [Blake's  8(mgs  of 
Innocence,    Kilmarnock  Bums  A 

0.  at  Weston.  First  visit  of  Samuel  Eose  (bom 
1767,  died  1804).  C's.  fourth  attack  of  mad- 
ness, Jan.  to  June. 

0.  at  Weston.  Correspondence  with  Mrs.  Kins ; 
continues  revision  of  Iliad ;  writes  ballads 
on  Slavery.  Visit  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Newton 
(July,  Aug.).  C.  begins  Odyssey  in  Sept. 
[Byron  bom  (died  1824).  Cfharles  Wesley 
died.] 

C*  at  Weston.  Writes  review  of  Glover's 
Aihenaid ;  finishes  rough  draft  of  Odyssev. 
[Bowles*  Sonnets.  Darwin's  Loves  of  the 
Plants,] 

C^  at  Weston.  First  visit  of  John  Johnson,  Cs. 
youne  cousin.  C.  writes  Sonnet  to  Mrs.  Un- 
win (Feb.  ?),  Lines  on  receipt  of  my  Mother's 
Tict\f,re  (Spring).  (Samuel  Rose's  marriage.) 
Suggestion  that  0.  should  have  laureateship, 
vacant  by  Warton's  death.  Translates  Van 
Lier's  autobiography;  finishes  Odyssey, 
which  is  conveyed  to  his  publisher  on 
Sept.  8.  [Burke's  Reflections  on  the  French 
RevoltUion,    Madan  died.] 

C.  at  Weston.  Homer  published  (July) ;  C.  re- 
ceives £1,000  for  it.  Corresponds  with  Thur- 
low  on  merits  of  blank  verse  and  rhyme. 
Joseph  Johnson  offers  him  editorship  of 
Milton;  C.  accepts  (Sept.).  Mrs.  Unwin 
paralyzed  (Dec).  [Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson. 
John  Wesley  died.] 

C.  at  Weston.  Throckmortons  leave  Weston 
(March).  C.  translating  Milton;  begins 
friendship  with  Ha^ley,  who  is  also  engaged 
on  an  edition  of  MUton.  Hayley's  first  visit 
(May).  Mrs.  Unwin's  second  stroke  of  para- 
lysis. Abbott  and  Romney  paint  C's.  portrait. 
Visit  to  Hayley  at  Eartham. 

C.  at  Eartham;,  Aug.,  Sept. ;  translates  with  Hay- 
ley  Andreini*s  Adaino.  C.  much  under  the 
influence  of  the  half-educated  Olney  school- 
master, Teedon,  who  sees  and  interprets 
visions.  [Rogers'  Pleasures  of  Memory, 
Shelley  bom  (died  1822).] 

C.  at  Weston.  Engaged  on  second  edition  of 
Homer.  (Death  of  Mrs.  King  (Feb.  6).) 
Lawrence  paints  C's.  portrait.  C.  writes 
To  Mary.  His  melancholy  increases. 
Hayley's    second  visit    to  Weston  (Nov.). 
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Lady  Hesketh'a  visit  (end  of  Nov.).  [Words- 
worth's Evening  Walk  and  Descriptive 
Silcetches  1 

C.  at  Weston.  Fifth  attack  of  melancholv,  never 
to  be  wholly  thrown  oflf.  Hayleys  third 
visit  (April).  Pension  of  £300  a  year  granted 
to  C,  mainly  through  Hayley  s  exertions. 
Lady  Hesketh  at  Weston  all  the  year,  and 
till  July  1795.  [Blake's  Songs  of  Experience. 
Hayley^s  Life  of  MUton.] 

C.  at  Weston  till  July;  leaves  Weston  with 
Mrs.  Unwin  and  John  Johnson ;  at  North 
Tuddenham  and  Mundesley,  July-Oct. ;  at 
Dunham  Lodge,  Oct.  [Keats  born  (died 
1821).] 

0.  at  Dunham  Lodge  till  Sept.,  afterwards  at 
East  Dereham.  Death  of  Mrs.  Unwin  (Dec). 
[Coleridge's  Poems,  Burke's  Letters  on  a 
Regicide  Peace,  Southey's  Joan  of  Arc, 
Burns  died.] 

0.  at  East  Dereham ;  continues  revision  of 
Homer.  [Southey's  Poems.  Poems  by  Cole- 
ridge, Lamb,  and  Lloyd.   H.  Walpole  died.] 

C.  at  East  Dereham.  Visit  from  Throckmorton. 
Johnson  reads  C's.  own  poems  aloud  to  him. 
[Landor's  Gehir.  Wordsworth  and  Cole- 
ridge's Lyrical  Ballads,] 

C.  at  East  Dereham;  completes  revision  of 
Homer  (March) ;  writes  Monies  Okiciales,  and 
The  Castaway ;  translates  Latin  and  Greek 
epigrams.    [Campbell's  Pleastires  of  Hope.  ] 

C.  at  East  Dereham ;  translates  some  of  Gay's 
Fables ;  is  seized  with  dropsy ;  dies  April 
25 ;  buried  at  East  Dereham. 
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>        O        E        M        ! 

B  y 
WILLIAM    COWPER, 

Of  the    INNER    TEMPLE,    Es<i, 


Sicut  aquae  tremuluin  labris  ubi  lumen  ahenift 

Sole  repercu^Tum,  aut  radiantis  imagine  lunae. 

Omnia  pervolitat  late  loca»  jamque  Tub  auras 

Erigitur,  fummique  ferit  laquearia  tefli.   •  ViRG*  JEh*  vilU 

So  water  trembling  in  a  po1i(hM  vafe^ 
Reflets  the  beam  that  plays  upon  its  face. 
The  fportive  light,  uncertain  where  it  falls. 
Now  ftrikes  the  roof,  now  flashes  on  the  walls. 

Nous  fommes  nes  pour  la  verite,  et  nous  ne  pouvons  fouffrir  fun 
abord.  les  figures,  les  paraboles,  les  emblcmes,  font  toujours 
des  ornements  necefTaires  pour  qu'elle  puilTe  s'annoncer.  et  foil 
quon  craigne  qu'elle  ne  decouvre  trop  brufquement  le  dcfaut 
qu*on  voudroit  cacher>  ou  qu>nfin  die  n'inftruife  avec  trop 
ped  de  menagement,  ou  veut,  en  la  recevant,  qu>lle  foit 
deguifee. 

Caraccioli. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  J.  Johnson,  No.  72,  St.  Paul's  Church  Yard. 

1782,     • 
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TABLE    TALK 

[Written  Jan.  1781.    Published  1782.] 

Si  te  forte  mese  gmvis  uret  sarcina  chartse, 
Abjicito.— HOR.  Lib.  i.  Epist.  13. 

A.  You  told  me,  I  remember,  glory,  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt; 
The  deeds  that  men  admire  as  half  divine. 
Stark  naught,  because  corrupt  in  their  design. 
Strange  doctrine  this !  that  without  scruple  tears 
The  laurel  that  the  very  Ughtning  spares ; 
Brings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust, 
And  eats  into  his  bloody  sword  like  rust. 

B.  i  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  are, 
Fierce,  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war ;      10 
And  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 

To  him  that  fights  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  drench'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews. 
Reward  his  mem'ry,  dear  to  ev'ry  muse, 
Who,  with  a  com*age  of  unshaken  root, 
In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  foot. 
Plants  it  upon  the  Hne  that  justice  draws, 
And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
'Tis  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  heay'n  bestows.        20 
And,  when  recording  history  displays 
Feate  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days. 
Tells  of  a  few  stout  heSarts  that  fought  and  died 
Where  duty  placed  them,  at  their  country's  side ; — 
The  man  that  is  not  mov'd  with  what  he  reads. 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds, 
Unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  brave, 
Is  base  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  slave. 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true,        30 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
The  post-horns  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste. 
Think  yourself  station'd  on  a  tow'ring  rock, 
To  see  a  i)eople  scatter'd  like  a  flock, 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heels, 
With  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tyger  feels ; 
Then  view  him,  self-proclaim'd  in  a  gazette 
Chief  monster  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yet : 
The  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  misplac'd, 
Those  ensigns  of  dominion,  how  disgrac'd  I  40 

t. 
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:  THe^^lass  thai  4>ids  "man  mark  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  Death's  own  scythe,  would  better  speak  his 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead    [pow'r ; 
With  the  king's  shoulder-knot  and  gay  cockade ; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  dress, 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A,  'Tis  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  man; 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self -same  plan : 
Maintaining  your's,  you  cannot  their's  condemn, 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  tdiink,  man  made  for  them. 

B,  Seldom,  alas !  the  -pow'r  of  logic  reigns        51 
With  much  sufficiency  in  royal  brains ; 

Such  reas'ning  falls  lie  an  inverted  cone. 

Wanting  its  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 

Man  m^e  for  kings !  those  optics  are  but  dim 

That  tell  you  so-~say,  rather,  they  for  him. 

That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought. 

Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought. 

The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  lin'd, 

To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind,  60 

Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  glitt'ring  store. 

Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 

Oh !  bright  occasions  of  dispensing  good, 
How  seldom  us'd,  how  little  understood ! 
To  -pour  in  virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ; 
Keep  vice  restrain'd  behind  a  double  guard  ; 
To  quell  the  faction  that  affronts  the  throne 
By  silent  magnanimity  alone ; 
To  nm'se  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts, 
Watch  every  beam  philosophy  imparts ;  70 

To  give  religion  her  unbridled  scope. 
Nor  judge  hy  statute  a  believer's  hope ; 
With  clo)^  fidelity  and  love  unfeign'd, 
To  keep  the  matnmonial  bond  unstain'd ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  praise. 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways ; 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe, 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  close 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  b^tows ;  80 

Blest  country,  where  these  kingly  glories  shine ; 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

A,  Guard  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Will  sneer,  and  charge  you  with  abribe. — B.  Abribe  ? 
The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy, 
To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie. 
And,  of  all  lies  (be  that  one  poet's  boast) 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  the  most. 
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Those  arts  be  their's  who  hate  his  genlie  reign, 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign.  90 

A,  Your  smooth  eiQogium,  to  one  crown  addressed, 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  the  rest. 

B,  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  hell,  to  see  the  royal  jatt ; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  things ; 
But  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  kings  ? 
There — ^said  his  guide — the  group  is  full  in  view. 
Indeed  ?— replied  the  Don — Qiere  are  but  few. 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdained — 
Few,  fellow  ? — there  are  all  that  ever  reign'd.    100 
Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 

The  guilty  and  not  guilty,  both  alike. 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe, 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 
While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age, 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's  grace  th'  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then  at  last  have  but  the  lot  of  all. 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  fall. 

B,  True.  While  theylive,  the  courtly  laureati)ay8 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  pepi)er-com  of  praise ;       110 
And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingers  itch  to  write, 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributary  mite  : 

A  subject's  faults  a  subject  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch's  errors  are  forbidden  game ! 
Thus,  free  from  censure  (overaw'd  by  fear) 
And  prais'd  for  virtues  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  stage ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  history  to  scan. 
And  ask  with  busy  scorn,  Was  this  the  man  ?     120 

I  pity  kings  whom  worship  waits  upon. 
Obsequious,  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whose  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows, 
,  And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows ; 
Whom  education  stiffens  into  state, 
And  death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh !  if  servility  with  supple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 
If  smooth  dissimiQation,  skill'd  to  gnice 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  face ;  130 

If  smiling  peeresses  and  simp'ring  peers, 
Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  years ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed, 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead ; 

89  who]  that  i75.?.  i75^,  XV^Beewite^. 
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If  guards,  inechanically  form'd  in  ranks, 
Playing,  at  beat  of  dnun,  their  martial  pranks, 
Should'ring  and  standing  as  if  stuck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on ; 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  things, 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  I  pity  kings !  140 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
E'en  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
Tq  see  a  band,  call'd  patriot,  for  no  cause, 
But  that  they  catch  at  i)opular  applause. 
Careless  of  all  th'  anxiety  he  feels, 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  public  wheels ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue. 
Most  confident,  when  palpably  most  wrong ; 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
All  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free !         150 

To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  clubs  up  stairs. 
To  which  th'  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T'  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fatigue, 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue ; 
(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  they  may. 
To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play) 
To  win  no  praise  when  well- wrought  plans  prevail, 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  they  fail ; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  favorites  may  pretend. 
And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ;  160 

If  he  indulge  a  ciQtivated  taste. 
His  galleries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grac'd, 
To  hear  it  call'd  extravagance  and  waste ;  . 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these. 
Must  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease ; 
However  hmnble  and  confin'd  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state  that  has  not  these  to  fear. 

A,  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  contemplative  have 
dwelt 
On  situations  that  they  never  felt. 
Start  up  sagacious,  covered  witli  the  dust  170 

Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  rust, 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove. 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  their  weight  to  carry,  subjects  their's ; 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt. 
CoiQd  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  rehearse 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular,  in  verse, 

137  stuck]  struck  1782,  1786,  143  patriotic  1786. 
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One  step  beyond  the  boundary  of  th6  laws 
Fires  him  at  once  in  freedom's  glorious  cause. 
Thus  proud  prerogative,  not  much  rever'd,         230 
Is  seldom  felt,  though  sometimes  seen  and  heard ; 
And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay, 
Is  kept,  to  strut,  look  big,  and  talk  away.. 

Bom  in  a  climate  softer  far  than  our's. 
Not  form'd  like  us,  with  such  Herculean  pow'rs, 
The  Frenchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
Give  him  his  lass,  his  Mdle,  and  his  frisk, 
Is  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may, 
And  laughs  the  sense  of  mis'ry  far  away : 
He  drinks  his  simple  bev'rage  with  a  gust ;         240 
And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust. 
We  never  f eel  th'  alacrity  and  joy 
With  which  he  shouts  and  carols,  Vive  le  Roy^ 
FiU'd  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee, 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say— Slave,  be  free. 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  nature  shows, 
Less  on  exterior  things  than  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  over  all  that  he  has  made. 
Kind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid ; 
Bids  equity  throughout  his  works  prevail,  250 

And  weighs,  the  nations  in  an  even  scale ; 
He  can  encourage  slavery  to  a  smile, 
And  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

A,  Freeman  and  slave,  then,  if  the  case  be  such, 
Stand  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  much : 

If  all  men  indiscriminately  share 
His  fostering  pow'r,  and  tutelary  care. 
As  well  be  yok'd  by  desjKJtism's  hand. 
As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain's  chartered  land. 

B,  No.  Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show, 
That  slaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  know.  261 
The  mind  attains,  beneath  her  happy  reign, 

The  growth  that  nature  meant  she  should  attain ; 

The  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new, 

Op'ning  and  wider  op'ning  on  her  view. 

She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  force. 

While  no  base  fear  impedes  her  in  her  course : 

Religion,  richest  favour  of  the  skies. 

Stands  most  reveal'd  before  the  freeman's  eyes  ; 

No  shades  of  superstition  blot  the  day,  270 

Liberty  chases  all  that  gloom  away  ; 

The  soul,  emancipated,  unoppress'd, 

Free  to  prove  all  things  and  hold  fast  the  best. 

Learns  much ;  and,  to  a  thousand  list'ning  minds, 

Communicates  with  joy  the  good  she  fin^. 
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Courage,  iii  aUns,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 

His  manly  forehead  to  the  fiercest  foe ; 

Glorious  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace, 

His  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  increase, 

Guards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won,  280 

And  freedom  claims  him  for  her  first-bom  son. 

Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  cast  away — 

The  chain  that  bmds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway ; 

But  they,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 

The  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stt^e : — 

Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whatever  we  call 

A  blessing— freedom  is  the  pledge  of  all. 

Oh  liberty !  the  prisoner's  pleasing  dr^un. 

The  poet's  muse,  his  passion  and  his  theme ; 

Genius  is  thine,  and  thou  art  fancy's  nurse ;       290 

Loot  without  thee  th'  ennobling  pow'rs  of  verse ; 

Heroic  song  from  thy  free  touch  acquires 

Its  clearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires ; 

Place  me  where  winter  breathes  his  keenest  air. 

And  I  will  sing,  if  liberty  be  there ; 

And  I  will  sing,  at  liberty's  dear  feet. 

In  Afric's  torrid  dime,  or  India's  fiercest  heat. 

A,  Sing  where  you  please,  in  such  a  cause  I  grant 
An  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant ; 

But  is  not  fineedom— at  least,  is  not  our's,  300 

Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs, 
Grow  frealash,  and,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  mound. 
Spread  anarchy  and  terror  all  around  ? 

B,  Agreed.  But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  horse 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  course ; 

Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rein. 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
No.    His  high  mettle,  under  good  controul,    [goal. 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 
Let  discipline  employ  her  wholesome  arts ;      310 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts, 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desp'rate  task ; 
Let  active  laws  apply  the  needful  curb 
To  guard  the  peace  that  riot  would  disturb ; 
And  liberty,  preserv'd  from  wild  excess. 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  tumult  lately  bui*st  his  prison  door. 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar^ 
When  he  usurp'd  authority's  just  place,  320 

And  dar'd  to  look  his  master  in  the  face ; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watch- word  was— destroy, 
And  blazing  London  seem'd  a  second  Troy : 
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Liberty  blushed,  and  hting  her  drooping  head. 
Beheld  their  progresB  wi&  the  deei)est  dread ; 
Blnsh'd,  that  effects  like  these  she  shQtdd  inrodace, 
Worse  than  the  deeds  of  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name, 
And  fierce  licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem !  thy  worth  nntold ;  330 

Cheapfthough  blood-bought ;  and  thrownaway  when 
May  no  foes  ravish  thee,  and  no  false  frigid  [sold ; 
Betray  thee,  while  professing  to  defend ; 
Prize  it,  ye  ministers ;  ye  monarchs,  spare ; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  misar's  care. 

A,  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  found, 
Where  most  tiiey  flourish,  upon  English  ground, 
The  country's  need  have  scantily  supplied, 

And  the  last  left  the  scene  when  Chatham  died. 

B.  Not  so — the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age,     340 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage. 

In  him  Demosthenes  was  heai^  again ; 

Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain ; 

She  cloth'd  him  with  authority  and  awe. 

Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 

Hus  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  full  of  grace. 

And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face, 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 

Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand. 

No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose  •  350 

Her  sacred  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  rose ; 

And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 

Felt  himself  crush'd  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 

Such  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command. 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  api)ear ;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow ; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow'r. 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour. 
So  Gideon  eam'd  a  victory  not  his  own ;  360 

Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England  I  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 
Beset  with  ev'ry  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
The  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand'st  at  bay. 
Undaunted  still,  though  wearied  and  i)erplex'd. 
Once  Chatham  sav'd  thee ;  but  who  saves  thee  next? 
Alas  I  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All  that  should  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
'Tis  not  the  wreath  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow,    370 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  serve  thee  now. 
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Stamps  Grod's  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made,   420 

To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 

When  av'rice  starves  (and  never  hides  his  face) 

Two  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race, 

And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  when, 

Though  conscience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then ; 

When  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 

In  all  its  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws. 

Bespeaks  a  land,  once  christian,  fall'n,  and  lost 

In  all  that  wars  against  that  title  most ; 

What  follows  next  let  cities  of  great  name,         430 

And  regions  long  since  desolate,  proclaim. 

Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Rome, 

Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  come ; 

They  cry  aloud,  in  ev'ry  careless  ear. 

Stop,  while  ye  may;  suspend  your  mad  career ; 

O  learn,  from  our  example  and  our  fat«. 

Learn  wisdom  and  repentance  ere  too  late. 

Not  only  vice  disposes  and  prepares 
The  mind,  that  slumbers  sweetly  in  her  snares. 
To  stoop  to  tyranny's  usurped  command,  440 

And  bend  her  polish'd  neck  beneath  his  hand 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  nature's  laws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  its  cause) ; 
But  Providence  himself  will  intervene 
To  throw  his  dark  displeasure  o'er  the  scene. 
All  are  his  instrumente ;  each  form  of  war, 
What  bums  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afar, 
Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strife, 
The  storms  that  overset  the  joys  of  life, 
Are  but  his  rods  to  scourge  a  guilty  land,  450 

And  waste  it  at  the  bidding  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  mutiny  soon  roars 
In  all  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  shores ; 
The  standards  of  all  nations  are  unfurl'd ; 
She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  world. 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown, 
And  mark  them  with  the  seal  of  wrath  press'd  down. 
Obduracy  takes  place ;  callous  and  tough. 
The  I'eprobated  race  grows  judgment  proof :       459 
Earth  shakes  beneath  them,  and  heaven  roars  above ; 
But  nothing  scares  them  from  the  course  they  love: 
To  the  lascivious  pipe  and  wanton  song, 
That  charm  down  fear,  they  frolic  it  along, 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  trust  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fail- 
God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten  thousand  sail  I 
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If  sentiment  were  saerific'd  to  sound, 
And  truth  cut  short  to  make  a  period  round, 
I  judg'd  a  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  worse 
Than  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse. 

B,  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit,  620 

And  some  wite  flag  through  fear  of  losing  it. 
Give  me  the  line  that  plows  its  stately  course 
Like  a  proud  swan,  conq'ring  the  stream  by  force; 
That,  like  some  cottage  beauty,  strikes  the  heart, 
Quite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art. 
When  labour  and  when  dullness,  club  in  hand, 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunstan's,  stand, 
Beating  alternately,  in  measured  time. 
The  clockwork  tintmabulum  of  rhime. 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ;  530 

But  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  me. 

From  him  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song ; 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there ; 
Or,  having  whelp'd  a  prologue  with  great  pains, 
Feels  himself  spent,  and  fumbles  for  his  brains ; 
A  prologue  interdash'd  with  many  a  stroke — 
An  art  contriv'd  to  advertise  a  joke, 
So  that  the  jest  is  clearly  to  be  seen,  540 

Not  in  the  words— but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whatever  is  writ, 
The  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit. 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  so. 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay. 
And  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  push-pin  play. 
The  man  that  means  success  shoidd  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
Else,  summoning  the  muse  to  such  a  theme,       550 
The  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  whipt-cream. 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then — 
Stoop'd  from  his  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
As  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed. 
Should  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 

Ages  elaps'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appeared. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard : 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before. 
To  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask'd  ages  more. 
Thus  genius  rose  and  set  at  order'd  times,  560 

And  shot  a  day-spring  into  distant  climes, 
Ennobling  ev'ry  region  that  he  chose ; 
He  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose ; 
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And,  tedious  years  of  Gothic  darkness  pass'd, 
Emerged  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last. 
Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 
Then  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 

A,  Is  genius  only  foimd  in  epic  lays? 
Prove  tins,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once,        570 
Or  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B,  These  were  the  chief :  each  interval  of  night 
Was  grac'd  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  meteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these,  the  sun. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough, 
While  the  i)oor  grasshopper  must  chirp  below : 
Like  him,  unnoticed,  I,  and  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly ; 
Perch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land,        580 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  command ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  tiie  thorny  boimd. 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paddoc  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  faded,  poetry  was  not  an  art ; 
Language,  above  all  teaching,  or,  if  taught. 
Only  by  ^*atitude  and  glowing  thought, 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  and  warm 
As  ecstasy,  unmanacled  by  form. 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degenerate  days,  590 

By  low  ambition  and  the  thirst  of  praise. 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  stream. 
And  yet  magnificent— a  God  the  theme ! 
That  theme  on  earth  exhausted,  though  above 
'Tis  foimd  as  everlasting  as  his  love, 
Man  lavished  all  his  thoughts  on  human  things— 
The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings: 
But  still,  while  virtue  kindled  his  delight. 
The  song  was  moral,  and  so  far  was  right. 
'Twas  thus  till  luxury  seduc'd  the  mind  600 

To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refin'd ; 
Then  genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crown'd 
The  brimming  goblet,  seiz'd  the  thyrsus,  bound 
His  brows  with  ivy,  rush'd  into  the  field 
Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reel'd. 
The  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fires. 
And,  dizzy  with  delight;  profan'd  the  sacred  wires. 
Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 
This  Bedlam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home.        609 
When  Cromwell  fought  for  pow'r,  and  while  he 
The  proud  protector  of  the  pow'r  he  gained,  [reign'd 
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Religion;  harsh,  intolerant,  austere, 
Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe, 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  face 
Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace ; 
The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  the  time 
Judg'd  ev'ry  effort  of  the  muse  a  crime ; 
Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast, 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste : 
But,  when  the  second  Charles  assumed  the  sway,  620 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  a  softer  day. 
Then,  like  a  how  long  f  orc'd  into  a  curve. 
The  mind,  released  from  too  constrained  a  nerve, 
Flew  to  its  first  position  with  a  spring 
That  made  the  vaulted  roofs  of  pleasure  ring. 
His  court,  the  dissolute  and  hateful  school 
Of  wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rule, 
Swarm'd  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  niade. 
From  these  a  long  succession,  in  the  rage  630 

Of  rank  obscenity,  debauch'd  their  age ; 
Nor  ceased,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redress 
Th'  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,  the  press, 
The  muse  instructed  a  well-nurtur'd  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
And  claim  the  x)alm  for  purity  of  song. 
That  lewdness  had  usurp'd  and  worn  so  long. 
Then  decent  pleasantry  and  sterling  sense. 
That  neither. gave  nor  would  endure  offence, 
Whipp'd  out  of  sight,  with  satire  just  and  keen,  640 
The  puppy  pack  that  had  defil'd  the  scene. 
In  front  of  these  came  Addison.    In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  sightly  trim. 
Sublimity  and  Attic  taste,  combined, 
To  polish,  furnish,  and  delight,  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  hannony  itself  exact. 
In  verse  well  disciplined,  complete,  compact. 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace. 
That,  quite  eclipsing  pleasure's  painted  face. 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause,  650 

Ev'n  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  such, 
So  nice  nis  ear,  so  delicate  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  art ; 
And  ev'ry  warbler  has  his  time  by  heart. 
Nature  imparting  her  satiric  gift. 
Her  serious  mirth,  to  Arbuthnot  and  Swift, 
With  droll  sobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  folly's  cost,  themselves  unmov'd  the  while. 
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That  constellation  set,  the  world  in  vain  660 

Must  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  again. 

A.  Are  we  then  left— -B.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  shows  a  spark, 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
From  total  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track. 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road. 
Snuffs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  surpassed,  see  one,  670 

Short  his  career,  indeed,  but  ably  run ; 
Churchill;  himself  imconscious  of  his  powers, 
In  penury  consumed  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scattered  seed  at  random  sown, 
Wafi  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affiuent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  luxury's  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth,   680 
'Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly  and  slovenly,  and  bold  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  force. 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit, 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  such  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdained  the  rules  he  understood, 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command ; 
He  snatched  it  rudely  from  the  muses'  hand. 

Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  pow'r,  690 

Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to,  ev'ry  flow'r ; 
Spreads  the  fresh  verdure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  profuse  ten  thousand  little  throats 
Willi  music,  modulating  all  their  notes ;     [known, 
And  channs  the  woodland  scenes,  and  wilds  xm- 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own : 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pretence — 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought,  700 

Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 
Fancy,  that  from  the  bow  that  spans  the  sky- 
Brings  colours,  dipt  in  heav'n,  that  never  die ; 
A  soul  exalted  above  earth,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind ; 
And,  as  the  sun  in  rising  beauty  dress'd, 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east. 
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And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpose, 

Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  close ; 

An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal,  710 

Or  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll ; 

Like  his  to  shed  illuminating  rays 

On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 

Thus  grac'd,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name. 

And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim. 

Pity  religion  has  so  seldom  f  otmd 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground !  [stray, 

The  flow'rs  would  spiing  where'er  she  deign'd  to 
And  ev'ry  muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhiming  friend,      720 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd ; 
But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Religion  weaves  for  her,  and  half  undress'd, 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shiv'ring  and  forlorn, 
A  wintry  figure,  like  a  withered  thorn. 
The  shelves  are  full,  all  other  themes  are  sped ; 
Hackney'd  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thread, 
Satire  has  long  since  done  his  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathsome  ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  pow'rs  away  730  * 

In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  play ; 
And  'tis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  true, 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'Twere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  fire, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  heav'n,  assume  the  lyre. 
And  tell  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sung, 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above,  ^.    . 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  love. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile,  740 

By  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'ry  style, 
The  tsBdium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure, 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  poetry  may  cure  i> 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idol  self, 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  shelf, 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  fame,    - 
Prompt  his  endeavour,  and  engage  his  aim, 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pride, 
How  are  the  pow'rs  of  genius  misapplied ! 
The  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver's  praise,  ^      750 
To  trace  him  in  his  word,  his  works,  his  ways, 
Then  spread  the  rich  discov'ry,  and  invite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight, 
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like  quicksilver,  the  rhet'ric  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but,  grasp'd  at,  slips  away. 

Plac'd  for  his  trial  on  tiiis  bustling  stage, 
From  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age, 
Free  in  his  will  |o  choose  or  to  refuse, 
Man  may  improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse ; 
Else,  on  the  fatalist's  unrighteous  plan, 
Say,  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  ? 
With  nought  in  charge,  he  could  betray  no  trust ; 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  he  must ;  30 

If  love  rewar#  him,  or  if  vengeance  strike. 
His  recompense  in  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  autho^y  within  his  breast 
Brings  ev'ry  ttiought,  word,  action,  to  the  test ; 
Warns  him  oi^  prompts,  approves  him  or  restrains, 
As  reason,  or  as  i)assion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heav'n  from,  above,  and  conscience  from  within. 
Cries  in  his  startled  ear— -Abstain  from  sin  ! 
The  world  around  soHcits  his  desire. 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treacherous  fire ;  40 

While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard. 
Peace  follows  virtue  as  its  sure  reward ; 
And  pleasure  brings  as  surely  in  her  train 
Remorse,  and  sorrow,  and  vindictive  pain. 

Man,  thus  endued  with  an  elective  voice. 
Must  be  supplied  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Where'er  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight. 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
Those  open  on  the  spot  their  honey'd  store ; 
These  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  of  more.  50 

His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  his  ambition  raise — 
Pow'r,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirst  of  praise ; 
There  beauty  wooes  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 

Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasures,  less  refin'd. 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienc'd  youtii. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth ;        60 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press. 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dang'rous  in  th'  excess. 

Hark !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air ! 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  close  was  there ! 
'Tis  harmony  from  yon  sequester'd  bow'r. 
Sweet  harmony,  that  sooths  the  midnight  hour ! 

32  is  17H-1800.  38  Cry  1783-1787,  43  as]  us  1800, 

40,  50  Those  .  .  .  These  trampoaed  in  edd.  178.2-1788. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  ERROR         19 

Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  course,  th'  enchantment  was  begun ; 
And  he  shall  gild  yon  moimtain's  height  again, 
Ere  yet  the  pleasing  toil  becomes  a  pain.  70 

Is  this  the  rugged  x)ath,  the  steep  ascent, 
That  virtue  points  to?  Can  a  life  ttius  spent 
Lead  to  the  bliss  she  promises  the  wise. 
Detach  the  soulfrom  earth,and  speed  hertothe  skies? 
Ye  devotees  to  your  ador'd  employ, 
Enthusiasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy, 
Love  makes  the  music  of  the  blest  above, 
Heav'n's  harmony  is  universal  love ; 
Andearthly  sounds,  though  sweet  and  well  combined, 
And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  the  mind,  80 

Leave  vice  and  folly  unsubdu'd  behind. 

Grey  dawn  appears;  the  sportsman  and  his  train 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
'Tis  he,  the  Nimrod  of  the  neighb'ring  lairs ; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  less  acute  than  their's. 
For  persevering  chase,  and  headlong  leaps. 
True  beagle  as  the  staunchest  hound  he  keeps. 
Charged  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene, 
He  takes  offence,  and  wonders  what  you  mean ; 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  toil  overpays —  90 

'Tis  exercise,  and  health,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  flies ; 
Leaps  ev'ry  fence  but  one,  there  falls  and  dies ; 
Like  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  home, 
Unmiss'd  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  hjs  groom. 

Ye  clergy ;  while  your  orbit  is  your  place, 
Lights  of  the  world,  and  stars  of  human  race  ; 
But,  if  eccentric  ye  forsake  your  sphere. 
Prodigies  ominous,  and  view'd  witii  fear. 
The  comet's  baneful  influence  is  a  dream ;  100 

_Your's  real,  and  pernicious  in  th'  extreme. 
What  then ! — are  appetites  and  lusts  laid  down 
With  ttie  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gown  ? 
Will  av'rice  and  concupiscence  give  place, 
Charm'd  by  the  soimds — Your  Rev'rence,  or  Your 

Grace? 
No.    But  his  own  engagement^inds  him  fast ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last. 
What  atheists  call  him — a  designing  knave, 
A  mere  church  juggler,  hypocrite,  and  slave. 
Oh,  laugh  or  mourn  with  me  the  rueful  jest,      110 
A  cassock'd  himtsman  and  a  Addling  priest ! 

99  Prodigies]  Prodigious,  178f?-J7S7, 
103  that]  the  i75;^,  1786, 
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He  from  Italian  songsters  takes  his  cue : 

Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shall  quote  him  too.  • 

He  takes  the  field.    The  master  of  the  pack 

Cries — ^Well  done,  saint !  and  claps  him  on  the  back. 

Is  this  the  path  of  sanctity  ?    Is  this 

To  stand  a  way-mark  in  the  road  to  bliss  ? 

Himself  a  wand'rer  from  the  narrow  way, 

His  silly  sheep,  what  wonder  if  they  stray? 

Go,  cast  your  orders  at  your  bishop's  feet,  120 

Send  your  dishonoured  gown  to  Monmouth-street ! 

The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  made^ — 

Sad  sacrilege !  no  function,  but  a  trade ! 

Occiduus  is  a  pastor  of  renown, 
When  he  has  pray'd  and  preached  the  sabbath 

down. 
With  wire  and  catgut  he  concludes  the  day, 
Quav'ring  and  semiquav'ring  care  away. 
The  full  concerto  swells  upon  your  ear ; 
All  elbows  shake.    Look  in,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Babylonian  tyrant  with  a  nod  130 

Had  simmion'd  them  to  serve  his  golden  god. 
So  well  that  thought  th'  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  dulcimer,  and  flute. 
Oh  fie !  'tis  evangelical  and  pure  I 
Observe  each  face,  how  sober  and  demure ! 
Ecstasy  sets  her  stamp  on  ev'ry  mien ; 
Chins  fall'n,  and  not  an  eye-ball  to  be  seen. 
Still  I  insist,  though  music  heretofore 
Has  charm'd  me  much,  (not  e'en  Occiduus  more) 
Love,  joy,  and  peace,  make  harmony  more  meet  140 
For  sabbath  ev'nings,  and  perhaps  as  sweet.  r 

Will  not  the  sickfiest  sheep  of  every  flock 
Resort  to  this  example  as^a  rock ; 
There  stand,  and  justify  the  foul  abuse 
Of  sabbath  hours  with  plausible  excuse  ? 
If  appstoHc  gravity  be  free 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ? 
If  he  the  tinkling  harpsichord  regards 
As  inoffensive,  what  offence  in  cards? 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  gay !  150 

Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy !— thy  sabbaths  will  be  soon 
Our  sabbaths,  clos'd  with  mumm'ry  and  buffoon. 
Preaching  and  pranks  will  share  the  motley  scene : 
Our's  parcell'd  out,  as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God's  worship  and  the  moimtebank  between. 
What  says  the  prophet  ?   Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  holiness  and  consecrated  rest. 
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Pastime  and  business  both  it  should  exclude, 

And  bar  the  door  the  moment  they  intrude ;       160 

Nobly  distinguished  above  all  the  six, 

By  deeds  in  which  the  world  must  never  mix. 

Hear  him  again.    He  calls  it  a  delight, 

A  day  of  luxury,  observed  aright, 

When  the  glad  soul  is  made  heav'n's  welcome  guest, 

Sits  banqueting,  and  Qod  provides  the  feast. 

But  triflers  are  engaged  and  cannot  come ; 

Their  answer  to  the  call  is — Not  at  home. 

Oh  the  dear  pleasures  of  the  velvet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again.  170 

Cards,  with  what  rapture,  and  the  polish'd  die, 
The  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  sight  of  noon. 
Blame,  cynic,  if  you  cap,  quadrille  or  ball. 
The  snug  close  party,  or  the  splendid  hall. 
Where  night,  down-stooping  from  her  ebon  throne, 
Views  constellations  brighter  than  her  own. 
'Tis  innocent,  and  harmless,  and  refin'd; 
The  balm  of  care,  elysium  of  the  mind.  180 

Innocent !    Oh,  if  venerable  time 
Slain  at  the  foot  of  pleasure  be  no  crime, 
Then,  with  his  silver  beard  and  magic  wand. 
Let  Comus  rise  archbishop  of  the  land ; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  feasts  prescribe, 
Grand  metroiK)litan  of  all  the  tribe. 

Of  manners  rough,  and  coarse  athletic  cast. 
The  rank  debauch  suits  Clodio's  filthy  taste. 
Rufillus,  exquisitely  form'd  by  rule. 
Not  of  the  moral,  but  the  dancing  school,  190 

Wonders  at  Clodio's  follies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  his  own. 
He  cannot  drink  five  bottles,  bilk  the  score. 
Then  kill  a  constable,  and  drink  five  more ; 
But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart. 
And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  by  heart. 
Gro,  fool ;  and,  arm  in  arm  with  Clodio,  plead 
Your  cause  before  a  bar  you  little  dread ; 
But  know,  the  law  that  bids  the  drunkard  die 
Is  far  too  just  to  pass  the  trifler  by.  200 

Both  baby-featur'd,  and  of  infant  size, 
View'd  from  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  eyes. 
Folly  and  innocence  are  so  alike. 
The  diflTrence,  though  essential,  fails  to  strike. 
Yet  folly  ever  has  a  vacant  stare, 
A  simp'ring  count'nance,  and  a  trifling  air ; 
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But  innocence,  sedate,  serene,  ei'ect, 
Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  resj)ect. 

Man,  nature's  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 
Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat ;         210 
But,  if  he  play  the  glutton  and  exceed, 
His  benefactress  blushes  at  the  deed. 
For  nature,  nice,  as  liberal  to  dispense. 
Made  nothing  but  a  bmte  the  slave  of  sense. 
Daniel  ate  pulse  by  choice — example  rare !      [fair. 

\  Heav'n  bless'd  the  youth,  and  made  him  fresh  and 
Gorgonius  sits,  abdominous  and  wan. 
Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan : 
He  snuffs  far  off  th'  anticipated  joy ; 
Turtle  and  ven'son  all  his  thoughts  employ ;       220 
Prepares  for  meals  as  jockies  take  a  sweat. 
Oh,  nauseous ! — an  emetic  for  a  whet ! 
Will  Providence  overlook  the  wasted  good  ? 
Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  could. 

\    That  pleasures,  therefore,  or  what  such  we  call, 
Are  hurtful,  is  a  truth  confessed  by  all ; 
And  some,  that  seem  to  threaten  virtue  less, 
Still  hurtful,  in  th'  abuse,  or  by  th'  excess. 
Is  man  then  only  for  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delights  he  may  not  taste  ?  230 

Like  fabled  Tantalus,  condemned  to  hear 
The  precious  stream  still  purling  in  his  ear, 
Lip-deep  in  what  he  longs  for,  and  yet  curst 
With  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirst? 
No,  wrangler — destitute  of  shame  and  sense. 
The  precept,  that  enjoins  him  abstinence. 
Forbids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy. 
Whose  fruit,  though  fair,  tempts  only  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  by  pleasure  laid 
In  every  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made,  240 

Hatched  by  the  beams  of  truth,  denies  him  rest. 
And  proves  a  raging  scorpion  in  his  breast. 
No  pleasure  ?  Are  domestic  comforts  dead  ? 
Are  all  the  nameless  sweets  of  friend^liip  fled  ? 
Has  time  worn  out,  or  fashion  put  to  shame. 
Good  sense,  good  health,  good  conscience,  and  good 

fame? 
All  these  belong  to  virtue,  and  all  prove 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starved  at  your  inhospitable  door  ?  250 

Or,  if  yourself,  too  scantily  supplied, 
Need  help,  let  honest  industry  provide. 

230  I'  the  1786, 
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Earn,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abound,  impart : 
These  both  are  pleasures  to  the  feeling  heart. 
No  pleasure  ?    Has  some  sickly  eastern  waste 
Sent  us  a  wind  to  parch  us  at  a  blast  ? 
Can  British  paradise  no  scenes  afford 
To  please  her  sated  and  indifferent  lord  ? 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoyments  nm 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  religion  none  ?  260 

Brutes  capable,  woidd  tell  you  'tis  a  lie, 
And  ji^dge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  stye. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane. 
Ye  are  bid,  begg'd,  besought  to  entertain ; 
Call'd  to  these  crystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off. 
Obscene,  to  swill  and  swallow  at  a  trough  ? 
Envy  the  beast,  then,  on  whom  heav'n  bestows 
Your  pleasures,  with  no  curses  in  the  close. 

Pleasure  admitted  in  undue  degree, 
Enslaves  the  will,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free.  270 
'Tis  not  alone  the  grape's  enticing  juice 
Unnerves  the  moial  iK)w'rs,  and  mars  their  use ; 
Ambition,  av'rice,  and  the  lust  of  fame. 
And  woman,  lovely  woman,  does  the  same. 
The  heart,  surrender'd  to  the  ruling  pow'r 
Of  some  ungovem'd  passion  ev'ry  hour. 
Finds,  by  degrees,  the  truths  that  once  bore  sway. 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wear  away. 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  in  trafl&c  current  pass'd. 
Till  Caesar's  image  is  effac'd  at  last.  280 

^     The  breach,  though  small  at  first,  soon  op'ning 
In  rushes  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide.  [wide, 

Then  welcome  errors,  of  whatever  size. 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  li^.< 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  woqd  or  stone, 
And  hides  th6  ruin  that  it  feeds  ixpon ; 
So  sophistry  cleaves  close  to,  and  protects, 
Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  defects. 
Mortals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  care, 
First  wish  to  be  impos'd  on,  and  then  are.  290 

And;  lest  the  fulsome  artifice  should  fail. 
Themselves  will  hide  its  coarseness  with  a  veil. 
Not  more  industrious  are  the  just  and  true 
To  give  to  virtue  what  is  virtue's  due — 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  comeliness,  and  worth ; 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth — 
Than  vice's  mean  and  msingeniious  race 
To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  her  face. 

261  should  178:S,  1786,  278  impression  178^^-1788, 
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Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair ; 
Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  pronounce  her  fair.      300 

The  sacred  implement  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mischief,  or  at  best  a  toy ; 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  but  to  amuse  : 
But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  abuse, 
Worse  than  a  iK)ignard  in  the  basest  hand, 
It  stabs  at  once  the  morals  of  a  land. 

Ye  writers  of  what  none  with  safety  reads, 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  fancy  lea^ : 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mend, 
Sniveling  and  driv'ling  folly  without  end,  310 

Whose  corresponding  misses  fill  the  ream 
With  sentimental  frippery  and  dream, 

•  Caught  in  a  delicate  soft  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl  or  rake-hell  baronet : 
Ye  pimps,  who,  under  virtue's  fair  pretence, 
Steal  to  the  closet  of  young  innocence. 
And  teach  her,  inexperienced  yet  and  green, 
To  scribble  as  you  scribbled  at  fifteen ; 
Who,  kindling  a  combustion  of  desu'e. 
With  some  cold  moral  think  to  quench  the  fire ;  320 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain. 
The  dribbling  stream  ne'er  puts  it  out  again  : 
Oh  that  a  verse  had  pow'r,  and  could  command 
Far,  far  away,  these  flesh-flies  of  the  land ; 
Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  fair. 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there. 

^Howe'er  disguis'd  th'  inflammatory  tale. 
And  covered  with  a  fine-spun  specious  veil ; 
Such  writers,  and  such  readers,  owe  the  gust 
And  relish  of  their  pleasure  all  to  lust.  330 

But  the  muse,  eagle-pinion'd,  has  in  view 
A  quarry  more  important  still  than  you ; 
Down,  down  the  wind  she  swims,  and  Sails  away; 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  grasps  the  prey, 

Petronius !  all  the  muses  weep  for  thee ; 
But  ev'ry  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory : 
The  graces  too,  while  virtue  at  their  shrine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine. 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
Abhorr'd  the  sacrifice,  and  curst  .the  priest.         340 
Thou  iK)lish'd  and  high-finish'd  faeto  truth. 
Grey-beard  corrupter  of  our  list'ning  youth^ 
To  purge  and  skim  away  the  filth  of  vice. 
That,  so  refin'd,  it  might  ttie  more  entice, 

318  scribbled]  scribble  1782, 1786. 
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Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son, 
To  taint  his  heart,  was  worthy  of  thirie  own  ! 
Now,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shades ; 
One,  and  one  only,  charg'd  with  deep  regret 
That  thy  worst  part,  thy  principles,  live  yet ;     350 
One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  plague  spread  by  bundles  left  behind. 
'Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appears. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  mind,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees, 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  fast  the  clue 
That  education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  rais'd  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong ; 
Man's  coltish  disposition  asks  the  thong ;  360 

And,  without  discipline,  the  fav'rite  child, 
like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  give  some  Latin,  and  a  smatch  of  Greek ; 
Teach  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week ; 
And,  having  done,  we  think,  the  best  we  can. 
Praise  his  proficiency,  and  dub  him  man.     -. 

From  school  to  Cam  or  Isis,  and  thence  home ; 
And  thence,  witii  all  convenient  speed,  to  Rome,  370 
With  rev'rend  tutor,  clad  in  habit  lay, 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quarrel  with,  all  day ; 
Witii  memorandtmi-book  for  ev'ry  town, 
And  ev'ry  post,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart ; 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  imx)art. 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire's  commands. 
Sets  off  a  wand'rer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surpris'd  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair. 
With  awkward  gait,  stretch'd  neck,  and  silly  stare. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals,  built  with  stone,         381 
And  steeples  tow'ring  high,  much  like  our  own ; 
But  show  peculiar  light  by  many  a  grin 

^t  popish  practices  observ'd  within. 

NyEre  long,  some  bowing,  smirking,  smart  abbe. 
Remarks  two  loit'rers  thiit  have  lost  their  way ; 
And,  being  always  prim'd  with  poUteSse 
For  men  of  their  appearance  and  address, 

373,  4  Orig,  printed: 

With  memorandum-book  to  minute  down 

The  sev'ral  posts,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down  : 

cancel  inserted  in  1782, 
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With  much  compassion  undertakes  the  task 

To  tell  them — more  than  they  have  wit  to  ask :  390 

Points  to  inscriptions  wheresoever  they  tread, 

Such  as,  when  legible,  were  neyer  read, 

But,  being  canker'd  now,  and  half  worn  out, 

Craze  antiquarian  brains  with  endless  doubt ; 

Some  headless  hero,  or  some  Caesar  shows — 

Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ;, 

Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plans,^ 

Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  pans ; 

And  sells  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 

Nor  ancient,  will  be  so,  preserved  with  care.       400 

Strange  the  recital !  from  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  Hghts  he  draws. 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shame-fac'd  no  more, 
But  teems  with  iK)wers  he  never  felt  before ; 
Whether,  increased  momentum,  and  the  force 
With  which  from  clime  to  clime  he  sped  his  course, 
(As  axles  sometimes  kindle  as  they  go) 
Chaf  d  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  to  a  glow ; 
Or  whether  clearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flow'rs  so  sweet  and  fair,       410 
Freshening  his  lazy  spirits  as  he  ran. 
Unfolded  genially,  and  spread  the  man ; 
Returning,  he  proclaims,  by  many  a  grace. 
By  shrugs,  and  strange  contortions  of  his  face, 
How  much  a  dunce  that  has  been  sent  to  roam 
Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  have  taken  virtue's  place, 
Anc^  wisdom  falls  before  exterior  grace ; 
We  slight  the  precious  kernel  of  ihe  stone, 
And  toil  to  polish  its  rough  coat  alone.  420 

A  just  deportment,  manners  grac'd  with  ease, 
Elegant  phrase,  and  figure  form'd  to  please, 
Are  qualities  that  seem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  schools,  intend. 
Hence  an  unfurnished  and  a  listless  mind. 
Though  busy,  trifling ;  empty,  though  refin'd ; 
Hence  all  that  interferes,  and  dares  to  clash 
With  indolence  and  luxury,  is  trash ; 
While  learning,  once  the  man's  exclusive  pride, 
Seems  verging  fast  towards  the  female  side.       430 

Learning  itself,  receiv'd  into  a  mind 
By  nature  weak,  or  viciously  inclined. 
Serves  but  to  lead  philosophers  astray. 
Where  children  would  with  ease  discern  the  way. 
And,  of  all  arts  sagacious  dupes  invent. 
To  cheat  themselves  and  gain  the  world's  assent, 
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The  woi'st  is — scripture  warp'd  from  its  intent. 

The  <jaiTiage  bowls  along,  and  all  are  pleas'd 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  tl^e  wheels  well  greas'd ; 
But,  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  far,  440 

Left  out  his  linch-pin,  or  forgot  his  tar. 
It  suffers  interruption  and  delay. 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoothest  way. 
When  some  hypothesis  absurd  and  vain 
Has  fill'd  with  all  its  fumes  a  critic's  brain, 
The  text  that  sorts  not  with  his  darling  whim, 
Though  plain  to  others,  is  obscure  to  him. 
The  will  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force. 
All  is  irregular,  and  out  of  course ; 
And  judgment  drunk,  and  bribed  to  lose  his  way,  450 
Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noon-day. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  bopk  should  be 
Candid  and  leam'd,  dispassionate  and  free ; 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel. 
From  fancy's  influence,  and  intemp'rate  zeal : 
But,  above  all,  (or  let  the  wretch  refrain. 
Nor  touch  the  page-he  cannot  but  profane) 
Fre^from  the  domineering  pow'r  of  lust  ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just. 

How  shall  I  sp^k  thee,  or  thy  pow'r  address,  460 
Thou  gdd  of  oui:,idolatry,  the  press? 
By  thee,  reUgion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  influence,  and  advance  their  cause ; 
By  thee,  worse  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befel, 
Diffus'd,  make  earth  the  vestibule  of  hell ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  wise ; 
Thou  ever-bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies ; 
like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee. 

No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest  470 

Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possess'd. 
Philosophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt ; 
Church  quacks,  with  passions  under  no  command, 
Who  fill  the  world  with  doctrines  contraband, 
Discov'rers  of  they  know  not  what,  confin'd 
Within  no  bounds — the  blind  that  lead  the  blind ; 
To  streams  of  iK)pular  opinion  drawn, 
Deposit  in  those  shallows  all  their  spawn. 
The  wriggling  fry  soon  fill  the  creeks  around,    480 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  swarms  abound. 
Scom'd  by  the  nobler  tenants  of  the  flood, 
Minnows  and  gudgeons  gorge  th'  unwholesome 
food. 
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The  propagated  myriads  spread  so  fast, 
E'en  Leuwenhoeck  himself  woidd  stand  aghast, 
Employed  to  calculate  th'  enormous  sum, 
And  own  his  crab-computing  pow'rs  o'eroome. 
Is  this  hyperbole  ?  The  world  well  known, 
Your  sober  thoughts  will  hardly  find  it  one. 

Fresh  confidence  the  speculatist  takes  490 

From  ev'ry  hair-brain'd  proselyte  he  makes ; 
And  therefore  prints :  himself  but  half  deceived, 
Till  others  have  the  soothing  tale  believ'd. 
Hence  comment  after  comment,  spun  as  fine 
A^  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  line : 
Hence  the  same  word,  that  bids  our  lusts  obey. 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctity  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refuse  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  shall  be  f orc'd  to  bend : 
If  languages  and  copies  all  cry,  No —  500 

Somebody  prov'd  it  centuries  ago. 
Like  trout  pursued,  the  critic,  in  despair. 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  safety  there. 
Women,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  scholar's  pitch,  (the  scholar  best  toows  why) 
With  all  the  simple  and  unlettered  poor. 
Admire  his  learning,  and  almost  adore. 
Whoever  errs,  the  priest  can  ne'er  J)e  wrong, 
With  such  fine  words  familiar  to  his  tongue. 

Ye  ladies !  (for,  indifTrent  in  your  cause,         610 
I  should  deserve  to  forfeit  all  applause) 
Whatever  shocks,  or  gives  the  least  offence 
To  virtue,  delicacy,  truth,  or  sense, 
(Try  the  criterion,  'tis  a  faithful  guide) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have,  scripture  on  its  side. 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares. 
Or  fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 
Committed  once  into  the  public  arms. 
The  baby  seems  to  smile  with  added  charms. 
Like  something  precious  ventur'd  far  from  shore, 
■Tis  valued  for  the  danger's  sake  the  more.         521 
He  views  it  with  complacency  supreme, 
Solicits  kind  attention  to  his  dream  ; 
And  daily,  more  enamour'd  of  the  cheat. 
Kneels,  and  asks  heav'n  to  bless  the  dear  deceit. 
So  one,  whose  story  serves  at  least  to  show 
Men  lov'd  their  own  productions  long  ago, 
Woo'd  an  unfeeling  statue  for  his  wife, 
Nor  rested  till  the  gods  had  given  it  life. 
If  some  mere  driv'ler  suck  the  sugar'd  fib,  530 

One  that  still  needs  his  leading-string  and  bib, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


30        THE  PROGRESS  OP  ERROR 

That  prize  belongs  to  none  but  the  sincere, 
The  least  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Circean  cup :      580 
He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  soon  assum'd ;  but,  when  we  strive 
To  strip  them  off,  'tis  being  flay'd  alive. 
Caird  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight, 
He  that  abstains,  and  he  ^one,  does  right. 
If  a  wish  wander  that  way,  call  it  home ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  whose  wishes  roam. 
But,  if  you  pass  the  threshold,  you  are  caught ; 
Die  then,  if  pow'r  Almighty  save  you  not. 
There,  hardening  by  degrees,  till  double  steeFd,    590 
Take  leave  of  nature's  Gk)d,  and  Gk)d  reveaFd ; 
Then  laugh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before ; 
And,  joining  the  firee-thinkers'  brutal  roar. 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dispense — 
That  scripture  lies,  and  blasphemy  is  sense : 
If  clemency  revolted  by  abuse 
Be  damnable,  then  damn'd  without  excuse. 

Some  dream  that  they  can  silence  when  they  will 
The  storm  of  passion,  and  say,  Peace,  be  still ; 
But  *  *  Thus  far  and  no  farther, "  when  addressed    600 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  himian  breast, 
Implies  authority  that  never  can, 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  man. 

But^  muse,  forbear ;  long  flights  forebode  a  fall ; 
Strike  on  the  deep-ton'd  chord  the  sum  of  all. 

Hear  the  just  law — the  judgment  of  the  skies ! 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  the  dupe  of  lies  : 
And  he  that  will  be  cheated  to  the  last. 
Delusions,  strong  as  hell,  shall  bind  him  fast. 
But,  if  the  wand'rer  his  mistake  discern,  610 

Judge  his  own  ways,  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bewildered  once,  must  he  bewail  his  loss 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?    No — ^the  cross ! 
There,  and  there  only  (though  the  deist  rave, 
And  atheist,  if  earth  bear  so  base  a  slave) ; 
There,  and  there  only,  is  the  pow'r  to  save. 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mock'ry  meets  you,  no  deception,  there. 
The  spells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  before. 
All  vanish  there,  and  fascinate  no  more.  620 

I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  hint  suffice — 
The  cross,  once  seen,  is  death  to  ev'ry  vice : 
Else  he  that  hung  there  suffer'd  all  his  pain, 
Bled,  groan'd,  and  agoniz'd,  and  died,  in  vain. 
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TEUTH 

[Written  Jan.  1781.    Published  1782.] 

Pensantur  trutina.— Hob.  Lib.  iL  Epist.  i. 

Man,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  error  toss'd. 

His  ship  half  foundered,  and  his  compass  lost, 

Sees,  far  as  human  optics  may  command, 

A  sleeping  fog,  and  fancies  it  dry  land : 

Spreads  aJl  his  canyas^,  ev'ry  sinew  plies ; 

Pants  for 't,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies ! 

Then  farewell  all  self -satisfying  schemes, 

His  well-built  systems,  philosophic  dreams ; 

Deceitful  views  of  future  bliss,  farewell ! 

He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  hell.  10 

Hard  lot  of  man — to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lose  it !  Wherefore  hard  ? — 
He  that  would  win  the  race  must  guide  his  horse 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course ; 
Else,  though  unequalled  to  the  goal  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himself  shall  gain  the  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :  if  you  choose  the  wrong. 
Take  it,  and  perii^ ;  but  restrain  your  tongue. 
Charge  not,  with  light  sufficient,  and  left  free. 
Your  wilful  suicide  on  Gk)d's  decree.  20 

Oh  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav'n's  ea^,  artless,  unincumbered,  plan ! 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  clustering  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile ; 
From  ostentation,  as  from  we^mess,  free. 
It  stands  hke  the  cerulean  arch  we  see, 
Majestic  in  its  own  simplicity. 
Inscrib'd  above  the  portel,  from  afar 
Conspicuous  as  the  brightness  of  a  star. 
Legible  only  by  the  light  they  give,  30 

Stand  the  soid-quick'ning words— believe,  and  live  ! 
Too  many,  shocked  at  what  should  charm  them  most, 
Despise  the  plain  direction,  and  are  lost. 
Heav'n  on  such  terms  I  (they  cry,  with  proud  dis- 
dain) 
Incredible,  impossible,  and  vain ! — 
Rebel,  because  'tis  easy  to  obey ; 
And  scorn,  for  its  own  sake,  the  gracious  way. 

27  ita]  his  1800, 
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These  axe  the  sober,  m  whose  cooler  brams 

Some  thought  of  immortality  remains ; 

The  rest,  too  busy,  or  too  gay,  to  wait  40 

On  the  sad  theme,  their  everlasting  state, 

Sport  for  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  night ; 

The  foam  upon  the  waters  not  so  light. 

Who  jxidg'd  the  pharisee  ?  What  odious  cause 
Expos'd  him  to  tiie  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  he  seduc'd  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend. 
Or  stabb'd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  ? 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?   Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ?  50 

(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charg'd  his 

Lord.) 
No — the  man's  morals  were  exact.     What  then  ? 
'Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride,  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price ; 
He  wore  them,  as  fine  trappings,  for  a  show ; 
A  praying,  synagogue-frequenting,  beau. 

The  self -applauding  bird,  the  i)eacock,  see — 
Mark  what  a  simiptuous  pharisee  is  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unfold  60 

His  radiant  glories ;  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near, 
His  measured  step  were  governed  by  his  ear ; 
And  ^eems  to  say — Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place ; 
I  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace ! 

Not  so  the  pheasant  on  his  charms  presumes ; 
Though  he,  too,  has  a  glory  in  his  plumes. 
He,  christian  like,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  close  copse,  or  far-sequester'd  green, 
And  shines,  without  desiring  to  be  seen.  70 

The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Heav'n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  disdain : 
Not  more  affronted  by  avow'd  neglect 
Than  by  the  mere  di^mbler's  feign'd  respect. 
What  is  all  righteousness  that  men  devise? 
What — but  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  skies  ? 
But  Christ  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  own. 
As  stoop  from  heaven  to  sell  the  proud  a  throne. 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  rude  rock ; 
Book,  beads,  and  maple-dish,  his  meagre  stock ;  80 
In  shirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvass  dress'd. 
Girt  with  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd ; 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  ev'ry  crime. 
And  sore  tormented,  long  before  his  time ; 
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His  pray'r  preferred  to  saints  that  cannot  aid ; 
His  praise  postponed,  and  never  to  be  paid ; 
See  the  sage  hermit,  by  mankind  admir'd, 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired, 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim, 
Till  his  religious  whimsy  wears  out  him.  90 

His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal,  allowed, 
You  think  him  humble — God  accounts  him  proud. 
High  in  demand  though  lowly  in  pretence, 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense — 
My  x)enitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood, 
Have  purchas'd  heav'n,  and  prove  my  title  good. 

Turn  eastward  now,  and  fancy  shall  apply 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  his  own  bare  head 
The  sacred  fire— self-torturing  his  trade  I  100 

His  voluntary  pains,  severe  and  long, 
Would  give  a  barb'rous  air  to  Briti^  song ; 
No  grand  inquisitor  could  worse  invent. 
Than  he  contrives,  to  suffer,  well  content. 

Which  is  the  saintlier  worthy  of  the  two? 
Past  all  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  say  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  differ.    What's  a  name  ? 
I  say  the  lyramin  has  the  fairer  claim. 
If  sufferings,  scripture  no  where  recommends, 
Devis'd  by  self,  to  answer  selfi^  ends,  110 

Give  saintship,  ttien  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starvling  hermits  suffer  less  than  he. 

The  truth  is  (if  the  truth  may  suit  your  ear, 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  passage  clear) 
Pride  has  attained  its  most  luxuriant  growth, 
And  poison'd  ev'ry  virtue  in  them  both. 
Pride  may  be  pamper'd  while  the  flesh  grows  lean ; 
Humility  may  clo&e  an  English  dean ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper's — his,  confessed  by  all — 
Though  placed  in  golden  Durham's  second  stall.  120 
Not  iQl  t£e  plenty  of  a  bishop's  board. 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqueys,  and  '*My  Lord," 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice. 
Than  abstinence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abundant  grows 
In  mis'ry  fools  upon  themselves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  mystic,  or  a  French  recluse  ? 
Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  fear, 
Reform'd,  and  well  instructed?  You  shall  hear.  130 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  wither'd  features  show 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago, 
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Her  elbows  pinion'd  close  upon  her  hips, 

Her  head  erect,  her  fan  upon  her  lips, 

Her  eye-brows  arch'd,  her  eyes  both  gone  astray 

To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play. 

With  bony  and  unkerchief  d  neck,  defies 

The  rude  inclemency  of  wintry  skies. 

And  sails,  with  lappet-head  and  mincing  airs, 

Duly,.at  clink  of  bell,  to  morning  pray'rs.  140 

To  thrift  and  parsimony  much  inclined, 

She  yet  allows  herself  that  boy  behind. 

The  shivering  urchin,  bending  as  he  goes, 

With  slip-shod  heels,  and  dew-drop  at  his  nose; 

His  predecessor's  coat  advanced  to  wear, 

Which  future  pages  yet  are  doomed  to  share ; 

Carries  her  bible,  tuck'd  beneath  his  arm. 

And  hides  his  hands,  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angel  in  her  own  accoimt. 
Doubts  not  hereafter  with  the  saints  to  mount,  150 
Though  not  a  grace  appears,  on  strictest  search, 
But  t£at  she  fasts,  and,  item^  goes  to  church. 
Conscious  of  age,  she  recollects  her  youth. 
And  tells,  not  always  with  an  eye  to  truth, 
Who  spanned  her  waist,  and  who,  where'er  he  came, 
Scrawl'd  upon  glass  miss  Bridget's  lovely  name ; 
Who  stole  her  slipper,  fiU'd  it  with  tokay. 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  ev'ry  day. 
Of  temper  as  envenom'd  as  an  asp ; 
Censorious,  and  her  ev'ry  word  a  wasp ;  160 

In  faithful  mem'ry  she  records  the  crimes. 
Or  real,  or  fictitious,  of  the  times  ; 
Laughs  at  the  reputations  she  has  torn. 
And  holds  them,  dangling  at  arm's  length,  in  scorn. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  sanctimonious  pride. 
Of  malice  fed  while  flesh  is  mortified : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  all  your  pi-ay'rs. 
Where  hermits  and  wherebramins  meet  with  theirs^. 
Your  portion  is  with  them. — Nay,  never  frown ; 
But,  if  you  please,  some  fathoms  lower  down.    170 

Artist,  attend !  your  brushes  and  your  paint— 
Produce  them — take  a  chair — now  draw  a  saint. 
Oh,  sorrowful  and  sad !  the  streaming  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks^a  Niobe  appears ! 
Is  this  a  saint  ?  Throw  tints  and  all  away-- 
True  piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day ; 
Will  weep,  indeed,  and  heave  a  pitying  groan, 
For  others'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  her  own. 

14(5  yet  are]  are  yet  178^-1788,     . 
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What  purpose  has  the  King  of  saints  in  view  ? 
Why  falls  the  gospel  like  a  gracious  dew  ?  180 

To  call  up  plenty  from  the  teeming  earth, 
Or  curse  the  desert  with  a  tenfold  dearth  ? 
Is  it  that  Adam's  offspring  may  be  sav'd 
From  servile  fear,  or  be  the  more  enslaved  ? 
To  loose  the  links  that  gall'd  mankind  before, 
Or  bind  them  faster  on,  an^  add  still  more  ? 
The  freebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prove ; 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love : 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires, 
What  fear  he  feels  his  gratitude  inspires.  190 

Shall  he  for  such  deliverance,  freely  wrought. 
Recompense  ill  ?  He  trembles  at  the  thought. 
His  master's  interest  and  his  own,  combined. 
Prompt  ev'ry  movement  of  his  heart  and  mind : 
Thought,  word,  and  deed,  his  liberty  evince ; 
His  freedom  is  the  freedom  of  a  prince. 

Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  course 
His  life  shotdd  prove  that  he  perceives  their  force : 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  small— 
The  principle  and  motive  all  in  all.  200 

You  have  two  servants— Tom,  an  arch,  sly  rogue. 
From  top  to  toe  the  Geta  now  in  vogue, 
Genteel  in  figure,  easy  in  address. 
Moves  without  noise,  and  swift  as  an  express, 
Reports  a  message  with  a  pleasing  grace. 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  place  : 
Say,  on  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move  ? 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a  spark — 'tis  all  mere  sharper's  play ; 
He  likes  your  house,  your  housemaid,  and  your  pay; 
Reduce  his  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her,  211 

Tcan  quits  you,  with — Your  most  obedient.  Sir. 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Charles  takes  his  usual  stand. 
Watches  your  eye,  anticiimtes  command ; 
Sighs,  if  i)erhap8  your  appetite  should  fail ; 
And,  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale ; 
Consults  all  day  your  int'rest  and  your  ease, 
Richly  irewarded  if  he  can  but  please ; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  firm  attachment  known^ 
To  save  your  life  would  nobly  risk  his  own.       220 

NowwMch  standshighest  in  your seriousthought  t 
Charles,  without  doubt,  say  you— and  so  he  ought; 
One  act,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds, 
Excels  ten  thousand  mercenary  deeds. 

Thus  heav'n  approves,  as  honest  and  sincere. 
The  work  of  gen'rous  love,  and  filial  fear ; 
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But,  with  averted  eyes,  th'  omniscient  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireUng,  and  the  slavish  drudge. 

Where  dwell  these  matchless  saints  ?— old  Curio 
Ev'n  at  your  side,  Sir,  and  before  your  eyes,  [cries. 
The  favoured  few— th'  enthusiasts  you  despise ;  231 
And,  pleas'd  at  heart,  because  on  holy  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hyi)ocrite  is  found, 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  single  fall, 
And  cast  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  all. 
Attend !— an  apt  similitude  shall  show 
Whence  springs  the  conduct  that  offends  you  so. 

See  where  it  smokes  along  the  sounding  plain, 
Blown  all  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  rain, 
Peal  upon  i)eal  redoubling  all  around,  240 

Shakes  it  again,  and  faster  to  the  ground ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  glancing  as  in  play. 
Swift  b^ond  thought  the  lightnings  dart  away. 
Ere  yet  it  came,  the  travler  urg'd  his  steed, 
And  hurried,  but  with  unsuccessful  speed ; 
Now,  drench'd  throughout,  and  hopeless  of  his  case, 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  him  to  his  pace. 
Suppose,  unlook'd  for  in  a  scene  so  rude. 
Long  hid  by  interposing  hill  or  wood. 
Some  mansion,  neat  and  elegantly  di^BSs'd,  250 

By  some  kind  hospitable  heart  possessed. 
Offer  him  warmth,  security,  and  rest ; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safe,  and  at  his  ease. 
He  hears  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees ; 
What  glowing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ. 
While  danger  past  is  tum'd  to  present  joy. 
So  fares  it  with  the  sinner,  when  he  feels 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels : 
His  conscience,  like  a  glassy  lake  before, 
Lash'd  into  foaming  waves,  begins  to  roar ;        260 
The  law,  grown  clamorous,  thcnigh  silent  long. 
Arraigns  him— charges  him  with  ev'ry  wron^— 
Asserts  the  rights  of  his  offended  Lord ; 
And  death,  or  restitution,  is  the  word : 
The  last  impossible,  he  fears  the  first. 
And,  having  well  deserv'd,  expects  tiie  worst. 
Then  welcome  refuge  and  a  peaceful  home ; 
Oh  for  a  shelter  from  the  wrath  to  come ! 
Crush  me,  ye  rocks ;  ye  falling  mountains,  hide 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide.—  270 

The  scrutiny  of  those  all-seeing  eyes 
I  dare  not— And  you  need  not,  God  replies ; 
The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  give : 
The  book  shall  teach  you— read,  believe,  and  live! 
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'Tis  done— the  raging  storm  is  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  shore ; 
And  Justice,  guardian  of  the  dread  command, 
Drops  the  red  vengeance  from  his  willing  hand. 
A  soul  redeemed  demands  a  life  of  praise ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days,  280 

Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  imspeck^d^ 
And  the  world's  hatred,  as  its  sure  effect. 

Some  lead  a  life  unblameable  and  just, 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  imshaken  trust : 
They  never  sin— or,  if  (as  all  offend) 
Some  trivial  slips  their  daily  walk  attend. 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  for  all ! 
For,  though  the  pope  has  lost  his  interest  here. 
And  pardons  are  not  sold  as  once  they  were,       290 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  compoimd, 
Than  some  grave  sinners  upon  English  ground. 
That  plea  refuted,  other  quirks  they  seek— 
Mercy  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak ; 
The  kiture  shall  obliterate  the  past. 
And  heav'n,  no  doubt,  shall  be  their  home  at  last. 

Come,  then— a  still,  small  whisper  in  your  ear— 
He  has  no  hope  who  never  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  his  state. 
He  may,  perhaps— perhaps  he  may— too  late.    300 

The  path  to  bliss  abounds  with  many  a  snare ; 
Learning  is  one,  and  wit,  however  rare. 
The  Frenchman,  first  in  literary  fame, 
(Mention  him,  if  you  please.   Voltaire  ?  —The  same. ) 
With  spirit,  genius,  eloquence,  supplied, 
liv'd  long,  wrote  much,  laugh'd  heartily,  and  died. 
The  scripture  was  his  jest-book,  whence  he  drew 
Bon  mots  to  gall  the  Christian  and  the  Jew. 
An  infidel  in  health,  but  what  when  sick? 
Oh  •-then  a  text  would  touch  him  at  the  quick.  310 
View  him  at  Paris,  in  his  last  career : 
Surrounding  throngs  the  demi-god  revere ; 
Exalted  on  his  pedestal  of  pride. 
And  f mn'd  with  frankincense  on  ev'ry  side, 
He  b^s  their  flatt'ry  with  his  latest  breath ; 
And,  smothered  in't  at  last,  is  praised  to  death ! 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store ; 
Content,  though  mean ;  and  cheerful,  if  not  gay ; 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  live-long  day,    320 


298  who]  that  178;^,  1786. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


88  TRUTH 

Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance ;  and  at  night 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light : 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit, 
HaQ  little  understanding,  and  no  wit. 
Receives  no  praise ;  but  though  her  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much ; 
Just  knowef,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true— 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads,  with  sparkhng  eyes, 
Her  title  ta  a  treasure  in  the  skies.  330 

Oh,  happy  peasant !  Ob,  unhappy  bard ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  her's  the  rich  reward ; 
He  prais'd,  perhaps,  for  ages  yet  to  come ; 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home ; 
He,  lost  iii  errors,  his  vain  heart  prefers ; 
She,  safe  in  the  simplicity  of  her's. 

Not  many  wise,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  science,  win  one  inch  of  heav'nly  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thought 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not? 
No— the  voluptuaries,  who  ne'er  forget  341 

One  pleasure  lost,  lose  heav'n  without  regi'et ; 
Regi*et  would  rouse  them,  and  give  bii*th  to  pray'r; 
Pray'rwouldaddfaith,andfaithwouldfixthemthere. 

Not  that  the  Former  of  us  all  in  this. 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  governed  by  caprice : 
The  supposition  is  replete  with  sin. 
And  beara  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in. 
Not  so — the  silver  trumpet's  heav'nly  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all :     350 
Kings  are  invited ;  and,  would  kings  obey. 
No  slaves  on  earth  more  welcome  were  than  they : 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  state. 
Are  such  a  dead  preponderating  weight, 
That  endless  bliss,  (how  strange  soe'er  it  seem) 
In  counterpoise,  flies  up  and  Mcks  the  beam.     • 
'Tis  open,  and  ye  cannot  enter — why  ? 
Because  ye  will  not,  CJonyers  would  reply — 
And  he  says  much  that  many  may  dispute 
And  cavil  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute.  360 

Oh,  bless'd  effect  of  penury  and  want. 
The  seed  sown  there,  how  vigorous  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  poverty  for  growth  divine, 
As  leanest  land  supplies  the  richest  wine. 
Earth  gives  too  little,  giving  only  bread. 
To  nouiish  pride,  or  turn  the  weakest  head : 
To  them  the  sounding  jargon  of  the  schools 
Seems  what  it  is— a  cap  and  bells  for  fools : 
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See  where  he  sits,  contemplative  and  fix'd, 
Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix'd ; 
His  x>assions  tam'd,  and  all  at  his  controul, 
How  perfect  the  composure  of  his  soid  ! 
Complacency  has  breath'd  a  gentle  gale 
O'er  all  his  thoughts,  and  swelled  his  easy  sail :  420 
His  books  well  trimm'd,  and  in  the  gayest  style, 
Like  regimented  coxcombs,  rank  and  file. 
Adorn  his  intellects  as  well  as  shelves, 
And  teach  him  notions  splendid  as  themselves : 
The  Bible  only  stands  neglected  there— 
Though  that  of  all  most  worthy  of  his  care ; 
And,  like  an  infant,  troublesome  awake. 
Is  left  to  sleep,  for  peace  and  quiet  sake. 

What  shall  the  man  deserve  of  human  kind. 
Whose  happy  skill  and  industry,  combined,         430 
Shall  iMTOve  (what  argument  could  never  yet) 
The  Bible  an  imposture  and  a  cheat  ? 
The  praises  of  the  libertine  profess'd, 
The  worst  of  men,  and  curses  of  the  best. 
Where  should  the  living,  weeping  o'er  his  woes ; 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awful  close ; 
Where  the  betrayed,  forsaken,  and  oppressed. 
The  thousands  whom  the  world  forbids  to  rest ; 
Where  should  they  find,  (those  comforts  at  an  end 
The  scripture  yields)  or  hope  to  find,  a  friend?  440 
SoiTow  might  muse  herself  to  madness  then ; 
And,  seeking  exile  from  the  sight  of  men. 
Bury  herself  in  solitude  profound, 
Grow  frantic  with  her  pangs,  and  bite  the  grotmd. 
Thus  often  unbelief,  grown  sick  of  life, 
Flies  to  the  tempting  pool,  or  felon  knife. 
The  jury  meet,  the  coroner  is  short, 
And  lunacy  the  verdict  of  the  court. 
Reverse  the  sentence,  let  the  truth  be  known. 
Such  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone.  450 

They  knew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know, 
That  scripture  is  the  only  cure  of  woe. " 
That  field  of  promise,  how  it  flings  abroad 
Its  odour  o er  the  Christians  thorny  road  ! 
The  soul,  reposing  on  assured  relief. 
Feels  herself  happy  amidst  all  her  grief. 
Forgets  her  labour  as  she  toils  along. 
Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  into  a  song. 

But  the  same  word,  that,  like  the  polish'd  share. 
Ploughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer's  care,  460 

422  regimental  1S08  and  some  later  edd. 
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Kills  too  the  flow'ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow, 
That  bind  the  sinner's  Bacchanalian  bi-ow. 
Oh,  that  unwelcome  voice  of  heav'nly  love. 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above ! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thankless  ear, 
Crippling  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  fear ! 
His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  strife, 
That  civil  war  imbitters  all  his  life : 
In  vain  he  points  his  pow'rs  against  the  skies, 
In  vain  he  closes  or  averts  his  eyes,  470 

Truth  will  intrude — she  bids  him  yet  beware  ; 
And  shakes  the  sceptic  in  the  scomer's  chair. 

Though  various  foes  against  the  truth  combine. 
Pride  above  all  opposes  her  design ; 
Pride,  of  a  growth  superior  to  the  rest, 
The  subtlest  serpent,  with  the  loftiest  crest. 
Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage, 
Woidd  hiss  the  cherub  mercy  from  the  stage. 

And  is  the  soul,  indeed,  so  lost? — she  cries ; 
Fall'n  from  her  glory,  and  too  weak  to  rise  ?       480 
Torpid  and  dull,  beneath  a  frozen  zone, 
Has  she  no  spark  that  may  be  deem'd  her  own  ? 
Grant  her  indebted  to  what  zealots  call 
Grace  undeserv'd— -yet,  surely,  not  for  all ! 
Some  beams  of  rectitude  she  yet  displays, 
Some  love  of  virtue,  and  some  pow'r  to  praise ; 
Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  things, 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  unborrowed  wings. 
Possess  herself  of  all  that's  good  or  true. 
Assert  the  skies,  and  vindicate  her  due.  490 

Past  indiscretion  is  a  venial  crime ; 
And,  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time, 
Bore  on  his  branch,  luxuriant  then  and  rude, 
Fruits  of  a  blighted  size,  austere  and  crude, 
Maturer  yeai's  shall  happier  stores  produce. 
And  meliorate  the  well  concocted  juice. 
Then,  conscious  of  her  meritorious  zeal. 
To  justice  she  may  make  her  bold  api)eal ; 
And  leave  to  mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind. 
The  worthless  and  unfruitfid  of  mankind.  500 

Hear,  then,  how  mercy,  slighted  and  defied, 
Retorts  th'  affront  against  the  crown  of  pride. 

Perish  the  virtue,  as  it  ought,  abhorr'd. 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  insults  his  Lord. 
Th'  atonement  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wrought 
Is  not  for  you — ^the  righteous  need  it  not. 

482  doomed  1704-1800.  504  who]  that  178:2, 1780. 
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Seest  thou  yon  harlot,  wooing  all  she  meets, 
The  wom-out  nuisance  of  the  public  streets ; 
Herself,  from  mom  to  night,  from  night  to  mom, 
Her  own  abhorrence,  and  as  much  your  scorn !  610 
The  gracious  show'r,  unlimited  and  free. 
Shall  fall  on  her,  when  heav'n  denies  it  thee. 
Of  all  that  wisdom  dictates,  this  the  drift — 
That  man  is  dead  in  sin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  virtue,  then,  unless  of  Christian  growth. 
Mere  fallacy,  or  foolishness,  or  both  ? 
Ten  thousand  sages  lost  in  endless  woe. 
For  ignorance  of  what  they  could  not  know? 
That  speech  betrays  at  once  a  bigot's  tongue- 
Charge  not  a  Grod  with  such  outrageous  wrong !  520 
Truly,  not  I— the  partial  light  men  have. 
My  creed  persuades  me,  weU  employed,  may  save ; 
While  he  that  scorns  the  noon-day  beam,  perverse, 
Shall  find  the  blessing,  unimprov'd,  a  cui'se. 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whose  exalted  mind 
Left  sensuality  and  dross  behind, 
Possess,  for  me,  their  undisputed  lot. 
And  take,  unenvied,  the  reward  they  sought : 
But  still  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  plea. 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  destin'd  not  to  see.       530 
Their  fortitude  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  they  knew  not  whence  it  came. 
Derived  from  the  same  source  of  light  and  grace 
That  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  race. 
Their  judge  was  conscience,  and  her  rule  their  law : 
That  i*ule,  pursued  with  rev'rence  and  with  awe. 
Led  them,  however  falt'ring,  faint,  and  slow. 
From  what  they  knew  to  what  they  wished  to  know. 
But  let  not  him  that  shares  a  brighter  day 
Traduce  the  splendour  of  a  noon-tide  ray,  640 

Prefer  the  twilight  of  a  darker  time. 
And  deem  his  base  stupidity  no  crime ; 
The  wretch,  who  slights  the  bounty  of  the  skies. 
And  sinks,  while  favoured  with  the  means  to  rise. 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount. 
The  good  he  scom'd  all  carried  to  accoimt. 

Marshalling  all  his  terrors  as  he  came ; 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame ; 
Fi'om  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law — 
Life  for  obedience— death  for  ev'ry  flaw.  550 

When  the  great  Sovereign  woidd  his  will  express, 
He  gives  a  perfect  rule ;  what  can  he  less? 

m  who]  that  178£,  1786. 
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Can  nature  add  a  charm,  or  art  confer 

A  new-found  luxury,  not  seen  in  her? 

Where  under  heav'n  is  pleasure  more  puraued  ? 

Or  where  does  cold  reflection  less  intrude  ? 

Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  wavy  com, 

Pour'd  out  from  plenty's  overflowing  horn ;         10 

Ambrosial  gardens,  in  which  art  supplies 

The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  skies ; 

Her  peaceful  shores,  where  busy  conmierce  waits 

To  pour  his  golden  tide  thix^ugh  all  her  gates ; 

Whom  fiery  suns,  that  scorch  the  russet  spice 

Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floored  with  ice, 

Forbid  in  vain  to  push  his  daring  way 

To  darker  climes,  or  climes  of  brighter  day ; 

Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  i£e  billows  roll, 

From  the  world's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole ;  20 

The  chariots,  bounding  in  her  wheel- worn  streets ; 

Her  vaults  below,  where  ev'ry  vintage  meets ; 

Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports ; 

The  scenes  to  which  not  youth  alone  resorts, 

But  age,  in  spite  of  weakness  and  of  pain, 

Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  youth  again ; 

All  speak  her  happy :  let  the  muse  look  round 

From  Past  to  West,  no  sorrow  can  be  found ; 

Or  only  what,  in  cottages  confin'd. 

Sighs  unregarded  to  the  passing  wind.  30 

Then  wherefore  weep  for  England  ?   What  appears 

In  England's  case  to  move  the  muse  to  tears  ? 

The  prophet  wept  for  Israel ;  wish'd  his  eyes 
Were  foimtains  fed  with  infinite  supplies : 
For  Israel  dealt  in  robbery  and  wrong  ; 
There  were  the  soomer's  and  the  sland'rer's  tongue; 
Oaths,  us'd  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools. 
As  int'rest  bias'd  knaves,  or  fashion  fools ; 
Adult'ry,  neighing  at  his  neighbour's  door  ; 
Oppression,  labouring  hard  to  grind  the  poor ;      40 
The  partial  balance,  and  deceitful  weight ;  . 

The  treach'rous  smile,  a  mask  for  secret  hate ; 
Hypocrisy,  formality  in  pray'r. 
And  the  dull  service  of  the  Up,  were  there. 
Her  women,  insolent  and  self-caress'd. 
By  vanity's  unwearied  finger  dress'd. 
Forgot  the  blush  that  virgin  fears  impart 
To  modest  cheeks,  and  borrow'd  one  from  art ; 
Were  just  such  trifles,  without  worth  or  use. 
As  silly  pride  and  idleness  produce ;  50 

Curl'd,  scented,  furbelow'd  and  flounc'd  aroimd. 
With  feet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  ground, 
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They  stretched  the  neck,  and  roU'd  the  wanton  eye, 
And  sigh'd  for  ev'ry  fool  that  fluttered  by. 

He  saw  his  people  slaves  to  ev'ry  lust, 
Lewd,  avaricious,  arrogant,  unjust ; 
He  heard  the  wheels  of  an  avenging  God 
Groan  heavily  along  the  distant  road ; 
Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two-leav'd  brass 
To  let  the  military  deluge  -pass ;  60 

Jerusalem  a  prey,  her  glory  soird, 
Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treasures  spoiled ; 
Wept  till  all  Israel  heard  his  bitter  cry ; 
Stamped  with  his  foot ;  and  smote  upon  his  thigh : 
But  wept,  and  stamp'd,  and  smote  his  thigh,  in  vain- 
Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  future  pain, 
And  sounds  prophetic  are  too  rough  to  suit 
Ears  long  accustomed  to  the  pleasing  lute— 
They  scom'd  his  inspiration  and  his  theme ; 
Pronoimc'd  him  frantic,  and  his  fears  a  dream ;  70 
With  self-indulgence  wing'd  the  fleeting  hours, 
Till  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  fell  the  tow'rs. 

Long  time  Assyria  bound  them  in  her  chain ; 
Till  penitence  had  purg'd  the  imblic  stain. 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  mov'd, 
Retum'd  them  happy  to  the  land  they  lov'd ; 
There,  proof  p,gainst  prosperity,  awhile 
They  stood  the  test  of  her  ensnaring  smile ; 
And  had  the  grace,  in  scenes  of  peace,  to  show 
The  virtue  they  had  leam'd  in  scenes  of  woe.       80 
But  man  is  frail,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  long  immunity  from  grief  and  pain ; 
And,  after  all  the  joys  that  plenty  leads. 
With  tip-toe  step  vice  silently  succeeds. 

When  he  that  rul'd  them  with  a  shepherd's  rod. 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  humble  guise. 
To  sift  and  search  them  with  unerring  eyes. 
He  found,  concealed  beneath  a  fair  outside. 
The  filth  of  rottenness  and  worm  of  pride ;  90 

Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scripture  employed  to  sanctify  the  cheat ; 
The  Pharisee  the  dupe  of  his  own  art. 
Self -idolized,  and  yet  a  knave  at  heart ! 

When  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins, 
'Tis  in  the  church  the  leprosy  begins. 
The  priest,  whose  office  is,  with  zeal  sincere. 
To  watch  the  fountain,  and  preserve  it  clear, 
Carelessly  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink. 
While  others  poison  what  the  flock  must  drink ;  100 
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Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  lust  alone, 

Infuses  lies  and  errors  of  his  own. 

His  unsuspecting  sheep  believe  it  pure ; 

And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  ciu'e, 

Catch  from  each  other  a  contagious  spot, 

The  foul  forerunner  of  a  gen'ral  rot. 

Then  truth  is  hush'd,  that  heresy  may  preach; 

And  all  is  trash  that  reason  cannot  reach : 

Then  God's  own  image  on  the  soul  impressed 

Becomes  a  mock'ry,  and  a  standing  jest ;  110 

And  faith,  the  root  whence  only  can  arise 

The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  skies. 

Loses  at  once  all  value  and  esteem, 

Pronounced  by  gray-beards  a  pernicious  dream  : 

Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth. 

Prepared  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 

While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend. 

Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  friend : 

As  soldiers  watch  the  signal  of  command. 

They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand ;      120 

Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 

With  hollow  form,  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

Such,  when  the  teacher  of  his  church  was  there, 
People  and  priest,  the  sons  of  Israel  were ; 
Stiff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design 
And  import,  of  their  oracles  divine ; 
Their  learning  legendary,  false,  absurd, 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
They  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Puff'd  up  with  gifts  they  never  understood.        130 
He  judg'd  them  with  as  terrible  a  fix)wn 
As  if  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  brought  him  down : 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  simimer  airs ; 
Had  grace  for  others'  sins,  but  none  for  theirs. 
Through  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plainness  ran— 
Rhet'ric  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ; 
And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fancy  may  devise. 
Are  far  too  mean  for  him  that  rules  the  skies. 
Th'  astonish'd  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mask  from  faces  never  seen  before ;  140 

He  stripp'd  th'  impostors  in  the  noon-day  sun ; 
Show'd  that  they  foUow'd  all  they  seem'd  to  shun ; 
Their  pray'rs  made  public,  their  excesses  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  they  slept ; 
The  temple  and  its  holy  rites  profan'd 
By  mumm'ries  he  that  dwelt  in  it  disdain'd ; 
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Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 

CJoidd  act  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes, 

Wash'd  with  a  neatness  scrupulously  nice, 

And  free  from  ev'ry  taint  but  that  of  vice.         150 

Judgm^it,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 

When  obstinacy  once  has  conquered  grace. 

They  saw  distemper  heal'd,  and  life  restored, 

In  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word ; 

Confessed  the  wonder,  and,  with  daring  tongue, 

Blasphemed  th'  authority  fi'om  which  it  sprung. 

They  knew,  by  sure  prognostics  seen  on  high, 

The  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky ; 

But,  grave  dissemblers  I  could  not  understand 

That  sin  let  loose  speaks  punishment  at  hand.    160 

Ask  now  of  history's  authentic  page. 
And  call  up  evidence  from  ev'ry  age ; 
Display  with  busy  and  laborious  Imnd 
The  blessings  of  the  most  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  you  find,  whose  annals  prove 
So  rich  an  interest  in  ahnighty  love  ? 
Where  dwell  they  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day, 
A  i)eople  planted,  water'd,  blest,  as  they? 
Let  Egypt's  plagues,  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
The  favours  poui*'d  upon  the  Jewish  name—      170 
TTieir  freedom,  purchas'd  for  them  at  the  cost 
Of  all  their  hard  oppressors  valued  most ; 
Their  title  to  a  country  not  their  own 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  imknown ; 
For  them,  the  state  they  left  made  waste  and  void ; 
For  them,  the  states  to  which  they  went  destroyed ; 
A  cloud  to  measure  out  their  march  by  day. 
By  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way ; 
That  moving  signal  simmioning,  when  best. 
Their  host  to  move ;  and,  when  it  stay'd,  to  rest. 
For  them  the  rocks  dissolv'd  into  a  flood,  181 

The  dews  condens'd  into  angelic  food ; 
Their  very  garments  sacred— old,  yet  new. 
And  Time  forbid  to  touch  them  as  he  flew ; 
Streams,  swell'd  above  the  bank,  enjoin'd  to  stand, 
While  they  pass'd  through  to  their  appointed  land ; 
Their  leader  arm'd  with  meekness,  zeal,  and  love, 
And  grac'd  with  clear  credentials  from  above ; 
Themselves  secur'd  beneath  th'  Almighty  wing ; 
Their  Qod  their  captain  J,  lawgiver,  and  king ;    190 
Crown'd  with  a  thousand  vict'ries,  and  at  last 
Lords  of  the  conquer'd  soil,  there  rooted  fast, 

1  Vide  Joshua  V.  14  [G.]. 
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In  peace  possessing  what  they  won  by  war, 
Their  name  far  publish'd,  and  rever'd  as  far ; 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  their's,  endowed 
With  all  that  man  e'er  wished,  or  heav'n  bestow'd? 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind, 
Receiv'd  the  transcript  of  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engraven  laws, 
And  constituted  guardians  of  his  cause ;  200 

Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 
And  theirs,  by  birth,  the  Saviour  of  us  all. 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envious,  yet  admiring,  eyes, 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  they  were 
By  pow'r  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  maintained  allegiance  firm  and  sure. 
And  kept  the  faith  immaculate  and  pure, 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all  conquering  Home 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  overcome ;  210 

And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  unfurFd, 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  world. 
But  grace  abus'd  brings  forth  the  f oldest  deeds, 
As  richest  soil  the  most  luxuriant  weeds. 
CurM  of  the  golden  calves,  their  fathers'  sin. 
They  set  up  self,  that  idol  god  within ; 
View'd  a  Deliverer  with  disdain  and  hate 
Who  left  them  still  a  tributary  state ; 
Seiz'd  fast  his  hand,  held  out  to  set  them  free 
From  a  -worse  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  tree :     220 
There  was  the  constmimation  and  the  crown. 
The  flow'r  of  Israel's  infamy  full  blown ; 
Thence  date  their  sad  declension,  and  their  fall ; 
Their  woes,  not  yet  repealed— thence  date  them  all ! 

Thus  fell  the  best  instructed  in  her  day, 
And  the  most  f avour'd  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philosophy,  indeed,  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pour'd  the  day,  and  clear'd  the  Homan  skies ; 
In  other  climes,  perhaps,  creative  art. 
With  pow'r  surpassing  their's,  perform'd  her  part ; 
Might  give  more  life  to  marble,  or  might  fill      231 
The  glowing  tablets  with  a  juster  skill. 
Might  shine  in  fable,  and  grace  idle  themes 
With  all  th'  embroid'ry  of  poetic  dreams ; 
'Twas  their's  alone  to  dive  into  the  plan 
That  truth  and  mercy  had  reveal'd  to  man ; 
And,  while  the  world  beside,  that  plan  unknown. 
Deified  useless  wood,  or  senseless  stone. 
They  breath'd  in  faith  their  well  directed  i^ray'i'S, 
And  the  true  God— -the  God  of  truth— was  their's. 
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The  cry  in  all  thy  ships  is  still  the  same- 
Speed  us  away  to  battle  and  to  fame. 
Thy  mariners  explore  the  wild  expanse,  290 

Impatient  to  descry  the  flags  of  iYan.ce ; 
But,  though  they  fight  as  thine  have  ever  fought. 
Return,  ashamed,  without  the  wreaths  tliey  sought. 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  dvil  jar. 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war ; 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmatic  and  light. 
Discordant  atoms  meet,  ferment,  and  fight ; 
Where  obstinacy  takes  his  sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  policy  has  planned ; 
Where  policy  is  busied  all  night  long  300 

In  setting  right  what  faction  has  set  wrong ; 
Where  fliails  of  oratoiy  thresh  the  floor, 
That  yields  them  chaff  and  dust,  and  nothing  more. 
Thy  racked  inhabitants  repine,  complain, 
Tax'd  till  the  brow  of  labour  sweats  in  vain ; 
War  lays  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state. 
And  i>eace  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  wei^t ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose. 
And  sighing  millions  prophesy  the  close. 

Is  adverse  providence,  when  pondered  well,     310 
So  dimly  writ,  or  diffictdt  to  spell. 
Thou  canst  not  read  with  readiness  and  ease 
Providence  adverse  in  events  like  these  ? 
Know,  then,  that  heav'nly  wisdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  gives  birtii  to,  guides,  consummates,  all ; 
That,  wMe  laborious  and  quick- thoughted  man 
Snuffs  up  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan. 
He  first  conceives,  then  perfects  his  design, 
As  a  mere  instrument  in  hands  divine. 
Blind  to  the  working  of  that  secret  pow'r  320 

That  balances  the  wings  of  ev'ry  hour, 
The  busy  trifler  dreams  himself  alone. 
Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  his  own. 
States  thrive  or  wither,  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 
Ev'n  as  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain. 
While  honour,  virtue,  piety,  bear  sway. 
They  flourish ;  and,  as  these  decline,  decay. 
In  just  resentment  of  his  injur'd  laws. 
He  pours  contempt  on  them,  and  on  their  cause ; 
Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  error  right  athwart 
The  web  of  ev'ry  scheme  they  have  at  heart ;    331 
Bids  rottenness  invade  and  bring  to  dust 
The  pillars  of  support,  in  which  they  trust. 
And  do  his  errand  of  disgrace  and  ^ame 
On  the  chief  strength  and  glory  of  the  frame. 
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None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought ; 
None  bars  him  out  from  his  most  secret  thought : 
Darkness  itself  before  his  eye  is  light, 
And  hell's  close  mischief  naked  in  his  sight. 

Stand  now,  and  judge  thyself . — ^Hast  thou  incurred 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  wiihi  a  word,      341 
Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land, 
Weighing  them  in  ttie  hollow  of  his  hand. 
And  in  whose  awful  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshopx)ers,  as  dust,  a  drop,  a  dream  ? 
Hast  thou  (a  sacrilege  his  soul  abhors) 
Claimed  all  the  glory  of  thy  prosperous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stoFn  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  leam'd,  what  thou  art  often  told,  350 
A  truth  still  sacred,  and  believ'd  of  old. 
That  no  success  attends  on  spears  and  swords 
Unblest,  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Lord's  ? 
That  courage  is  his  creature,  and  dismay 
The  ix)st  that  at  his  bidding  speeds  away. 
Ghastly  in  feature,  and  his  stanmi'ring  tongue 
With  doleful  rumoiir  and  sad  presage  hung, 
To  quell  the  valour  of  tke  stoutest  heart, 
And  teach  the  combatant  a  woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  pursue,  360 
Saves  as  he  will,  by  many  or  by  few, 
And  claims  for  ever,  as  his  royal  right, 
Th'  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  fight  ? 

Hastthou,  though  suckled  at  fair  fi*eiBdom's  breast, 
Exported  slav'ry  to  the  conquered  East, 
PuU'd  down  the  tyrants  India  serv'd  with  dread, 
And  rais'd  thyself,  a  greater,  in  their  stead  ? 
Ck)ne  thither  arm'd  and  hungry,  retum'd  full, 
Fed  from  the  richest  veins  of  tibe  Mc^ul, 
A  despot  big  with  pow'r  obtained  by  wealth,       370 
And  that  obtained  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  ? 
With  Asiatic  vices  stor'd  thy  mind. 
But  left  their  virtues  and  thine  own  behind ; 
And,  having  truck'd  thy  soul,  brought  home  the  fee, 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  himself  to  thee  ? 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shov'd  from  its  design 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  blest  bread  and  wine. 
And  made  the  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office-key,  a  pick-lock  to  a  pl^. 
That  infidels  may  prove  their  title  good  380 

fiy  an  oath  dipp'd  in  sacramental  blood  ? 

357  humour  1794-1800.      376  mov'd  1799.      380  make  1799, 1800. 
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A  blot  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  in  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write ; 
And,  though  a  bishop  toil  to  cleanse  the  stain, 
He  wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  in  vain. 
And  hast  thou  sworn,  on  ev'ry  slight  pretence, 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence, 
WhUe  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin. 
Kiss  the  book's  outside  who  ne'er  look  within  ? 

Hast  thou,  when  heav'n  has  cloth'd  thee  with  dis- 
And,  long  provok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  face,  [grace, 
(For  thou  hast  known  eclipses,  and  endur'd        392 
Dimness  and  anguish,  all  thy  beams  obscur'd, 
When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow ; 
And  never  of  a  sabler  hue  than  now) 
Hastthou,  with  heart  perverse  and  conscience  sear'd, 
Despising  all  rebuke,  still  i)ersever'd, 
And,  having  chosen  evil,  scom'd  the  voice 
That  cried.  Repent !— and  gloried  in  thy  choice  ? 
Thy  fastings,  when  calamity  at  last  400 

Suggests  th'  expedient  of  a  yearly  fast. 
What  mean  they?  Canst  thou  dream  there  is  a  pow'r 
In  lighter  diet,  at  a  later  hour. 
To  charm  to  sleep  the  threat'ning  of  the  skies, 
And  hide  past  f oUy  from  all-seeing  eyes  ? 
The  fast  that  wins  deliverance,  and  suspends 
The  stroke  that  a  vindictive  God  intends, 
Is  to  renoimce  hypocrisy ;  to  draw 
Thy  life  upon  the  pattern  of  the  law ; 
To  war  with  pleasure,  idoliz'd  before ;  410 

To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  its  yoke  no  more. 
All  fasting  else,  whatever  be  the  pretence. 
Is  wooing  mercy  by  renewed  offence. 

Hast  thou  within  thee  sin,  that  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  from  heav'n,  the  sex-abusing  crime, 
Whose  horrid  i)erpetration  stamps  disgrace 
Baboons  are  free  from  upon  human  race? 
Think  on  the  fruitful  and  well  water'd  spot 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot, 
Where  Paradise  seem'd  still  vouchsafd  on  earth,  420 
Burning  and  scorch'd  into  perpetual  dearth, 
Or,  in  his  words  who  damn'd  the  base  desire, 
Suffering  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire : 
Then  nature,  injur'd,  scandaliz'd,  defil'd, 
UnveiFd  her  blushing  cheek,  look'd  on,  and  smil'd; 
Beheld  with  joy  the  lovely  scene  defac'd, 
And  prais'd  the  wrath  that  laid  her  beauties  waste. 

390-413  for  cancelled  passage  see  notes.  414  sins  1786, 

0 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


EXPOSTULATION  53 

Far  be  the  thought  from  any  verse  of  mine, 
And  farther  still  the  form'd  and  fix'd  design, 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds  that  I  detest         430 
Against  an  innocent  unconscious  breast : 
The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man : 
An  individual  is  a  sacred  mark. 
Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play,  or  in  the  dark  ; 
But  public  censure  speaks  a  public  foe. 
Unless  a  zeal  for  virtue  guide  the  blow. 

The  priestly  brotherhood,  devout,  sincere, 
Fi-om  mean  self  interest  and  ambition  clear, 
Their  hope  in  Heav'n,  servility  their  scorn,         440 
Prompt  to  x)ersuade,  expostulate,  and  warn, 
Their  wisdom  piu^,  and  giv'n  them  from  above, 
Tteir  usefulness  insur'd  by  zeal  and  love. 
As  meek  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal 
As  bold  as  in  Agrippa's  presence  Paul, 
Should  fly  the  world's  contaminating  touch. 
Holy  and  unpolluted :— are  thine  such  ? 
Except  a  few  with  Eli's  spirit  blest, 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  describe  the  rest. 

Where  shall  a  teacher  look  in  days  like  these,     450 
For  ears  and  hearts  that  he  can  hope  to  please  ? 
Look  to  the  poor— the  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear,  perhaps,  thy  salutary  strain : 
Humility  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  and  return. 
Alas,  not  so  I  the  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  set  their  faces  as  a  rock ; 
Denied  that  earthly  opulence  they  choose, 
God's  better  gift  they  scoff  at,  and  refuse. 
The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  stem,  460 

Are  more  intelligent,  at  least— try  them. 
Oh,  vain  inquiry  I  they,  without  remorse. 
Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  course ; 
Where  beck'ning  pleasure  leads  them,  wildly  stray; 
Have  burst  the  bMids,  and  cast  the  yoke  away. 

Now,  borne  upon  the  wings  of  truth  sublime, 
Keview  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  island,  spot  of  unreclaim'd  rude  earth. 
The  cradle  that  receiv'd  thee  at  thy  birth. 
Was  rock'd  by  inany  a  rough  Norwegian  blast,    470 
And  Danish  bowlings  scar'd  thee  as  they  pass'd ; 
For  thou  wast  bom  amid  the  din  of  arms, 
And  suck'd  a  breast  that  panted  with  alarms. 

468  island  spot  178^-1788 :  island-spot  SoiUhey. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


54  EXPOSTULATION 

While  yet  thou  wast  a  grov'ling,  pulmg  chit, 
Thy  bones  not  fashioned,  and  thy  joints  not  knit, 
The  Roman  taught  thy  stubborn  knee  to  bow, 
Though  twice  a  Csesar  coidd  not  bend  thee  now : 
His  victory  was  that  of  orient  light, 
When  the  sun's  shafts  disperse  tiUe  gloom  of  night. 
Thy  language  at  this  distant  moment  shows      480 
How  much  the  coimtry  to  the  conqueror  owes ; 
Expressive,  energetic,  and  refin'd, 
It  sparkles  with  the  gems  he  left  behind : 
He  brought  thy  land  a  blessing  when  he  came ; 
He  found  thee  savage,  and  he  left  thee  tame ; 
Taught  thee  to  clothe  thy  pink'd  and  painted  hide, 
And  grace  thy  figure  with  a  soldier's  pride ; 
He  sow'd  the  seeds  of  order  where  he  went, 
Improv'd  thee  far  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And,  while  he  rul'd  l&ee  by  the  sword  alone,      490 
Made  thee  at  last  a  warrior  hke  his  own. 
Religion,  if  in  heav'nly  truths  attir'd, 
Needs  only  to  be  seen  to  be  admir'd ; 
But  thine,  as  dark  as  witch'ries  of  the  night, 
Was  form'd  to  harden  hearts  and  shock  tiie  sight. 
Thy  Druids  struck  the  well-strung  harps  they  bore 
With  fingers  deeply  dy'd  in  human  gore ; 
And,  whUe  the  victim  slowly  bled  to  death, 
Upon  the  rolling  chords  rung  out  his  dying  breath. 
Who  brought  the  lamp,  that  with  awaking  beams 
Dispeird  thy  gloom,  and  broke  away  thy  dreams. 
Tradition,  now  decrepid  and  worn  out,  502 

Babbler  of  ancient  fables,  leaves  a  doubt : 
But  still  light  reach'd  thee ;  and  those  gods  of  thine, 
Woden  and  Thor,  each  tott'ring  in  his  shiine, 
Fell,  broken,  and  defac'd,  at  their  own  door, 
As  Dagon  in  Philistia  long  before. 
But  Rome,  with  sorceries  and  magic  wand, 
Soon  rais'd  a  cloud  tiiat  darkened  ev'ry  land ; 
And  thine  was  smothered  in  the  stench  and  fog  510 
Of  Tiber's  marshes  and  the  pax>al  bog. 
Then  priests,  with  bulls  and  briefs,  and  shaven 

crowns, 
And  griping  fists,  and  imrelenting  frowns, 
Legates  and  delegates,  with  pow'rs  from  hell. 
Though  heavenly  in  pretension,  fleec'd  thee  well ; 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  it  fresh  in  mind, 
Some  twigs  of  that  old  scourge  are  left  *  behind. 

^  Which  may  be  found  at  Doctors'  Commons  [C.]. 

490  well-himg  1794-1800.    499  tolling  1782-1787.    500  awak'ning 

X782-1787.       506  their]  his  1782-1794.  and  add.  a^ter  1800. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


EXPOSTULATION  55 

Thy  soldiery,  the  pope's  well  managed  i>aek, 
Were  ti*am'd  beneath  his  la^,  and  Imew  the  smack, 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  tiie  scent  of  blood,   520 
WoTild  hunt  a  Saracen  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lavish  of  life,  to  win  an  empty  t(Hnb,  % 

That  prov'd  a  mint  of  w^ill^,  a  mine,  to  Rome, 
They  left  their  bones  beneath  unfriendly  skies. 
His  worthless  absolution  all  the  prize  ! 
Thou  wast  the  veriest  slave,  in  days  of  yore. 
That  ever  dragged  a  chain,  or  tugged  an  oar. 
Thy  monarchs,  arbitrary,  fierce,  imjust. 
Themselves  the  slaves  of  bigotry  or  lust, 
Disdain'd  thy  counsels ;  only  in  distress  530 

Found  thee  a  goodly  spunge  for  pow'r  to  press. 
Thy  chiefs,  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee, 
Provok'd  and  harassed,  in  return  plagu'd  thee ; 
Call'd  thee  away  from  peaceable  employ, 
Domestic  happiness  and  rural  joy. 
To  waste  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 
In  causeless  feuds  and  bickerings  of  their  own. 
Thy  i)arliaments  ador'd,  on  bended  knees. 
The  sovereignty  they  were  convened  to  please ; 
Whatever  was  ask'd,  too  timid  to  resist,  540 

Comply'd  with,  and  were  graciously  dismissed ; 
And,  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  expressed. 
And,  blushing  at  the  tameness  of  the  rest, 
Dar'd  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choice, 
He  was  a  traitor  by  the  gen'ral  voice. 
Oh,  slave  !  with  pow'rs  fliou  didst  not  dai'e  exert, 
Verse  cannot  stoop  so  low  as  thy  desert ; 
It  shakes  the  sides  of  splenetic  disdain, 
Thou  self -entitled  ruler  of  the  main. 
To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  fair  sea,       550 
That  clips  thy  shores,  had  no  such  charms  for  thee ; 
When  other  nations  flew  from  coast  to  coast. 
And  thou  hadst  neither  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast. 

Eiieel  now,  and  lay  thy  forehead  in  the  dust  ; 
Blush,  if  thou  canst ;  not  petrified,  thou  must ; 
Act  but  an  honest  and  a  faithful  part ; 
Compare  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  thou  art ; 
And,  God's  disposing  providence  confessed. 
Obduracy  itself  must  yield  the  rest.— 
Then  thou  art  bound  to  serve  him,  and  to  prove. 
Hour  after  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love.  561 

Has  he  not  hid  thee,  and  thy  favoured  land. 
For  ages  safe  beneath  his  sheltering  hand, 
Giv'n  thee  his  blessing  on  the  clearest  proof. 
Bid  nations  leagued  against  thee  stand  aloof. 
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And  chal'g'd  hostility  and  hate  to  roar 

Where  else  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  shore  ? 

His  pow'r  secur'd  thee  when  presumptuous  Spain 

Bapti^'d  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain. 

Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  resigned       670 

To  ev'ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 

Ask'd  of  the  waves  that  broke  upon  his  coast, 

What  tidings  ?  and  the  surge  replied— All  lost ! 

And,  when  the  Stuart,  leaning  on  the  Scot, 

Then  too  much  fear'd,  and  now  too  much  forgot, 

Pierc'd  to  the  very  centre  of  the  reahn, 

And  hop'd  to  seize  his  abdicated  helm, 

'Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly,  with  a  frown, 

Hethat  had  raised  thee  could  have  pluck'd  theedown. 

Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possessed,  580 

Thy  foes  implacable,  thy  land  at  rest ; 

Thy  thimders  travel  over  earth  and  seas. 

And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealth,  and  ease. 

'Tis  thus,  extending  his  tempestuous  arm. 

Thy  Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alarm, 

While  his  own  heav'n  surveys  the  troubled  scene. 

And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 

Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine, 

Pours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine ; 

Thou  hast  as  bright  an  interest  in  her  rays  590- 

As  ever  Roman  had  in  Rome's  best  days. 

True  freedom  is  where  no  restraint  is  known 

That  scripture,  justice,  and  good  sense,  disown, 

Where  only  vice  and  injury  are  tied. 

And  all  from  shore  to  shore  is  free  beside. 

Such  freedom  is — and  Windsor's  hoary  tow'rs 

Stood  trembling  at  the  boldness  of  thy  pow'rs. 

That  won  a  nymph  on  that  immortal  plain, 

Like  her  the  fabled  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain : 

He  found  the  laurel  only— happier  you  600 

Th'  tmfading  laurel,  and  the  virgin  *  too ! 

Now  think,  if  pleasure  have  a  thought  to  spare, 
If  Gk)d  himself  be  not  beneath  her  care ; 
If  business,  constant  as  the  wheels  of  time. 
Can  pause  an  hour  to  read  .a  serious  rhyme ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive. 
Or  expectation  of  the  next,  give  leave ; 
Oh  think,  if  chargeable  with  deep  arrears 
For  such  indulgence  gilding  all  thy  years, 
How  much,  though  long  neglected,  shining  yet,  610 
The  beams  of  heavenly  truth  have  swelFd  the  debt ! 

^  AUudin^r  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Charta,  which  was  extorted 
from  king  John  by  the  Barons  at  Runny  mede  near  Windsor  [C.]. 
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When  persecuting  zeal  made  royal  sport 
With  tortur'd  innocence  in  Mary's  court, 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  shepherd  at  a  wake, 
En joy'd  the  sfiow,  and  danced  about  the  stoke ; 
The  sacred  book,  its  value  understood, 
Received  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
Seem,  to  reflection,  of  a  different  race ; 
Mebk,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere,  620 

In  such  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  fear ; 
They  could  not  purchase  earth  with  such  a  prize,. 
Or  spare  a  life  too  short  to  reach  ihe  skies. 
From  them  to  thee  convey'd  along  the  tide. 
Their  streaming  hearts  pour'd  freely  whenthey  died; 
Those  truths,  which  neither  use  nor  years  impair, 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  they  share. 
What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  ? 
The  moles  and  bats  in  full  assembly  find,  630 

On  special  search,  the  keen-ey'd  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wiser  now  ? 
Prove  it — if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  goodness  are  twin-bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  both  sisters,  never  seen  apart. 
So  then— as  darkness  overspread  the  deep. 
Ere  nature  rose  from  her  eternal  sleep, 
And  this  delightful  earth,  and  that  fair  sky, 
Leaped  out  of  nothing,  call'd  by  the  Most  High ; 
By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  is  made  light,    640 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  might ; 
And  He,  whose  pow'r  mere  nullity  obeys. 
Who  foimd  thee  nothing,  form'd  thee  for  his  praise. 
To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil, 
Doing  and  suff 'ring,  his  unquestion'd  will ; 
'Tis  to  believe  what  men  inspired  of  old. 
Faithful,  and  faithfully  informed,  unfold  : 
Candid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view. 
To  take  for  truth  what  cannot  but  be  true ; 
To  learn  in  God's  own  school  the  Chiistian  part,  650 
And  bind  the  task  assign'd  thee  to  thine  heart : 
Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound  ! 

How  shall  a  verse  impress  thee  ?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  court  thy  shame  ? 
By  their's  whose  bright  example,  unimpeach'd, 
IMrects  thee  to  that  eminence  they  reach'd— 


623  Or}  Nor  178^-1788, 
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Heroes  and  worthies  of  days  past,  thy  «res? 
Or  his,  who  touch'd  their  heart  with  hallow'd  fires? 
Their  names,  alas  I  in  vain  reproach  an  age,       660 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  scom'd  engage ; 
And  his,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  is  hung 
Disgracefully  on  ev'ry  trifler's  tongue, 
Or  serves  the  champion  in  forensic  war 
To  flourish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pleasure  herself,  perhaps,  suggests  a  plea, 
If  interest  move  thee,  to  x)ersuade  e'en  thee ; 
By  ev'ry  cluuin  that  smiles  upon  her  face, 
By  joys  possessed,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase. 
If  dear  society  be  worth  a  thought,  67Q 

And  if  the  feast  of  freedom  cloy  thee  not. 
Reflect  that  these,  and  all  that  seems  thine  own, 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone. 
Like  angels  in  the  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word ; 
That  gratitude  and  temp'rance  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing  and  profuse. 
Secure  the  favour,  and  enhance  the  joy, 
That  thankless  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 

But,  above  all,  reflect— how  cheap  soe'er         680 
Those  rights  that  millions  envy  thee  appear, 
And,  though  resolv'd  to  risk  them,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  pleasure,  heedless  of  his  frown — 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv'n 
Marked  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  heav'n. 
The  word  of  prophesy,  those  truths  divine 
Which  make  that  heav'n  if  thou  desire  it  thine, 
(Awful  alternative  I  believ'd,  belov'd. 
Thy  glory ;  and  thy  shame,  if  unimprov'd) 
Are  never  long  vouchsaf 'd,  if  push'd  aside  690 

With  cold  disgust  or  philosopMc  pride ; 
And  that,  judicially  withdrawn,  disgrace, 
Error,  and  darkness,  occupy  their  place. 

A  world  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  spot 
Not  quickly  found  if  negligently  sought, 
Thy  soul  as  ample  as  thy  bounds  are  small, 
Endiir'st  the  brunt,  and  dar'st  defy  them  all : 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprize 
A  bolder  stiU,  a  contest  with  the  skies? 
Remember,  if  he  guard  thee  and  secure,  700 

Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  success  is  sure ; 
But,  if  he  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow'r 
Of  nations,  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  all  collected  in  thy  single  arm, 
And  thou  could'st  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm. 
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That  sixength  would  fail,  opposed  against  the  push 
And  fei^ble  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush. 

Say  not  (and,  if  the  thought  of  such  defence 
Should  spring  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thence) 
What  nation  amongst  aU  my  foes  is  free  710 

From  crimes  as  base  as  any  charged  on  me? 
Their  measure  fill'd,  they  toa  shsdl  pay  the  debt 
Which  God,  though  long  f orbom,  will  not  forget. 
But  know  tiiat  wrath  divine,  when  most  severe, 
Makes  justice  still  the  guide  of  his  career, 
And  will  not  punish,  in  one  mingled  crowd, 
Them  without  light,  and  thee  without  a  cloud. 

Muse,  hang  this  harp  upon  yon  aged  beech, 
Still  murm'ring  with  the  solemn  truths  I  teach ; 
And,  while,  at  intervals,  a  cold  blast  sings  720 

Through  the  diy  leaves,  and  pants  upon  Qie  strings. 
My  soul  shall  sigh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nation  scourg'd,  yet  tardy  to  repent. 
I  know  the  warning  song  is  simg  in  vain, 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  the  strain  : 
But,  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  designed 
A  blessing  to  my  country  and  manland, 
Reclaim  the  wand'ring  thousands,  and  bring  home 
A  flock,  so  scatter'd  and  so  wont  to  roam, 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knees ;      730 
The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sure  to  please : 
And  truth  alone,  where'er  my  life  be  cast. 
In  scenes  of  plenty  or  the  pining  waste, 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  last. 


HOPE 

[Written  May  or  June,  1781.    Published  1782.1 

doceas  iter,  et  sacra  ostia  pandas. 

ViRo.  En.  C. 

Ask  what  is  human  life—  the  sage  replies, 

With  disappointment  lowering  in  his  eyes, 

A  painful  i>assage  o'er  a  restless  flood, 

A  vain  piursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 

A  scene  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart-felt  care. 

Closing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair. 

The  poor,  inur'd  to  drudgery  and  distress. 

Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  less. 

And  no  wherie,  but  in  feign'd  Arcadian  scenes. 

Taste  happiness,  or  know  what  pleasure  means.  10 

Riches  are  pass'd  away  from  hand  to  hand. 

As  fortune,  vice,  or  folly,  may  command. 
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As  in  a  dance  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 

Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  succeed, 

So  shifting  and  so  various  is  the  plan 

By  which  Heaven  rules  the  mixt  affairs  of  man : 

Vicissitude  wheels  round  the  motley  crowd. 

The  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become  purse-proud ; 

Business  is  labour,  and  man's  weakness  such. 

Pleasure  is  labour  too,  and  tires  as  much,  20 

The  very  sense  of  it  foregoes  its  use. 

By  repetition  palled,  by  age  obtuse. 

Youth  lost  in  dissipation,  we  deplore, 

Through  life's  sad  remnant,  what  no  sighs  restore ; 

Our  years,  a  fruitless  race  without  a  prize. 

Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wise. 

Dangling  his  cane  about,  and  taking  snuff, 
Lothario  cries,  What  philosophic  stuff— 
Oh,  querulous  and  weak !— whose  useless  brain 
Once  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain ; 
Whose  eye,  reverted,  weeps  o'er  all  the  past,        31 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  a  disheart'ning  waste ; 
Would  age  in  thee  resign  his  wintry  reign. 
And  youth  invigorate  that  frame  again, 
Renew'd  desire  would  grace  with  other  speech 
Joys  always  priz'd— when  plac'd  within  our  reach. 

For  lift  thy  palsied  head,  shake  off  the  gloom 
That  overhangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb, 
See  nature,  gay  as  when  she  first  began, 
With  smiles  alluring  her  admirer  man ;  40 

She  spreads  the  morning  over  eastern  hills ; 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  distils; 
The  sun,  obedient,  at  her  call  appears 
To  fling  his  glories  o'er  the  robe  she  wears ; 
Banks    cloth'd    with    flow'rs,   groves   fill'd   with 

sprightly  soimds, 
The  yellow  tilth,  green  meads,  rocks,  rising  grounds, 
Streams  edg'd  with  osiers,  fatt'ning  ev'ry  field 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  now  conceal'd ; 
From  the  blue  rim  where  skies  and  mountains 

meet, 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet,  50 

Ten  thousand  charms,  that  only  fools  despise. 
Or  pride  can  look  at  with  indiff'rent  eyes, 
All  speak  one  language,  all  with  one  sweet  voice 
Cry  to  her  univei^  realm,  Rejoice ! 
Man  feels  the  spur  of  passions  and  desires. 
And  she  gives  largely  more  than  he  requires ; 
Not  that,  his  hours  devoted  all  to  care, 
HoUow-ey'd  abstinence,  and  lean  despair, 
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The  wretch  may  pine,  while  to  his  smell,  taste,  sight, 

She  holds  a  paradise  of  rich  delight ;  60 

But  gently  to  rebuke  his  awkward  fear, 

To  prove  that  what  she  gives  she  gives  sincere, 

To  banish  hesitation,  and  proclaim 

His  happiness,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 

'Tis  grave  philosophy's  absurdest  dream, 

That  heav'n's  intentions  are  not  what  they  seem, 

That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below, 

And  earth  has  no  reality  but  woe. 

Thus  things  terrestrial  wear  a  diffrent  hue. 
As  youth  or  age  persuades ;  and  neither  true :     70 
So  Flora's  wreath  through  colour'd  crystal  seen. 
The  rose  or  lily  appears  blue  or  green, 
But  still  th'  imputed  tints  are  those  alone 
The  medium  represents,  and  not  their  own. 

To  rise  at  noon,  sit  slipshod  and  undressed. 
To  read  the  news,  or  fiddle,  as  seems  best. 
Till  half  the  world  comes  rattling  at  his  door. 
To  fill  the  dull  vacuity  till  four ; 
And,  just  when  evening  turns  the  blue  vault  grey, 
To  spend  two  hours  in  dressing  for  the  day ;        80 
To  make  the  sim  a  bauble  without  use. 
Save  for  the  fruits  his  heav'nly  beams  produce ; 
Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  worth  no  thought, 
Who  bids  hSn  shine,  or  if  he  shine  or  not ; 
Through  mere  necessity  to  close  his  eyes 
Just  when  the  larks  and  when  the  shepherds  rise ; 
Is  such  a  life,  so  tediously  the  same. 
So  void  of  all  utility  or  aim, 
That  poor  Jonquil,  with  almost  ev'ry  breath. 
Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgarly  call'd  death :  90 

For  he,  with  all  his  follies,  has  a  mind 
Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fashionably  blind, 
But  now  and  then,  perhaps,  a  feeble  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way, 
By  which  he  reads,  that  life  without  a  plan, 
As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began. 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  for  discontent 
To  thrive  in ;  an  incmnbrance,  ere  half  spent. 
Oh  I  weariness  beyond  what  asses  feel, 
That  tread  the  circuit  of  the  cistern  wheel ;         100 
A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  stay, 
Yesterday's  face  twin  image  of  to-day ; 
While  conversation,  an  eidkiausted  stock. 
Grows  drowsy  as  the  clicking  of  a  clock. 
No  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  stiiff'd  out 
With  academic  dignity  devout, 
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To  read  wise  lectures— vanity  the  text ! 
Proclaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next ; 
For  truth,  self-evident,  with  pomp  impressed, 
Is  vanity  surpassing  all  the  rest.  110 

That  remedy,  not  hid  in  deeps  profoimd. 
Yet  seldom  sought  where  only  to  be  found, 
While  passion  turns  aside  from  its  due  scope 
Th'  inquirer's  aim — ttiat  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  his  gift,  from  whom  whatever  life  needs, 
With  every  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds ; 
Bestow'd  on  man,  like  all  that  we  partake. 
Royally,  freely,  for  his  bounty  sake ; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  yet  the  seed  of  an  immortal  flow'r ;  120 

Designed,  in  honour  of  his  endless  love. 
To  ml  with  fragrance  his  abode  above ; 
No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem. 
And,  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream ; 
Its  value,  what  no  thought  can  ascertain. 
Nor  all  an  angel's  eloquence  explain. 

Men  deal  with  life  as  children  with  their  play. 
Who  first  misuse,  then  cast  their  toys  away ; 
Live  to  no  sober  purpose,  and  contend 
That  their  Creator  had  no  serious  end.  130 

When  Gk)d  and  man  stand  opi)06ite  in  view, 
Man's  disappointment  must  of  coiu'se  ensue. 
The  just  Creator  condescends  to  write, 
In  beams  of  inextinguishable  light. 
His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  pow'r,  and  love, 
On  all  that  blooms  below  or  shines  above ; 
To  catch  the  wand'ring  notice  of  mankind, 
And  teach  the  world.  If  not  perversely  blind. 
His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  share 
His  offspring  hold  in  his  paternal  care.  140 

If,  led  from  earthly  things  to  things  divine. 
His  creature  thwart  not  his  august  design. 
Then  praise  is  heard  instead  of  reasoning  pride, 
And  captious  cavil  and  complaint  subside. 
Nature,  employed  in  her  allotted  place. 
Is  handmaid  to  the  purposes  of  grace ; 
By  good  vouchsaf 'd,  makes  known  superior  good, 
And  bliss  not  seen,  by  blessings  understood : 
That  bliss,  reveal'd  in  scripture,  with  a  glow 
Bright  as  the  covenant-ensuring  bow,  150 

Fires  all  his  feelings  with  a  noble  scorn 
Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  bom. 
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Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  harve  deem'd  substantial  since  the  fall, 
Yet  has  the  wondrous  virtue  to  educe 
From  emptiness  itself  a  real  use ; 
And,  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  father's  hand, 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand, 
From  fading  good  derives,  with  chemic  art. 
That  lasting  happiness,  a  thankful  heaa*t.  160 

Hope,  with  uplifted  foot  set  free  from  earth, 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth. 
On  steady  wings  sails  through  th^  immense  abyss, 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  from  bow'rs  of  bliss. 
And  crowns  the  soul,  while  yet  a  mourner  here. 
With  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  sure,  holds  fast 
The  Christian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast. 
Hope !  nothing  else  can  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-bom  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure.    170 
Hope  I  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  the  joy. 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destroy, 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he, 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights,  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th'  inestimable  mine. 
Were  light  when  weigh'd  against  one  smile  of  thine. 

Though  clasped  and  cradled  in  his  nurse's  arms. 
He  shine  with  all  a  cherub's  artless  charms,       180 
Man  is  the  genuine  offspring  of  revolt, 
Stubborn  and  sturdy —a  wild  ass's  colt ; 
IDs  passions,  like  the  wat'ry  stores  that  sleep 
Benea^  the  smiling  surface  of  the  deep. 
Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  storm. 
To  frown  and  roar,  and  shake  his  feeble  form. 
From  infancy,  through  childhood's  giddy  maze, 
Froward  at  school,  and  fretful  in  his  playSj 
The  puny  tyrant  bums  to  subjugate 
The  free  republic  of  the  whip-gig  state.  190 

If  one,  his  equal  in  athletic  frame. 
Or,  more  provoking  still,  of  nobler  name. 
Dare  step  across  h£  arbitrary  views. 
An  Iliad,'  only  not  in  verse,  ensues : 
The  Uttle  Greeks  look  trembling  at  the  scales. 
Till  the  best  tongue,  or  heaviest  hand,  prevails. 

Now  see  him  launch'd  into  the  world  at  large : 
If  priest,  supinely  droning  o'er  his  charge, 
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Their  fleece  his  pillow,  and  his  weekly  drawl, 

Though  short,  too  long,  the  price  he  pays  for  all. 

If  lawyer,  loud  whatever  cause  he  plead,  201 

But  proudest  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed ; 

Perhaps  a  grave  physician,  gathering  fees, 

Punctually  paid  for  lengthening  out  disease ; 

No  Cotton,  whose  htunanity  i&eds  rays 

That  make  superior  skill  his  second  praise ; 

If  arms  engage  him,  he  devotes  to  sport 

His  date  of  l£fe,  so  likely  to  be  short. 

A  soldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  brave ; 

So  may  a  tradesman,  if  not  quite  a  knave.         210 

Such  stuff  the  world  is  made  of ;  and  mankind, 

To  passion,  interest,  pleasiire,  whim,  resigned, 

Insist  on,  as  if  each  were  his  own  pope, 

Forgiveness,  and  the  privilege  of  hope. 

But  conscience,  in  some  awful  silent  hour, 

When  captivating  lusts  have  lost  their  pow'r— 

Perhaps  when  sickness,  or  some  fearful  dream. 

Reminds  him  of  religion,  hated  theme  !— 

Starts  from  the  down  on  which  she  lately  slept, 

And  tells  of  laws  despis'd,  at  least  not  kept ;       220 

Shows,  with  a  pointing  finger  but  no  noise, 

A  pale  procession  of  past  sinful  joys. 

All  witnesses  of  blessings  foully  scom'd, 

And  life  abus'd,  and  not  to  be  suborned. 

Mark  these,    she    says;    these,   summoned    from 

afar, 
Begin  their  march,  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar ; 
There  find  a  Judge  inexorably  just, 
And  perish  there,  as  all  presimaption  must. 

Peace  be  to  those  (such  peace  as  earth  can  give) 
Who  live  in  pleasure,  dead  ev'n  while  they  live  ; 
Bom  capable,  indeed,  of  heav'nly  truth ;  231 

But  down  to  latest  age,  from  earliest  youth, 
Their  mind  a  wilderness,  through  want  of  care, 
The  plough  of  wisdom  never  ent'ring  there. 
Peace  (if  insensibility  may  claim 
A  right  to  the  meek  honours  of  her  name) 
To  men  of  pedigree,  their  noble  race 
Emulous  always  of  the  nearest  place 
To  any  throne  except  the  throne  of  grace. 
(Let  cottagers  and  unenlightened  swains  240 

Revere  the  laws  they  dream  that  heav'n  ordains ; 
Resort  on  Sundays  to  the  house  of  pray'r, 
And  ask,  and  fancy  they  find,  blessings  there.) 
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Themselves,  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retreat 
T  enjoy  cool  nature  in  a  country  seat, 
T'  exchange  the  centre  of  a  thousand  trades, 
For  clumx)s,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  cascades, 
May  now  and  then  their  velvet  cushions  take. 
And  seem  to  pray,  for  good  example  sake ; 
Judging,  in  charity,  no  doubt,  the  town  250 

Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 
Kind  souls  !  to  teach  their  tenantry  to  prize 
What  they  themselves,  without  remorse,  despise : 
Nor  hoi)e  have  they,  nor  fear,  of  aught  to  come- 
As  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dimib. 
They  could  have  held  the  conduct  they  pursue, 
Had  Paul  of  Tarsus  liv'd  and  died  a  Jew ; 
And  truth,  proposed  to  reas'ners  wise  as  they, 
Is  a  pearl  cast— completely  cast  away. 

They  die.— Death  lends  them,  pleas'd,  and  as  in 
sport,  260 

All  the  grim  honours  of  his  ghastly  court. 
Far  other  paintings  grace  tiie  chamber  now. 
Where  late  we  saw  fiie  mimic  landscai)e  glow : 
The  busy  heralds  hang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  'scutcheons,  and  dim  lampsbetween ; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around. 
But  they  that  wore  them  move  not  at  the  sound ; 
The  coronet,  plac'd  idly  at  theu'  head. 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  degraded  dead ; 
And  ev'n  the  star  tiiat  glitters  on  the  bier  270 

Can  only  say— Nobility  lies  here. 
Peace  to  all  such— -'twere  pity  to  offend. 
By  useless  censure,  whom  we  cannot  mend ; 
life  without  hope  can  close  but  in  despair — 
'Twas  there  we  found  them,  and  must  leave  them 
there. 

As,  when  two  pilgrims  in  a  forest  stray. 
Both  may  be  lost,  yet  each  in  his  own  way ; 
So  fares  it  with  the  multitudes  beguil'd 
In  vain  opinion's  waste  and  dang'rous  wild.        279 
Ten  thousand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  among. 
Some  eastward,  and  some  westward,  and  all  wrong. 
But  here,  alas !  the  fatal  diff'rence  lies, 
£a<3h  man's  belief  is  right  in  his  own  eyes ; 
And  he  that  blames  what  they  have  blindly  chose, 
Incurs  resentment  for  the  love  he  shows. 

Say,  botanist,  within  whose  province  fall 
The  cedar  and  the  hyssop  on  tiie  wall. 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lanes,  the  fields,  the  bow'rs. 
What  parts  the  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  flow'rs  ? 
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Sweet  soent,  or  lovely  form,  or  both  combin'd,  290 
DistmguiBh  ev'ry  cultivated  kind ; 
The  want  of  both  denotes  a  meaner  breed, 
And  Chloe  from  her  garland  picks  the  weed. 
Thus  hopes  of  ev'ry  sort,  whatever  sect 
Esteem  them,  sow  them,  rear  them,  and  protect, 
K  wild  in  nature,  and  not  duly  found, 
G^ethsemane,  in  thy  dear  hallow'd  ground. 
That  cannot  bear  the  blaze  of  scripture  light. 
Nor  cheer  the  spirit,  nor  refresh  the  sight. 
Nor  animate  the  soul  to  Christian  deeds,  300 

(Oh  cast  them  from  thee !)  are  weeds,  an*ant  weeds. 

Ethelred's  house,  the  centre  of  six  ways. 
Diverging  each  from  each,  like  equal  rays. 
Himself  as  bountiful  as  April  rains, 
Lord  pai*amount  of  the  surrounding  plains, 
Woidd  give  relief  of  bed  and  board  to  none, 
But  guests  that  sought  it  in  th'  apiK)inted  One. 
And  they  might  enter  at  his  open  door, 
Ev'n  tiU  his  spacious  hall  would  hold  no  more. 
He  sent  a  servant  forth  by  ev'ry  road,  310 

To  sound  his  horn  and  prublish  it  abroad, 
Thatall  might  mark— knight,menial,high,and  low— 
An  ordinance  it  concerned  them  much  to  know. 
If,  after  all,  some  headstrong  hardy  lout 
Would  disobey,  though  sure  to  be  shut  out. 
Could  he  with  reason  murmur  at  his  case, 
Himself  sole  author  of  his  own  disgrace  ? 
No !  the  decree  was  just  and  without  flaw ; 
And  he  that  made,  had  right  to  make,  the  law ; 
His  sov'reign  pow'r  and  pleasure  unrestrained,   320 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrongfully  complained. 

Yet  half  mankind  maintain  a  churlish  strife 
With  him  the  Donor  of  eternal  life. 
Because  the  deed,  by  which  his  love  confirms 
The  largess  he  bestows,  prescribes  the  terms. 
Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensures— 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yours. 
And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  give. 
As  with  a  frown  to  say— Do  this,  and  live  I 
Love  is  not  pedlar's  trump'ry ,  bought  and  sold ;  330 
He  will  give  freely,  or  he  will  withhold  ; 
His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought, 
And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 
He  stipulates,  indeed,  but  merely  this— 
That  man  will  freely  take  an  unbought  bliss, 
Will  trust  him  for  a  faithful  gen'rous  part, 
Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart 
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Of  all  the  ways  that  seem  to  promise  fair, 

To  place  you  where  his  saints  his  presence  share, 

This  only  can  ;  for  this  plain  cause,  expressed     340 

In  terms  as  plain—himself  has  shut  the  rest. 

But  oh  the  strife,  the  bickering,  and  debate, 

The  tidings  of  impurchas'd  heav'n  create ! 

The  flirted  fan,  the  bridle,  and  the  toss. 

All  speakers,  yet  all  language  at  a  loss. 

From  stucco'd  walls  smart  arguments  rebound ; 

And  beaus,  adepts  in  ev'ry  thing  profound. 

Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  off  the  sound. 

Such  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 

Th'  explosion  of  the  levell'd  tube  excites,  350 

Where  mould'ring  abbey  walls  o'erhang  the  glade. 

And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  mournful  shade. 

The  screaming  nations,  hov'ring  in  mid  air, 

Loudly  resent  the  stranger's  freedom  there. 

And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 

His  bold  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

Adieu,  Vinoso  cries,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper,  trembling  at  his  lips. 
Adieu  to  all  morality— if  grace 
Make  works  a  vain  ingredient  in  the  case !         360 
The  Christian  hope  is— Waiter,  draw  the  cork— 
If  I  mistake  not— Blockhead !  with  a  fork  !— 
Without  good  works,  whatever  some  may  boast. 
Mere  folly  and  delusion— Sir,  your  toast ! — 
My  firm  persuasion  is,  at  least  sometimes. 
That  heav'n   will  weigh  man's  virtues  and  his 

crimes 
With  nice  attention,  in  a  righteous  scale. 
And  save  or  damn  as  these  or  those  prevail. 
I  plant  my  foot  upon  this  ground  of  trust. 
And  silence  ev'ry  fear  with— Grod  is  just.  370 

But  if  i)erchance,  on  some  didl  drizzling  day, 
A  bought  intrude  that  says,  or  seems  to  say. 
If  thus  th'  important  cause  is  to  be  tried. 
Suppose  the  beam  shoidd  dip  on  the  wrong  side ; 
I  soon  recover  from  these  needless  frights, 
And,  God  is  merciful— sets  all  to  rights. 
Thus,  between  justice,  as  my  prime  support. 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  last  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  heav'n  in  view. 
And— pardon  me— the  bottle  stands  with  you.    380 

I  never  will  believe,  the  col'nel  cries. 
The  sanguinary  schemes  that  some  devise, 
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Who  make  the  good  Creator,  on  their  plan, 

A  being  of  less  equity  than  man. 

K  api)etite,  or  what  divines  call  lust, 

Which  men  comply  with,  e'en  because  they  must. 

Be  punish'd  witii  perdition,  who  is  pure? 

Then  their's,  no  doubt,  as  well  as  mine,  is  siu'e. 

K  sentence  of  eternal  pain  belong 

To  ev'ry  sudden  slip  and  transient  wrong,  390 

Then  heav'n  enjoins  the  fallible  and  frail 

An  hopeless  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  fail ! 

My  creed  (whatever  some  creed-makers  mean 

By  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  Nicene) 

My  creed  is— he  is  safe  that  does  his  best, 

And  death's  a  doom  sufficient  for  the  rest. 

Right,  says  an  ensign ;  and,  for  aught  I  see, 
Your  faith  and  mine  substantially  agree ; 
The  best  of  ev'ry  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  discharge  the  duties  of  his  sphere.  400 

A  lawyer's  dealings  should  be  just  and  fair- 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there. 
Fasting  and  pray'r  sit  well  upon  a  priest — 
A  decent  caution  and  reserve  at  least. 
A  soldier's  best  is  courage  in  the  field, 
With  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  concealed : 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  easy,  gay ; 
An  hand  as  Ub'ral  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  shrinks. 
Nor  closets  up  his  thought,  whate'er  he  thinlcs,  410 
Who  scorns  to  do  an  injury  by  stealth, 
Must  go  to  heav'n— and  I  must  drink  his  health. 
Sir  Smug,  he  cries,  (for  lowest  at  the  board- 
Just  made  fifth  chaplain  of  his  patron  lord. 
His  shoulders  witnessing  by  many  a  shrug 
How  much  his  feelings  suffer'd— sat  Sir  Smug) 
Your  office  is  to  winnow  false  from  true ; 
CJome,  prophet,  drink,  and  tell  us— What  think  you? 

Sighing  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  glass. 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pass,    420 
Fallible  man,  the  church-bred  youth  replies. 
Is  still  found  fallible,  however  wise ; 
And  diff'ring  judgments  serve  but  to  declare 
That  truth  lies  somewhere,  if  we  knew  but  where. 
Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read. 
Of  critics  now  alive,  or  long  since  dead. 
The  book  of  all  the  world  that  charm'd  me  most 
Was— well-a-day,  the  title  page  was  lost ! 
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The  writer  well  remarks,  an  heart  that  knows 

To  take  with  gratitude  what  heav'n  bestows,      430 

With  prudence  always  ready  at  our  call 

To  guide  our  use  of  it,  is  all  in  all. 

Doubtless  it  is.— To  which,  of  my  own  store, 

I  superadd  a  few  essentials  more ; 

But  these,  excuse  the  liberty  I  take, 

I  wave  just  now,  for  conversation  sake.— 

Spoke  like  an  oracle,  they  all  exclaim, 

Aiid  add  Right  Rev'rend  to  Smug's  honoured  name! 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giv'n  us  in  a  land 
Where  busy  arts  are  never  at  a  stand ;  440 

Where  science  points  her  telescopic  eye, 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky ; 
Where  bold  inquiry,  diving  out  of  sight, 
Brings  many  a  precious  pearl  of  truth  to  light ; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  persevering  quest. 
That  fashion,  taste,  or  luxury,  suggest. 

But,  above  all,  in  her  own  light  array'd, 
See  mercy's  grand  apocalyx)se  displayed ! 
The  sacred  book  no  longer  suffers  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  tongue ;      450 
But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  could  never  mend, 
What  simplest  minds  can  soonest  comprehend. 
God  gives  the  word— the  preachers  throng  around, 
Live  from  his  lips,  and  spread  the  glorious  sound  : 
That  sound  bespeaks  salvation  on  her  way. 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day  I 
^Tis  heard  where  England's  eastern  glory  shines, 
And  in  the  gulphs  of  her  Cornubian  mines. 
And  still  it  spreads.    See  Grermany  send  forth 
Her  sons  *  to  pour  it  on  the  farthest  north :         460 
Fir'd  with  a  zeal  i)eculiar,  they  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  sky. 
And  plant  successfully  sweet  Sharon's  rose 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  snows. 

Oh,  blest  within  th'  inclosure  of  your  rocks, 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boast,  nor  bleating  flocks ; 
No  fertilizing  streams  your  fields  divide, 
That  show,  revers'd,  the  villas  on  their  side ; 
No  groves  have  ye ;  no  cheerful  sound  of  bird. 
Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  your  land  is  heard ;  470 

Nor  grateful  eglantine  regales  the  smell 
Of  those  that  walk  at  ev'ning  where  ye  dwell : 
But  winter,  arm'd  with  terrors  here  unknown. 
Sits  absolute  on  his  unshaken  throne ; 

*  The  Moravian  missionaries  in  Greenland.   Vide  Krantz  [C.]. 
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Piles  up  his  stores  amidst  the  frozen  waste, 
And  bids  the  mountains  he  has  built  stand  fast ; 
Beckons  the  legions  of  his  storms  away 
From  happier  scenes,  to  make  yoiu'  land  a  prey ; 
Proclaims  the  soil  a  conquest  he  has  won, 
And  scorns  to  share  it  with  the  distant  sun.        480 
—Yet  truth  is  your's,  remote,  unenvied  isle  1 
And  peace,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  smile ; 
The  pride  of  letter'd  ignorance,  that  binds 
In  chains  of  errour  our  accomplished  minds. 
That  decks,  with  all  the  Splendour  of  the  true, 
A  false  religion,  is  unknown  to  you. 
Nature  indeed  vouchsafes,  for  our  delight. 
The  sweet  vicissitudes  of  day  and  night ; 
Soft  airs  and  genial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  and  ev'ry  creature  here ;  490 
But  brighter  beams,  than  his  who  fires  the  skies. 
Have  ris'n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes. 
That  shoot  into  your  darkest  caves  the  day, 
From  which  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

Here  see  th'  encouragement  grace  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  price ! 
What  were  they  ?  what  some  fools  are  made  by  art, 
They  were  by  nature— atheists,  head  and  heart. 
The  gross  idolatry  blind  heathens  teach 
Was  too  refin'd  for  them,  beyond  their  reach.     500 
Not  ev'n  the  glorious  sun— though  men  revere  . 
The  monarch  most  that  seldom  will  appear. 
And  tho'  his  b^ms,  that  quicken  where  they  shine. 
May  claim  some  right  to  be  esteemed  divine— 
Not  e'en  the  sun,  desirable  as  rare. 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  vot'ry  there  I 
They  were,  what  base  credulity  believes 
True  Christians  are,  dissemblers,  drunkards,  thieves. 
The  fuU-gorg'd  savage,  at  his  nauseous  feast 
Spent  half  the  darkness,  and  snor'd  out  the  rest. 
Was  one  whom  justice,  on  an  equal  plan,  611 

Denouncing  death  upon  the  sins  of  man. 
Might  almost  have  indulged  with  an  escape. 
Chargeable  only  with  a  human  shape. 

What  are  they  now ?— Morality  may  spare 
Her  grave  concern,  her  kind  suspicions,  there : 
The  wretch,  who  once  sang  wildly,  danc'd  and 

laugh'd, 
And  suck'd  in  dizzy  madness  with  his  draught. 
Has  wept  a  silent  flood,  revers'd  his  ways. 
Is  sober,  meek,  benevolent,  and  prayB,  520 

Feeds  sparingly,  communicates  his  store, 
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Abhors  the  craft  he  boasted  of  before— 
And  he  that  stole  has  learned  to  steal  no  more. 
Well  spake  the  prophet,  Let  the  desert  smg, 
"Where  sprang  the  thorn  the  spiry  fir  shall  spring, 
And  where  unsightly  and  rank  thistles  grew 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  yew. 

Gro  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  foundation  virtue  is  to  stand, . 
If  self -exalting  claims  be  turned  adrift,  530 

And  grace  be  grace  indeed,  and  life  a  gift. 
The  poor  reclaimed  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
GHst'ning  at  once  with  pity  and  surprise, 
Amaz'd  &at  shadows  should  obscure  the  sight 
Of  one  whose  birth  was  in  a  land  (d  light. 
Shall  answer,  Hope,  sweet  hope,  has  set  me  free, 
And  made  all  pleasures  else  mere  dross  to  me. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  tiiat  wmts  on  all  beside. 
Wild  as  if  nature  there,  void  of  all  good,  540 

Play'd  only  gambc^  in  a  frantic  mood, 
(Yet  charge  not  heav'nly  skill  with  having  planned 
A  play-thing  world,  unworthy  of  his  hand !) 
Can  see  his  love,  though  secret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  stamped  plainly  on  his  works ; 
Deem  life  a  blessing  with  its  numerous  woes, 
Nor  spurn  away  a  gift  a  God  bestows. 

Hard  task,  indeed,  o'er  arctic  seas  to  roam ! 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  grows  it  not  at  home  ? 
Yes,  but  an  object,  bright  as  orient  mom,  550 

May  press  the  eye  too  closely  to  be  bom ; 
A  distant  virtue  we  can  all  confess, 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  less. 

Leuconomus  (beneath  well-sounding  Greek 
I  slur  a  name  a  xK)et  must  not  speak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  infamy's  high  stage. 
And  bore  the  pelting  scorn  of  half  an  age ; 
The  very  butt  of  slander,  and  the  blot 
For  ev'ry  dart  that  malice  ever  shot. 
The  man  that  mentioned  him  at  once  dismissed    560 
All  mercy  from  his  lips,  and  sneer'd  and  hiss'd ; 
His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew, 
And  perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence. 
His  speech  rebellion  against  common  sense ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty's  plain  rule. 
And,  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fool ; 
The  world's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  pass'd ; 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn'd  at  last. 
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Now,  truth,  perform  thine  office ;  waft  aside  570 
The  curtain  drawn  by  prejudice  and  pride, 
Beyeal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wond'ring  eyes 
This  more  than  monster  in  his  proper  guise. 

He  lov'd  the  world  that  hated  him :  the  tear 
That  dropp'd  upon  his  Bible  was  sincere : 
Assaird  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife. 
His  only  answer  was,  a  blameless  life ; 
And  he  that  forg'd,  and  he  that  threw,  the  dart, 
Had  each  a  brother's  interest  in  his  heart ! 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbrib'd,    680 
Were  copied  close  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 
He  followed  Paul— his  zeal  a  kindred  flame, 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same, 
like  him,  crossed  cheerfully  tempestuous  seas, 
Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  ease ; 
Like  him  he  laboiu^'d,  and,  like  him,  content 
To  bear  it,  suffered  shame  where'er  he  went. 

Blush,  calumny !  and  write  uiK)n  his  tomb. 
If  honest  eulogy  can  spare  thee  room. 
Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  lies,  690 

Which,  aim'd  at  him,  have  pierc'd  th'  offended  skies ; 
And  say.  Blot  out  my  sin,  confessed,  deplor'd. 
Against  thine  image  in  thy  saint,  oh  Lord  ! 

No  blinder  bigot,  I  maintain  it  still. 
Than  he  who  must  have  pleasure,  come  what  will : 
He  laughs,  whatever  weapon  truth  may  draw. 
And  deems  her  sharp  artillery  mere  straw. 
Scripture,  indeed,  is  plain ;  but  God  and  he. 
On  scripture-ground,  are  sure  to  disagree ; 
Some  wiser  rule  must  teach  him  how  to  live,     600 
Than  this  his  Maker  has  seen  fit  to  give ; 
Supple  and  flexible  as  Indian  cane. 
To  take  the  bend  his  appetites  ordain ; 
CJontriv'd  to  suit  frail  nature's  crazy  case. 
And  reconcile  his  lusts  with  saving  grace. 
By  this,  with  nice  precision  of  design, 
He  draws  upon  life's  map  a  zig-zag  line. 
That  shows  how  far  'tis  safe  to  follow  sin. 
And  where  his  danger  and  God's  wrath  begin. 
By  this  he  forms,  as  pleas'd  he  sports  along,       610 
His  well-pois'd  estimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  finds  the  modish  manners  of  tiie  day, 
Though  loose,  as  harmless  as  an  infant's  play. 

Build  by  whatever  plan  caprice  decrees, 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground,  you  please ; 

601  this]  that  1782, 1786, 
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Your  hope  shall  stand  unblam^d,  perhaps  admir'd, 

If  not  that  hope  the  scripture  has  required. 

The   strange   conceits,  vain   projects,   and    wild 

dreams, 
With  which  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  other  follies  strike  the  public  eye,        620 
And  raise  a  laugh)  pass  immolested  by ; 
But  if,  unblameable  in  word  and  thought, 
A  man  arise— a  man  whom  God  has  taught, 
With  all  Elijah's  dignity  of  tone, 
And  all  the  love  of  the  beloved  John— 
To  storm  the  citadels  they  build  in  aii*. 
And  smite  th'  untemper'd  wall,  'tis  death  to  spare ; 
To  sweep  away  all  refuges  of  lies. 
And  place,  instead  of  quirks  themselves  devise. 
Lama  sabacthani  before  their  eyes ;  630 

To  prove  that  without  Christ  all  gain  is  loss. 
All  hope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  cross ; 
Except  the  few  his  God  may  have  impress'd, 
A  tenfold  frenzy  seizes  all  the  rest. 

Throughout  mankind,  the  Christian  kind  at  least. 
There  dwells  a  consciousness  in  ev'ry  breast. 
That  folly  ends  where  genuine  hope  begins. 
And  he  that  finds  his  heav'n  must  lose  his  sins. 
Nature  opposes,  with  her  utmost  force, 
This  riving  stroke,  this  ultimate  divorce ;  640 

And,  while  religion  seems  to  be  her  view. 
Hates  with  a  deep  sincerity  the  true  : 
For  this— of  all  that  ever  influenc'd  man. 
Since  Abel  worshipp'd,  or  the  world  began— 
This  only  spares  no  lust ;  admits  no  plea ; 
But  makes  him,  if  at  all,  completely  free ; 
Sounds  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  car, 
Of  an  eternal,  universal  war ; 
Rejects  all  treaty ;  penetrates  all  wiles ;  649 

Scorns  with  the  same  indiff 'rence  frowns  and  smiles ; 
Drives  through  the  realms  of  sin,  where  riot  reels. 
And  grinds  Ins  crown  beneath  her  biuning  wheels! 
Hence  all  that  is  in  man — pride,  x>assion,  art, 
Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feelings  of  the  heart- 
Insensible  of  truth's  almighty  charms. 
Starts  at  her  first  approach,  and  soimds.  To  arms ! 
While  bigotry,  with  well  dissembled  fears, 
His  eyes  shut  fast,  his  fingers  in  his  ears. 
Mighty  to  parry  and  push  by  God's  word 
With  senseless  noise,  his  argument  the  sword,   660 
Pretends  a  zeal  for  godliness  and  grs^e^ 
And  spite  abhorrence  in  the  Christian's  face. 
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Parent  of  hope,  immortal  truth !  make  known 
Thy  deathless  wreaths  and  triumphs,  all  thine  own : 
The  silent  progress  of  thy  pow'r  is  such. 
Thy  means  so  feeble,  and  despis'd  so  much. 
That  few  believe  the  wonders  thou  hast  wrought, 
And  none  can  teach  them  but  whom  thou  hast  taught. 
Oh,  see  me  sworn  to  serve  thee,  and  command 
A  painter's  skill  into  a  poet's  hand !  670 

That,  while  I,  trembling,  trace  a  work  divine, 
Fancy  may  stand  aloof  from  the  design, 
And  light,  and  shade,  and  ev'ry  stroke,  be  thine. 

If  ever  thou  hast  felt  another's  pain, 
If  ever  when  he  sigh'd  hast  sigh'd  again, 
If  ever  on  thine  eye  lid  stood  the  tear 
That  pity  had  engendered,  drop  one  here ! 
This  man  was  happy—had  the  world's  good  word, 
And  with  it  ev'ry  joy  it  can  a^ord ; 
Friendship  and  love  seem'd  tenderly  at  strife,     680 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  unfroubled  life  ; 
Politely  learn'd,  and  of  a  gentle  race. 
Good-breeding  and  good  sense  gave  all  a  grax5e. 
And,  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  fair 
He  laugh'd  and  trifled,  made  him  welcome  there, 
Or,  if  in  masculine  debate  he  shar'd. 
Ensured  him  mute  attention  and  regard. 
Alas,  how  changed  .'—Expressive  of  his  mind, 
His  eyes  are  suiJi,  arms  folded,  head  reclined ; 
Those  awful  syllables,  hell,  death,  and  sin,         690 
Though  whispered,  plainly  tell  what  works  within; 
That  conscience  there  performs  her  proper  part. 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  his  heart  I 
Forsaking,  and  forsaken  of  all  friends, 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleasure  ends ; 
Hard  task— for  one  who  lately  knew  no  care, 
And  harder  still,  as  learnt  beneath  despair ! 
His  hours  no  longer  pass  unmark'd  away, 
A  dark  importance  saddens  every  day ; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  clock,  perplex'd,         700 
And  cries— perhaps  eternity  strikes  next ! 
Sweet  musitj  is  no  longer  music  here. 
And  laughter  sounds  like  madness  in  his  ear : 
His  grief  the  world  of  all  her  pow'r  disarms ; 
Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  has  no  charms : 
God's  holy  word,  once  trivial  in  his  view,  • 

Now  by  the  voice  of  his  exi)erience  true. 
Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  alone 
Must  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  make  his  own. 
676  thy  1794-1800.  680  seem  1800. 
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Now  let  the  bright  reverse  be  known  abroad ;  710 
Say  man's  a  worm,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  his  country's  laws 
Have  justly  doom'd  for  some  atrocious  cause, 
Exi)ects,  in  darkness  and  heart-chilling  fears, 
The  shameful  close  of  all  his  mispent  years ; 
If  chance,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  bom, 
A  tempest  usher  in  the  dreaded  mom. 
Upon  his  dungeon  walls  the  lightning  play, 
The  thtmder  seems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies,  720 

Shoots  back  the  bolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies : 
If  then,  just  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  lost. 
When  hope,  long  lingering,  at  last  yields  the  ghost, 
The  sound  of  pardon  pierce  his  startled  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fetters  and  his  fear  ; 
A  transiK)rt  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  speiaks. 
And  the  first  thankful  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  far  superior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  comfort  of  a  few  poor  added  days, 
Invades,  possesses,  and  o'erwhelms,  the  soul      730 
Of  him,  whom  hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
'Tis  heav'n,  all  heav'n,  descending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  kings ; 
'Tis  more— 'tis  Grod  diffus'd  through  ev'ry  part, 
'Tis  God  himself  triumphant  in  his  heart ! 
Oh,  welcome  now  the  sun's  once  hated  light. 
His  noon-day  beams  were  never  half  so  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  call'd  t'  employ 
Their  hours,  their  days,  in  list'ning  to  his  joy ; 
Unconscious  nature,  all  that  he  surveys,  740 

Hocks,  groves,  and  streams,  must  join  him  in  his 
praise. 

These  are  thy  glorious  works,  eternal  truth. 
The  scoff  of  wither'd  age  and  beardless  youth  ; 
These  move  the  censure  and  illib'ral  grin 
Of  fools  that  hate  thee  and  delight  in  sin : 
But  these  shall  last  when  night  has  quench'd  the  pole, 
And  heav'n  is  all  departed  as  a  scroll : 
And  when,  as  justice  has  long  since  decreed. 
This  earth  shall  blaze,  and  a  new  world  succeed, 
Then  these  thy  glorious  works,  and  they  who  share 
That  hope  which  can  alone  exclude  despair,        751 
Shall  live  exempt  from  weakness  and  decay. 
The  brightest  wonders  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  tiie  bard  (if  that  fair  name  belong 
To  him  that  blends  no  fable  with  his  song) 

718  lightnings  1782^  1786.  750  who]  that  1782, 1786. 
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Whose  lines,  unitiiig,  by  an  honest  art, 

The  faithful  monitor's  and  poet's  part, 

Seek  to  delight,  that  they  may  mend  mankind, 

And,  while  tiiey  captivate,  inform  the  mind : 

Still  happier,  if  he  till  a  thankful  soil,  760 

And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toil : 

But  happier  far,  who  comfort  those  that  wait 

To  hear  plain  truth  at  Judah's  hallowed  gate. 

Their  language  simple,  as  their  manners  meek. 

No  shining  ornaments  have  they  to  seek ; 

Nor  labour  they,  nor  time,  nor  talents,  waste, 

In  sorting  flow'rs  to  suit  a  fickle  taste ; 

But,  while  they  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  skies, 

Which  art  can  only  darken  and  disguise, 

Th'  abundant  harvest,  recompense  divine,  770 

Repays  their  work— the  gleaning  only  mine. 


CHARITY 

[Written  June  and  July,  1781.    Published  1782.] 

Quo  nihil  majus  melius ve  terris 
Fata  donavere,  bonicjue  divi, 
Nee  dabunt,  q^uamvis  redeant  in  aunim 
Tempora  pnscum.— Hob.  Lib.  iv.  Ode  2. 

Fairest  and  foremost  of  the  train,  that  wait 

On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state, 

Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  love, 

Chief  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above. 

Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  a  powr'f ul  plea) 

A  task  I  venture  on,  impelFd  by  thee : 

Oh,  never  seen  but  in  thy  blest  effects. 

Or  felt  but  in  the  soul  that  heav'n  selects ; 

Who  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 

To  other  hearts,  must  have  thee  in  his  own.         10 

Come,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  desires. 

Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires. 

And,  though  disgraced  and  slighted,  to  redeem 

A  poet's  name,  by  making  thee  the  tiieme. 

Gk)d,  working  ever  on  a  social  plan. 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  unconfin'd, 
One  man  the  common  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  tribe,  though  placed  as  he  sees  best. 
Where  seas  or  deserts  part  them  from  the  rest,    20 
Differing  in  language,  manners,  or  in  face. 
Might  feel  themselves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
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When  Cook— lamented,  and  with  tears  as  just 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dust— 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown, 
And  in  his  country's  glory  sought  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view. 
He  sooth'd  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile. 
The  simple  native  of  the  new-found  isle ;  30 

He  spum'd  the  wretch  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood. 
Nor  would  endure  that  any  should  controul 
His  free-bom  brethren  of  the  southern  pole. 

But,  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  respect, 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  neglect. 
In  baser  souls  unnumbered  ev&s  meet, 
To  thwart  its  influence,  and  its  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  lov'd  for  savage  lives  he  sav'd, 
See  Cortez  odious  for  a  world  enslav'd !  40 

Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity  ?  where  then, 
Thou  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ? 
Wast  thou  in  monkish  cells  and  nimn'ries  found. 
Or  building  hospitals  on  English  ground? 
No.— Mammon  makes  the  world  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love ;  and  heav'n  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care) 
Nor  age  nor  infancy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand  that  slew,  till  it  could  slay  no  more, 
Was  glu'd  to  the  sword-hilt  with  Indian  gore.      50 
Their  prmce,  as  justly  seated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own, 
Trick'd  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art. 
That  stripped  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart. 
Died,  by  ttie  sentence  of  a  shaven  priest. 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detest. 
How  dark  the  veil  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  heav'n's  mysterious  purposes  and  ways  I 
God  stood  not,  though  he  seem'd  to  stand,  aloof ; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqueror  feels  the  proof ;    60 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  curse. 
The  fretting  plag[ue  is  in  the  public  purse. 
The  canker'd  si)oil  corrodes  the  pining  state, 
Starv'd  by  that  indolence  their  mines  create. 

Oh,  could  their  ancient  Incas  rise  again, 
How  wotdd  they  take  up  Israel's  taunting  strain ! 
Art  thou  too  fallen,  Iberia  ?   Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  murderer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thou  that  hast  wasted  earth,  and  dar'd  despise 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies,  70 
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Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grave,  thy  glory  laid 

Low  in  the  pits  thine  avarice  has  made ! 

We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest, 

To  see  th'  oppressor  in  his  turn  oppressed. 

Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  whose  hand 

Roll'd  over  all  our  desolated  land, 

Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 

And  made  the  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 

The  sword  shall  light  upon  thy  boasted  pow'rs, 

And  waste  them,  as  thy  sword  has  wasted  our's.  80 

'Tis  thus  Omnipotence  his  law  fulfils. 

And  vengeance  executes  what  justice  wills. 

Again— the  band  of  commerce  was  designed 
T'  associate  all  the  branches  of  mankind ; 
And,  if  a  boundless  plenty  be  the  robe, 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
Qod  opens  fruitful  nature's  various  scenes : 
Each  climate  needs  what  other  climes  produce, 
And  offers  something  to  the  gen'ral  use :  90 

No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  call, 
And  in  return  receives  supply  from  all. 
This  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid. 
Cheers  what  were  else  an  universal  shade. 
Calls  nature  from  her  ivy  mantled  den, 
And  softens  human  rock- work  into  men. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expressive  face, 
Stej^s  forth  to  fashion  and  refine  the  I'ace ; 
Not  only  fills  necessity's  demand. 
But  overcharges  her  capacious  hand :  100 

Capricious  taste  itself  can  crave  no  more 
Than  she  supplies  from  her  abounding  store ; 
She  strikes  out  all  that  luxury  can  ask. 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endless  task. 
Her's  is  the  spacious  arch,  the  shapely  sph'e. 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet's  lyre ; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  light  and  shade, 
And  verse,  more  lasting,  hues  that  never  fade. 
She  guides  the  finger  o'er  the  dancing  keys, 
Gives  difficulty  all  the  grace  of  ease,  110 

And  pours  a  torrent  of  sweet  notes  around, 
Fast  as  the  thirsting  ear  can  drink  the  sound. 

These  are  the  gifts  of  art ;  and  art  thrives  most 
Where  commerce  has  enrich'd  the  busy  coast ; 
He  catches  all  improvements  in  his  flight. 
Spreads  foreign  wonders  in  his  countiy's  sight, 
Imports  what  others  have  invented  well. 
And  stirs  his  own  to  match  them,  or  excel. 
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'Tis  thus,  reciprocating  each  with  each, 
Alternately  the  nations  learn  and  teach  ♦,  12Q 

While  providence  enjoins  to  ev'ry  soul 
An  union  with  the  vast  terraqueous  whole. 

Heav'n  speed  the  canvass,  gallantly  unfurFd 
To  furnish  and  accommodate  a  world. 
To  give  the  i)ole  the  produce  of  the  sun, 
And  knit  th'  imsocial  climates  into  one. 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impel  the  fleet  whose  errand  is  to  save. 
To  succour,  wasted  regions,  and  rej^ce 
The  smile  of  opidence  in  sorrow's  face.—  130 

Let  nothing  adverse,  nothing  unforeseen, 
Impede  the  bark  that  plows  the  deep  serene, 
Charg'd  with  a  freight  transcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  natiu'e's  rarest  birth. 
That  flies,  like  Gkibriel  on  his  Lord's  commands, 
An  herald  of  God's  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But,  ah !  what  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  pray'r, 
For  merchants,  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  tr^c,  gage,  and  span. 
And  buy,  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  ?     140 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  husband,  friend, 
AU  bonds  of  natiu*e,  in  that  moment  end ; 
And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath, 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  death. 
The  sable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  forget. 
Loses  in  tears  the  far  receding  shore, 
But  not  the  thought  that  they  must  meet  no  more ; 
Depriv'd  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow. 
What  has  he  left  that  he  can  yet  forego  ?  150 

Yes,  to  deep  sadness  sullenly  resign'd, 
^e  feels  his  body's  bondage  in  his  mind ; 
Puts  off  his  gen'rous  nature ;  and,  to  suit 
His  manners  with  his  fate,  puts  on  the  brute. 

Oh,  most  degrading  of  all  ills,  that  wait 
On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  best  estate ! 
All  other  sorrows  virtue  may  endure, 
And  find  submission  more  than  half  a  cure ; 
Grief  is  itself  a  med'cine,  and  bestow'd 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  bears  the  load,       IGO 
To  teach  the  wand'rer,  as  his  woes  increase, 
The  path  of  wisdom,  all  whose  paths  are  peace ; 
But  slav'ry !— virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave : 
Patience  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave. 
Or,  if  the  will  and  sovereignty  of  God 
Bid  suff^.it  awhile,  and  ki^  the  rod, 
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Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day, 

And  snap  the  chain  the  moment  when  you  may. 

Nature  imprints  upon  whate'er  we  see 

That  has  a  heart  and  life  in  it—Be  free  I  170 

The  beasts  are  chartered— neither  age  nor  force 

Can  quell  the  love  of  freedom  in  a  horse : 

He  breaks  the  cord  that  held  him  at  the  rack ; 

And,  conscious  of  an  unincumbered  back, 

Snuffs  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein, 

Loose  fly  his  forelock  and  his  ample  mane ; 

Responsive  to  tt^e  distant  neigh  he  neighs ; 

Nor  stops,  tiU,  overleaping  all  delays, 

He  finds  the  piasture  where  his  fellows  graze. 

Canst   thou,    and    honoured    with   a  Christian 
name,  180 

Buy  what  is  woman-bom,  and  feel  no  shame  ? 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
Expedience  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wolf,  whom  famine  has  made  bold 
To  quit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold : 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  steals  close  to  your  bedside ; 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence  f orc'd  the  door, 
He  foimd  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 
Has  Grod  then  giv'n  its  sweetness  to  the  cane—   190 
Unless  his  laws  be  trampled  on— in  vain  ? 
Built  a  brave  world,  which  cannot  yet  subsist. 
Unless  his  right  to  rule  it  be  dismissed  ? 
Impudent  blasphemy !— So  folly  pleads. 
And,  av'rice  being  judge,  with  ease  succeeds. 

But  grant  the  plea— and  let  it  stand  for  just, 
That  man  make  man  his  prey  because  he  must ; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate. 
And  soothe,  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  state. 
A  Briton  knows— or,  if  he  knows  it  not,  200 

The  Scripture  plac'd  within  his  reach,  he  ought— 
That  souls  have  no  discriminating  hue. 
Alike  imiK)rtant  in  their  Maker's  view ; 
That  none  are  free  from  blemish  since  the  fall. 
And  love  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  all. 
The  wretch  that  works  and  weeps  without  relief. 
Has  one  that  notices  his  silent  grief. 
He,  from  whose  hands  alone  all  pow'r  proceeds. 
Ranks  its  abuse  among  the  foulest  deeds. 
Considers  all  injustice  with  a  frown ;  210 

But  marks  the  man  that  treads  his  fellow  down. 
Begone  !— the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hand 
Are  hateful  ensigns  of  usurped  command. 
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Not  Mexico  could  purchase  kings  a  claim 
To  scourge  him,  weariness  his  only  blame. 
Bemember,  heav'n  has  an  avenging  rod— 
To  smite  the  poor  is  treason  against  God  ! 

Trouble  is  grudgingly  and  hardly  brook'd, 
While  life's  sublimest  joys  are  overlooked : 
We  wander  o'er  a  sun-burnt  thirsty  soil,  220 

Murm'ring  and  weary  of  our  daily  toil, 
Forget  t' enjoy  the  palm-tree's  offer'd  shade. 
Or  ^te  the  f  ountam  in  the  neighb'idng  glade : 
Else  who  would  lose,  that  had  the  pow'r  t'  improve, 
Th'  occasion  of  transmuting  fear  to  love  ? 
Oh,  'tis  a  godlike  privilege  to  save  1 
And  he  that  scorns  it  is  himself  a  slave. 
Inform  his  mind ;  one  flash  of  heav'nly  day 
Would  heal  his  heart  and  melt  his  chains  away. 
"Beauty  for  ashes"  is  a  gift  indeed!  230 

And  slaves,  by  truth  enlarg'd,  are  doubly  freed. 
Then  would  he  say,  submissive  at  thy  feet. 
While  gratitude  and  love  made  service  sweet. 
My  dear  deliv'rer  out  of  hopeless  night. 
Whose  bounty  bought  me  but  to  give  me  light, 
I  was  a  bondman  on  my  native  plain ; 
Sin  forg'd,  and  ignorance  made  fast,  the  chain ; 
Thy  lips  have  shed  instruction  as  the  dew. 
Taught  me  what  path  to  shun  and  what  pursue ; 
Farewell,  my  former  joys  !  I  sigh  no  more         240 
For  AMca's  once  lov'd,  benighted  shore ; 
Serving  a  benefactor,  I  am  free— 
At  my  best  home,  if  not  exil'd  from  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,  whence  proceeds 
A  stream  of  lib'ral  and  heroic  deeds. 
The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  confin'd 
Within  the  scanty  limits  of  the  mind, 
Disdains  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  sands, 
A  rich  deposit,  on  the  bord'ring  lands : 
These  have  an  ear  for  his  paternal  call,  250 

Who  makes  some  rich  for  the  supply  of  all ; 
God's  gift  with  pleasure  in  his  praise  employ, 
And  Thornton  is  familiar  with  the  joy. 

Oh,  could  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  skies. 
That  earth  hath  seen,  or  fancy  can  devise, 
Thine  altar,  sacred  liberty,  should  stand, 
Built,  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand, 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  dress'd  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  air ! 
Duly,  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height  260 

The  peep  of  morning  shed  a  dawning  light, 
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Again,  when  evening  in  her  sober  vest 

Drew  the  grey  curtain  of  the  fading  west, 

My  soul  should  yield   thee  willing  thanks  and 

praise 
For  the  chief  blessings  of  my  fairest  days : 
But  that  were  sacrilege— praise  is  not  thine, 
But  his  who  gave  thee,  and  preserves  thee  mine : 
Else  I  would  say,  and  as  I  spake  bid  fly 
A  captive  bird  into  the  boimdless  sky. 
This  triple  realm  adores  thee —thou  art  come     270 
From  Sparta  hither,  and  art  here  at  home. 
We  feel  thy  force  still  active,  at  this  hour 
Enjoy  immunity  from  priestly  pow'r. 
While  conscience,  happier  than  in  ancient  years. 
Owns  no  suj)erior  but  the  God  she  fears. 
Propitious  spirit  I  yet  expunge  a  wrong 
Thy  rights  have  suffered,  and  our  land,  too  long. 
Teach  mercy  to  ten  thousand  hearts,  that  share 
The  fears  and  hopes  of  a  commercial  care. 
Prisons  expect  the  wicked,  and  were  built  280 

To  bind  the  lawless,  and  to  punish  guilt ; 
But  shipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  fire,  and  flood, 
Are  mighty  mischiefs,  not  to  be  withstood ; 
And  honest  merit  stands  on  slipp'ry  ground. 
Where  covert  guile  and  artifice  abound. 
Let  just  restraint,  for  public  peace  designed, 
Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigers  of  mankind ; 
The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  claim  to  thee— 
But  let  insolvent  innocence  go  free. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despis'd  of  men,  290 

Accept  the  tribute  of  a  stranger's  pen ; 
Verse,  like  the  laurel,  its  immortal  meed, 
Should  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed ; 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  shame 
(Charity  chosen  as  my  theme  and  aim) 
I  must  incur,  forgetting  Howard's  name. 
Blest  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee,  to  resign 
Joys  doubly  sweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine, 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rural  scenes  bestow 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  woe,  300 

To  traverse  seas,  range  Mngdoms,  and  bring  home, 
Not  the  proud  monimients  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
But  knowledge  such  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  sympathy  like  thine  could  reach ; 
That  grief,  sequestered  from  the  public  stage. 
Might  smooth  her  feathers,  and  enjoy  her  cage  ; 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal. 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feel. 
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Oh  that  the  voice  of  clamour  and  debate, 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  disturbs  the  state,    810 
Were  hush'd  in  favour  of  thy  gen'rous  plea— 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  heav'n's  smile  thy  fee  I 

Philosophy,  that  does  not  dream  or  stray, 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  nature  all  his  way ; 
Comx)asses  earth,  dives  into  it,  ascends 
Whatever  steep  inquiry  recommends. 
Sees  planetary  wonders  smoothly  roll 
Boimd  other  systems  under  her  conti'ol, 
Drinks  wisdom  at  the  milky  stream  of  light 
Tlmt  cheers  the  silent  journey  of  the  night,        320 
And  brings,  at  his  return,  a  bosom  charged 
With  rich  instruction,  and  a  soul  enlai^'d. 
The  treasured  sweets  of  the  capacious  plan 
That  heav'n  spreads  wide  before  the  view  of  man, 
All  prompt  his  pleas'd  pursuit,  and  to  pursue 
Still  prompt  him,  with  a  pleasure  always  new ; 
He,  too,  has  a  connecting  pow'r,  and  draws 
Man  to  the  centre  of  the  common  cause ; 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  sight 
With  a  new  medium,  and  a  purer  light.  330 

All  truth  is  precious,  if  not  all  divine ; 
And  what  dUates  the  x)ow^rs  must  needs  refine. 
He  reads  the  skies,  and,  watching  ev'ry  change. 
Provides  the  faculties  an  ampler  range ; 
And  wins  mankind,  as  his  attempts  prevail, 
A  prouder  station  on  the  general  scale. 
But  reason  still,  imless  divinely  taught, 
Whatever  she  learns,  learns  nothing  as  she  ought ; 
The  lamp  of  revelation  only  shows— 
What  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oppose—  340 

That  man,  in  nature's  richest  mantle  clad. 
And  grac'd  with  all  philosophy  can  add. 
Though  fair  without,  and  luminous  within. 
Is  still  the  progeny  and  heir  of  sin. 
Thus  taught,  down  falls  the  plumage  of  his  pride ; 
He  feels  his  need  of  an  unerring  guide. 
And  knows  that,  falling,  he  sh^Ql  rise  no  more, 
Unless  the  pow'r  that  bade  him  stand  restore. 
This  is  indeed  philosophy ;  this,  known, 
Makes  wisdom,  worthy  of  the  name,  his  own ;    350 
And,  without  this— whatever  he  discuss  ; 
Whether  the  space  between  the  stars  and  us. 
Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea. 
Weigh  sun-beams,  carve  a  fly,  or  spit  a  flea— 
The  solemn  trifler,  with  his  boasted  skill. 
Toils  much,  and  is  a  soleum  trifler  still ; 
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Blind  was  he  bom,  and,  his  misguided  eyes 
Grown  dim  in  tri^ng  studies,  blind  he  dies. 
Self-knowledge,  truly  leam'd,  of  course  impUes 
The  rich  possession  of  a  nobler  prize ;  360 

For  self  to  self,  and  Gk)d  to  man,  reveal'd, 
(Two  themes. to  nature's  eye  for  ever  seal'd) 
Are  taught  by  rays  that  fly  with  equal  pace 
From  the  same  centre  of  enlightening  grace. 
Here  stav  thy  foot ;— how  copious  and  how  clear 
Th'  overflowing  well  of  Charity  springs  here  I 
Hark  I  'tis  the  music  of  a  thousand  rills ! 
Some  thro'  the  groves,  some  down  the  sloping 

hills, 
Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  course. 
And  all  supplied  from  an  eternal  source.  370 

The  ties  of  nature  do  but  feebly  bind, 
And  commerce  partially  reclaims,  mankind ; 
Philosophy,  without  his  heav'nly  guide. 
May  blow  up  self-conceit,  and  nourish  pride ; 
But,  while  his  province  is  the  reas'ning  part, 
Hbb  still  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart ; 
'Tis  truth  divine,  exhibited  on  earth, 
Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppose  (when  thought  is  warm,  and  fancy  flows, 
What  will  not  argument  sometimes  suppose  ?)    380 
An  isle  possess'd  by  creatures  of  our  kbid, 
Endu'd  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  blind. 
Let  supposition  lend  her  aid  once  more. 
And  land  some  grave  optician  on  the  shore : 
He  claps  his  lens,  if  haply  they  may  see, 
Close  to  the  part  where  vision  ought  to  be ; 
But  finds  that,  though  his  tubes  assist  the  sight, 
They  cannot  give  it,  or  make  darkness  light. 
He  reads  wise  lectures,  and  describes  aloud 
A  sense  they  know  not,  to  the  wond'ring  crowd ; 
He  talks  of  light  and  the  prismatic  hues,  391 

As  men  of  depth  in  erudition  use ; 
But  all  he  gains  for  his  harangue  is — ^Well, 
What  monstrous  lies  some  travellers  will  tell  I 

The  soul,  whose  sight  all-quick'ning  grace  renews, 
Takes  the  resemblance  of  the  good  she  ^ews, 
As  di'monds,  stript  of  their  opaque  disguise, 
Reflect  the  noon-day  glory  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  her  author,  guardian,  friend. 
Whose  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end,  400 
In  language  warm  as  all  that  love  inspires ; 
And,  in  the  glow  of  her  intense  desires, 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
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She  sees  a  world  stark  blind  to  what  employs 

Her  eager  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys ; 

Though  wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call, 

Flies  to  save  some,  and  feels  a  pang  for  all : 

Herself  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong, 

She  feels  that  frailty  she  denied  so  long ; 

And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease,       410 

Learns  to  compassionate  the  sick  she  sees. 

Here  see,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence. 

The  reign  of  genuine  Charity  commence. 

Though  scorn  repay  her  sympathetic  tears. 

She  still  is  kind,  and  still  she  perseveres ; 

The  truth  she  loves  a  sightless  world  blaspheme— 

'Tis  childish  dotage,  a  delirious  dream ! 

The  danger  they  discern  not  they  deny ; 

Laugh  at  their  only  remedy,  and  die. 

But  still  a  soul  thus  touched  can  never  cease,      420 

Whoever  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peace : 

Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temx)er  mild. 

Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  diild. 

She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condemn ; 

Reviled  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  them ; 

Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast ; 

The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  best ; 

Not  soon  provoked,  however  stung  and  teas'd ; 

And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeas'd ; 

She  rather  waves  than  will  dispute  her  right ;    430 

And,  injur'd,  makes  forgiveness  her  delight. 

Such  was  the  portrait  an  apostle  drew ; 
The  bright  original  was  one  he  knew ; 
Heav'n  held  his  hand— the  likeness  must  be  true. 

When  one,  that  holds  communion  with  the  skies. 
Has  fill'd  his  urn  where  these  pure  waters  rise. 
And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
'Tis  ev^n  as  if  an  angel  shook  his  wings ; 
Immortal  fra^grance  fills  the  circuit  wide, 
That  tells  us  whence  his  treasures  are  supplied.  440 
So,  when  a  ship,  well  freighted  with  the  stores 
The  sun  matures  on  India's  spicy  shores, 
Has  dropt  her  anchor  and  her  canvass  furl'd 
In  some  safe  haven  of  our  western  world, 
'Twere  vain  inquiry  to  what  port  she  went ; 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  with  the  scent. 

Some   seek,  when   queasy  conscience   has   its 
qualms. 
To  lull  the  painful  malady  with  alms ; 
But  charity,  not  feign'd,  intends  alone 
Another's  good— their's  centres  in  their  own ;    450 
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And,  too  short  liv'd  to  reach  the  reahns  of  peace, 

Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  i)oor  shall  cease. 

Flavia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name, 

Is  rather  careless  of  her  sister's  fame : 

Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies, 

But,  if  she  touch  a  character,  it  dies. 

The  seeming  virtue  weighed  against  the  vice. 

She  deems  all  safe,  for  she  has  i>aid  the  price : 

No  charity  but  alms  aught  values  she. 

Except  in  porcelain  on  her  mantle-tree.  460 

How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  rung, 

From  pride,  in  league  with  ignorance,  have  sprung ! 

But  God  overrules  all  human  follies  still. 

And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  will. 

A  conflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood, 

Has  left  some  hundreds  without  home  or  food ; 

Extravagance  and  av'rice  shall  subscribe. 

While  fame  and  self-complacence  are  the  bribe. 

The  brief  proclaimed,  it  visits  ev'ry  pew. 

But  first  the  sqtdre's— a  compliment  but  due :    470 

With  slow  deliberation  he  unties 

His  glitt'ring  purse— that  envy  of  all  eyes ! 

And,  while  the  clerk  just  puzzles  out  the  psalm. 

Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  x>alm ; 

Till,  finding  (what  he  might  have  f oimd  before) 

A  smaller  piece  amidst  the  precious  store, 

Pinch'd  close  between  his  &iger  and  his  thumb, 

He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops  the  sum. 

Gold,  to  be  sure !— Throughout  the  town  'tis  told 

How  the  good  squire  gives  never  less  than  gold. 

From  motives  sudi  as  his,  though  not  the  best,  481 

Springs  in  due  time  supply  for  the  distressed ; 

Not  less  effectual  than  what  love  bestows— 

Except  that  oflfice  clips  it  as  it  goes. 

But,  lest  I  seem  to  sin  against  a  friend. 
And  woimd  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  derided  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  divine) 
Once  more  I  would  adopt  the  graver  style  — 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile.  490 

Unless  a  love  of  virtue  light  the  flame. 
Satire  is,  more  than  those  he  brands,  to  blame ; 
He  hides  behind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  others  bare ; 
Affects,  indeed  a  most  humane  concern. 
That  men,  if  gently  tutor'd,  will  not  leam ; 
That  mulish  folly,  not  to  be  reclaimed 
By  softer  methods,  must  be  made  ashamed ; 
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But  (I  might  instance  in  St.  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  rails  to  gratify  his  spleen.  500 

Most  satirists  are  indeed  a  public  scourge ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  purge ; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd, 
The  milk  of  their  good  piirpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse, 
By  lean  despair  \ipon  an  empty  purse, 
The  wild  assassins  start  into  the  street, 
Prepared  to  poignard  whomsoever  they  meet. 
No  skill  in  swordmanship,  however  just, 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrust ;  510 

And  even  virtue,  so  unfairly  match'd. 
Although  immortal,  may  be  prick'd  or  scratch'd. 
When  scandal  has  new  minted  an  old  lie. 
Or  tax'd  invention  for  a  fresh  supply, 
'Tis  call'd  a  satire,  and  the  world  appears 
Gath'ring  around  it  with  erected  ears : 
A  thousand  names  are  toss'd  into  the  crowd ; 
Some  whisi)er'd  softly,  and  some  twang'd  aloud ; 
Just  as  the  sapience  of  an  author's  brain 
Suggests  it  safe  or  dang'rous  to  be  plain.  520 

Strange  !  how  the  frequent  interjected  dash 
Quickens  a  market,  and  helps  off  the  trash ; 
Th'  imxx)rtant  letters,  that  include  the  rest 
Serve  as  a  key  to  those  that  are  suppress'd ; 
Conjecture  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw, 
The  world  is.charm'd,  and  Scrib.  escax)es  the  law. 
So,  when  the  cold  damp  shades  of  night  prevail. 
Worms  may  be  caught  by  either  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  a  close  recess, 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redress ;  530 

Plung'd  in  the  stream,  they  lodge  upon  the  mud. 
Food  for  the  famish'd  rovers  of  the  flood. 
All  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  mere  pretence : 
A  bold  remark ;  but  which,  if  well  applied, 
Would  himable  many  a  tow'ring  i)oet's  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sportive  fit. 
And  had  no  other  play-place  for  his  wit ; 
Perhaps,  enchanted  with  the  love  of  fame. 
He  sought  the  jewel  in  his  neighbour's  shame ;  540 
Perhaps— whatever  end  he  might  pursue. 
The  cause  of  virtue  could  not  be  his  view. 
At  ev'ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes ; 
The  turns  are  quick,  the  polish'd  points  surprise. 
But  shine  with  cruel  and  tremendous  charms. 
That,  while  they  please,  possess  us  with  alarms : 
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So  have  I  seen,  (and  hastened  to  the  sight 

On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  delight) 

Where  stands  that  monument  of  ancient  pow'r, 

Nam'd  with  emphatic  dignity — ^the  towT,  550 

Gmis,  halberts,  swords,  and  pistols,  great  and  small, 

In  starry  forms  dispos'd  ni)on  the  wall. 

We  wonder,  as  we  gazing  stand  below. 

That  brass  and  steel  should  make  so  fine  a  show ; 

But,  though  we  praise  th'  exact  designer's  skill. 

Account  them  implements  of  mischief  still. 

No  works  shall  find  acceptance,  in  that  day 
When  all  disguises  shall  be  rent  away. 
That  square  not  truly  with  the  scripture  plan, 
Nor  spring  from  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man.     560 
As  he  ordains  things,  sordid  in  their  birth, 
To  be  resolv'd  into  their  parent  earth ; 
And,  though  the  soul  shall  seek  sui)erior  orbs. 
Whatever  this  world  produces,  it  absorbs ; 
So  self  starts  nothing  but  what  tends  apace 
Home  to  the  goal  where  it  began  the  race. 
Such  as  our  motive  is  our  aim  must  be ; 
If  this  be  servile,  that  can  ne'er  be  free : 
If  self  employ  us,  whatsoe'er  is  wrought, 
We  glorify  that  self,  not  him  we  ought.  570 

Such  virtues  had  need  prove  their  own  reward. 
The  judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard. 
Time  charity,  a  plant  divinely  nurs'd. 
Fed  by  the  love  from  which  it  rose  at  .first. 
Thrives  against  hope ;  and,  in  the  rudest  scene, 
Storms  but  enliven  its  unfading  green ; 
Exuberant  is  the  shadow  it  supplies ; 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 
To  look  at  him,  who  form'd  us  and  redeemed ; 
So  glorious  now,  though  once  so  disesteem'd ;     580 
To  see  a  God  stretch  forth  his  human  hand, 
T'  uphold  the  boundless  scenes  of  his  command ; 
To  recollect  that,  in  a  form  like  our's, 
He  bruis'd  beneath  his  feet  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 
Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  claim 
The  wreath  he  won  so  deai'ly  in  our  name ; 
That,  thron'd  above  all  height,  he  condescends 
To  call  the  few  that  trust  in  him  his  friends ; 
That,  in  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  that  space  he  deems 
Too  scanty  for  th'  exertion  of  his  beams,  590 

And  shines,  as  if  impatient  to  bestow 
life  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  below ; 
That  sight  imparts  a  never-djdng  flame. 
Though  f  eelde  in  degree,  in  kind  the  same. 
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Like  him,  the  soul,  thus  kindled  from  above, 
Spreads  wide  her  arms  of  universal  love ;  ' 

And,  still  enlarg'd  as  she  receives  the  grace, 
Includes  creation  in  her  close  embrace. 
Behold  a  Christian  !— and,  without  the  fires 
The  founder  of  tiiat  name  alone  inspires,  600 

Though  all  accomplishment,  all  knowledge  meet. 
To  make  the  shining  prodigy  complete. 
Whoever  boasts  tiiat  name — behold  a  cheat ! 

Were  love,  in  these  the  world's  last  doting  years, 
As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears. 
The  churches  warm'd,  they  would  no  longer  hold 
Such  frozen  figures,  stiff  as  they  are  cold ; 
Relenting  forms  would  lose  their  pow'r,  or  cease ; 
And  ev'n  the  dipt  and  sprinkled  live  in  peace : 
Each  heart  would  quit  its  prison  in  the  breast,  610 
And  flow  in  free  communion  with  the  rest. 
The  statesman,  skiird  in  projects  dark  and  deep. 
Might  bum  his  useless  Machiavel,  and  sleep ; 
His  budget,  often  fill'd,  yet  always  i)oor, 
Might  swing  at  ease  behind  his  study  door, 
No  longer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents, 
Or  scare  the  nation  with  its  big  contents : 
Disbanded  legions  freely  might  depart. 
And  slaying  man  would  cease  to  be  an  art. 
No  learned  disputants  would  take  the  field,        620 
Sure  not  to  conquer,  and  sure  not  to  yield ; 
Both  sides  deceived,  if  rightly  understood. 
Pelting  each  other  for  the  public  good. 
Did  charity  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 
A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ; 
And  I  might  spare  myself  the  pains  to  show 
What  few  can  learn,  and  all  suppose  they  know. 

Thus  have  I  sought  to  grace  a  serious  lay 
With  many  a  wild,  indeed,  but  flow'ry  spray. 
In  hopes  to  gain,  what  else  I  must  have  lost,      630 
Th'  attention  pleasure  has  so  much  engross'd. 
But  if,  unhappily  deceived,  I  dream. 
And  prove  too  weak  for  so  divine  a  theme. 
Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  mistake, 
That  zeal,  not  vanity,  has  chanc'd  to  make, 
And  spare  the  poet  for  his  subject's  sake. 

601  accomplishments  1782, 1786.  617  Or]  Nor  1782-1788, 

636  subject  1782-1788. 
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CONVERSATION 

[Written  July  and  August,  1781.    Published  1782.] 

Nam  neque  me  tantum  venientis  sibilus  austri, 
Nee  percussa  juvant  fluctu  tam  litora,  nee  quae 
Saxosas  inter  decurrunt  flumina  valles.   _ 

ViRG.  Eel.  5. 

Though  nature  weigh  our  talents,  and  dispense 
To  ev'ry  man  his  modicum  of  sense, 
And  Conversation,  in  its  better  part, 
May  be  esteem'd  a  gift  and  not  an  art, 
Yet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller's  toil. 
On  Cloture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soil. 
Words  leam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse, 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 
Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 
The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign.  10 

As  alphabets  in  ivory  employ, 
Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unlettered  boy, 
Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  glee 
Those  seeds  of  science  call'd  his  A  B  C ; 
So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult. 
Witness  its  insignificant  result, 
Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
A  toy  to  sport  with  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  ev'ning  what  the  day  brought  forth. 
Compress  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth,  20 

And,  if  it  weigh  th'  imi)ortance  of  a  fly, 
The  scales  are  false,  or  Algebra  a  lie. 
Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought, 
How  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  ought ! 
But  all  diall  give  account  of  ev'ry  wrong, 
Who  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 
Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice. 
Or  sell  their  g\ory  at  a  market-price ; 
Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lami)oon— 
^le  dear-bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap  buffoon. 
There  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some,       31 
Wrath  stays  him,  or  else  God  would  strike  them 

dumb: 
His  wise  forbearance  has  their  end  in  view ; 
They  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due. 
The  heathen  law-givers  of  ancient  days, 
Names  almost  worthy  of  a  Christianas  praise, 

36  Christian  1782-1787. 
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Would  drive  them  forth  from  the  resort  of  men, 

And  shut  up  ev'ry  satyr  in  his  den. 

Oh,  come  not  ye  near  innocence  and  truth, 

Ye  worms  that  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth !  40 

Infectious  as  impure,  your  blighting  pow'r ' 

Taints  in  its  rudiments  the  promised  flow'r ; 

Its  odour  perished  and  its  charming  hue, 

Thenceforth  'tis  hateful,  for  it  smells  of  you. 

Not  ev'n  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 

Of  adolescence,  or  a  firmer  age. 

Affords  a  plea  allowable  or  just 

For  making  speech  the  pamperer  of  lust ; 

But,  when  the  breath  of  age  commits  the  fault, 

'Tis  nauseous  as  the  vajwur  of  a  vault.  60 

So  withered  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  scene. 

No  longer  fruitful,  and  no  longer  green ; 

The  sapless  wood,  divested  of  the  bark. 

Grows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  spark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strife- 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life ! 
Whatever  subject  occupy  discourse, 
^le  feats  of  Vestris,  or  the  naval  force. 
Asseveration,  blustering  in  your  face. 
Makes  contradiction  such  an  hopeless  case :  60 

In  ev'ry  tale  they  tell,  or  false  or  true, 
Well  known,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  knew. 
They  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain, 
Witii  oaths,  like  rivets,  f orc'd  into  the  brain  ; 
And  ev'n  when  sober  truth  prevails  throughout. 
They  swear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  sun. 
Who,  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none. 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  address. 
With  adjurations  ev'ry  word  impress,  70 

Supposed  the  man  a  bishop,  or  at  least, 
Qod'8  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,  a  priest ; 
Bow'd  at  the  close  with  all  his  graceful  airs, 
And  begg'd  an  interest  in  his  frequent  pray'rs. 

Go,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  preferred. 
Henceforth  associate  in  one  common  herd ; 
Religion,  virtue,  reason,  common  sense, 
Pronounce  your  himian  form  a  false  pretence ; 
A  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  lurks. 
Who  yet  betrays  his  secret  by  his  works.  80 

Ye  powers  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  such  there  are, 
And  make  colloquial  happiness  your  care, 
Preserve  me  from  the  thing  I  dread  and  hate— 
A  duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
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The  clash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words, 

Worse  than  the  mortal  bnmt  of  rival  swords, 

Decide  no  question  with  their  tedious  length, 

(For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength) 

Divert  the  champions,  prodigal  of  breath. 

And  put  the  peaceably  disposed  to  death.  90 

Oh,  thwart  me  not,  sir  Soph,  at  ev'ry  turn, 

Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern ; 

Though  syllogisms  hang  not  on  my  tongue, 

I  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong ! 

'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance— 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right,  by  chance. 

Not  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  I  blame ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim. 

A  disputable  jwint  is  no  man's  ground ; 

Rove  where  you  please,  'tis  common  all  around.  100 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated— No, 

To  brush  the  surface  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 

To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  mark,  at  which  my  juster  aim  I  take. 

Is  contradiction  for  its  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch. 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hitch; 

Adopt  his  own,  'tis  equally  in  vain. 

Your  thread  of  argument  is  snapt  again ;  110 

The  wrangler,  rather  than  accord  with  you. 

Will  judge  himself  deceiv'd,  and  prove  it  too. 

Vociferated  logic  kills  me  quite ; 

A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  right— 

I  twirl  my  thumbs,  fall  back  into  my  chair, 

Fix  on  the  wainscot  a  distressful  stare, 

-And,  when  I  hope  his  blimders  are  all  out. 

Reply  discreetly— To  be  sure— no  doubt ! 

DuBius  is  such  a  scrupulous  good  man— 
Yes— you  may  catch  him  tripping  if  you  can.     120 
He  would  not  with  a  i)eremptory  tone. 
Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own ; 
With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 
He  humbly  hopes— presumes— it  may  be  so. 
His  evidence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  law 
To  swear  to  some  enormity  he  saw, 
For  want  of  prominence  and  just  relief. 
Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  thief. 
Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  offence, 
He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ;  130 

127  prominent  1800, 
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Knows  what  he  knows  as  if  he  knew  it  not, 

What  he  remembers  seems  to  have  forgot ; 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  befall, 

Cent'ring  at  last  in  having  none  at  all. 

Yet,  though  he  tease  and  baulk  your  listening  ear. 

He  makes  one  useful  point  exceeding  clear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  darling  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Reduced  to  practice,  his  beloved  rule 

Would  only  prove  him  a  consummate  fool ;        140 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech, 

late  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach,  ^ 

His  ambiguities  his  total  sum,  I 

He  might  as  well  be  bhnd,  and  deaf,  and  dumb.  I 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way,  ^ 

The  positive  pronounce  without  dismay ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absurdity  strikes  out  of  pride : 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong, 
They  always  are  decisive,  clear,  and  strong.  •     150 
Where  others  toil  with  philosophic  force. 
Their  nimble  nonsense  takes  a  shorter  course ; 
Flings  at  your  head  conviction  in  the  lump. 
And  gains  remote  conclusions  at  a  jump : 
Their  own  defect,  invisible  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condemn ; 
And,  though  self-idoliz'd  in  ev'ry  case, 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  face. 
The  cause  is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied, 
The  proud  are  always  most  provok'd  by  pride.   160 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right. 

The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem'd  of  use, 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse : 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  clear. 
Our  polish'd  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear. 
And  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude ; 
We  are  restrain'd,  indeed,  but  not  subdued. 
The  very  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  cure,      170 
Aiid  savage  in  its  principle  appears. 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bears. 
'Tis  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end ; 
That  now  and  then  an  hero  must  decease, 
That  the.surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Perhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ;  - 
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That  men  engage  in  it  comi)ell'd  by  force ; 

And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source :        180 

The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fear 

L^t  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer. 

At  least  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws, 

And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  cause, 

To  rush  into  a  fixt  eternal  state 

Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  hate, 

Or  send  another  shiv'ring  to  the  bar 

With  all  the  guilt  of  such  unnat'ral  war, 

Whatever  use  may  urge,  or  honour  plead, 

On  reason's  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed.  190 

Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw. 

Because  a  bear  is  rude  and  surly  ?    No — 

A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 

Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can. 

Were  I  empow'r'd  to  regulate  the  lists. 

They  should  encounter  with  well-loaded  fists ;  ^ 

A  Ttojan  combat  would  be  something  new, 

Let  Dares  beat  Entellus  black  and  blue ; 

Then  each  might  show,  to  his  admiring  friends, 

In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends,  200 

And  carry,  in  contusions  of  his  skull, 

A  satisfactory  receipt  in  full. 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  side. 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  long  tales 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  paUence  fails. 
'Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  earth. 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth,  210 

And  echo  conversations,  dull  and  dry. 
Embellished  with— ife  said,  and  So  said  I. 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  same. 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame ; 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuccessful  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  cry— Droll  indeed  ! 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue, 
Still  making  probability  your  clue ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend. 
And  let  them  g^uide  you  to  a  decent  end.  220 

Of  all  ambitions  man  may  entertain. 
The  worst  that  can  invade  a  sickly  brain 
Is  that  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise. 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  lies. 
Credulous  infancy,  or  age  as  weak. 
Are  fittest  auditors  for  su(^  to  seek, 
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Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  disgrace ; 
Yet  please  not,  but  affront  you^to  your  face. 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  'ware, 
Haying  unloaded  and  made  many  stare,  230 

Can  this  be  true?— an  arch  observer  cries. 
Yes,  (rather  mov'd)  I  saw  it  with  these  eyes ! 
Sir !  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone  ; 
I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own. 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  clear,  succinct ; 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  link'd ; 
TeU  not  as  new  what  ev'ry  body  knows ; 
And,  new  or  old,  still  hasten  to  a  close ; 
There,  centering  in  a  focus  round  and  neat, 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet.  240 

What  neither  yields  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  night ; 
Guy  Earl  of  Warwick  and  fair  Meanore, 
Or  giant  killing  Jack,  would  please  me  more. 

Tbe  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  puff, 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  enough ; 
The  dozing  sages  drop  the  drowsy  stndn. 
Then  i)ause,  and  puff —-and  speak,  and  pause  again. 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire. 
Important  triflers !  have  more  smoke  than  fire !  250 
Pemiciotis  weed !  whose  scent  the  fair  annoys, 
Unfriendly  to  society's  chief  joys. 
Thy  worst  effect  is  banishing  for  hours 
The  sex  whose  presence  civilizes  our's : 
Thou  art,  indeed,  the  drug  a  gard'ner  wants, 
To  poison  vermin  that  infest  his  plants ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind. 
As  to  despise  the  glory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fairest  forms 
As  little  mercy  as  he  grubs  and  worms  ?  260 

They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse. 
Thy  thirst-creating  steams  at  length  produce. 
When  wine  has  giv'n  indecent  language  birth. 
And  forc'd  the  flood-gates  of  licentious  mirth ; 
For  sea-bom  Venus  her  attachment  shows, 
Still  to  that  element  from  which  she  rose. 
And,  with  a  quiet  which  no  fumes  disturb, 
Sips  meek  mfusions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th'  emphatic  speaker  dearly  loves  t'  oppose, 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nose  to  nose,  270 

As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  neighbour's  phiz, 
Touch'd  with  a  magnet,  had  attracted  his. 

^50  trifles  1782-1737. 
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His  whispered  theme,  dilated  and  at  large, 

Proves  after  all  a  ^pnd-gun's  airy  charge, 

An  extract  of  his  diary— no  more, 

A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  before. 

He  walked  abroad,  overtaken  in  the  rain 

Caird  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  stept  home  again. 

Resumed  his  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 

With  o^e  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his  walk.      280 

I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow. 

Adieu,  dear  Sir !  lest  you  should  lose  it  now. 

I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  puss-gentleman  that's  all  perfume ;    • 
The  sight's  enough— no  need  to  smell  a  beau— 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  raree-show  ? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please. 
Perhaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
But  we  that  maike  no  honey,  though  we  sting. 
Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing.       290 
'Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mixt  resort 
What  makes  some  sick,  and  others  a-la-mort; 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say. 
Why  such  an  one  should  keep  himself  away. 

A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  hQ : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask. 
The  solemn  fop ;  significant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ;         300 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home : 
Tis  Uke  a  parcel  sent  you  by  the  stage. 
Some  handsome  present,  as  your  hopes  presage ; 
'Tis  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 
An  absent  fi'iend's  fidelity  and  love. 
But  when  unpacked  your  disappointment  groans 
To  find  it  stuff'd  with  brickbats,  earth,  and  stones. 

Some  men  employ  their  health,  an  ugly  trick,  311 
In  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  sick, 
And  give  us,  in  recitals  of  disease, 
A  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  the  fees ; 
Relate  how  many  weeks  they  kept  their  bed, 
How  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  touch'd,  much  less  forgot. 
Nose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  ^)ot. 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  pill. 
Victorious  seem'd,  and  now  the  doctor's  skill ;    320 
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And  now — alas  for  unforeseen  mishaps ! 
They  put  on  a  damp  night-cap  and  relapse ; 
Theytiiiought  they  must  have  died  they  were  sobad— 
Their  peevish  hearers  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  ev'ry  touch, 
You  always  do  too  little  or  too  much : 
You  speak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  entertain, 
Your  elevated  voice  goes  tiirough  the  brain ; 
You  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key, 
That's  worse — ^the  drone-pipe  of  an  himible  bee.  330 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light, 
You  rise  and  drop  the  curtain — now  it's  night. 
He  shakes  with  cold— you  stir  the  fire  and  strive 
To  make  a  blaze— that's  roasting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  ven'son,  and  he  chooses  fish ; 
With  soal— that's  just  the  sort  he  would  not  wish. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  profess'd  to  loath. 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
Yet  still,  o'erclouded  with  a  constant  frown. 
He  does  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down.        340 
Your  hope  to  please  him,  vain  on  ev'ry  plan, 
Himself  should  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can- 
Alas  !  his  efforts  double  his  distress, 
He  likes  your's  little,  and  his  own  still  less. 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  teas'd. 
His  only  pleasure  is— to  be  displeas'd. 

I  pity  bashful  men  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  scorn  and  undeserv'd  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks,  upon  a  blushing  face. 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  disgrace.     350 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mute. 
We  sometimes  think  we  could  a  si)eech  produce, 
Much  to  tiie  piu^KMse,  if  our  tongues  were  loose; 
But,  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip. 
Faint  aa  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip : 
Our  wasted  oil  improfitably  bums, 
like  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepulchral  urns. 
Few  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  complain'd ; 
It  seems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordain'd,  360 

By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  pride. 
To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  beside. 
The  cause  ]^rhaps  inquiry  may  descry. 
Self -searching  with  an  introverted  eye, 
Conceal'd  within  an  imsuspected  part. 
The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 

350  tried]  tied  178^-1788, 
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For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem, 
Our  self  importance  ruins  its  own  scheme ; 
In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown, 
Become  at  length  so  splendid  in  our  own,  370 

We  dare  not  risque  them  into  public  view, 
Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  due. 
True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace. 
And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ; 
But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skulks  through  fear, 
Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  asham'd  t'  appear : 
Humility  the  parent  of  the  first; 
The  last  by  vanity  produced  and  nurst. 
The  circle  f orm'd,  we  sit  in  silent  state. 
Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial-plate ;  380 

Yes  ma'am,  and  no  ma'am,  utter'd  softly,  show' 
Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 
Each  individual  suffering  a  constraint 
Poetry  may,  but  colours  cannot  paint ; 
As  if  in  close  committee  on  the  sky, 
Beports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry ; 
And  finds  a  changing  clime  an  happy  source 
Of  wise  reflection  and  well-tim'd  discourse. 
We  next  inquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth, 
Like  conservatoi'S  of  the  public  health,  890 

Of  epidemic  throats,  if  such  there  are. 
And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  phthisic,  and  catarrh. 
That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 
Fill'd  up  at  last  with  interesting  news ; 
Who  danc'd  with  whom,  and  whaafe  tike  to- wed^ 
And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed  ; 
But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause. 
As  if  'twere  treason  against  English  laws. 
The  visit  paid,  with  ecstasy  we  come. 
As  from  a  seven  years  transportation,  home,     400 
And  there  resume  an  unembarrass'd  brow, 
Recov'ring  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how, 
The  faculties  that  seem'd  reduc'd  to  nought, 
Expression  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 
The  reeking,  roaring  hero  of  the  chase, 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desp'rate  case. 
Physicians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure, 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sure ; 
And  though  the  fox  he  follows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  fox-foUower  never  is  reclaun'd.  410 

Some  farrier  should  prescribe  his  proper  course, 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse, 

386  Aa  1782-1788, 1803:  And,  1793-1800. 
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Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom, 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  ev'n  ttie  rogue  that  serves  hirn,  though  he  stand 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand, 
Prefers  his  fellow-grooms,  with  much  good  sense, 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  affect  ttie  squire, 
Where  can  at  last  his  jockeyship  retire  ?  420 

Oh  to  the  club,  the  scene  of  savage  joys. 
The  school  of  coarse  good  f  ellow&ip  and  noise ; 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  those 
Whose  friendship  foom  his  boyish  years  he  chose. 
Let  him  improve  his  talent,  if  he  can. 
Till  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 
Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  seal'd, 
Like  their's  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bestowing  hand 
Giv'n  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  imderstand ;      430 
The  reas'ning  pow'r  vouchsafd  of  course  inf err'd 
The  pow'r  to  clothe  that  reason  with  his  word ; 
Tor  all  is  perfect  that  Gk)d  works  on  earth. 
And  he  that  gives  ccmception,  aids  the  birth. 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood,'^ 
What  uses  of  his  boon  the  giver  would. 
The  mind,  dispatch'd  upon  her  busy  toil. 
Should  range  where  Providence  has  blest  the  soil ; ' 
Visiting  ev'ry  flow'r  with  labour  meet, 
And  gathering  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet,  440 
She  shoiQd  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips. 
And  shed  the  balmy  blessing  on  the  lips. 
That  good  diffus'd  may  more  abimdant  grow. 
And  speech  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 
Will  tiie  sweet  warbler  of  the  live-long  night, 
That  fills  the  list'ning  lover  with  delight. 
Forget  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heard. 
To  learn  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird. 
Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice. 
That  odious  libel  on  an  human  voice  ?  450 

No—nature  unsophisticate  by  man, 
Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan ; 
The  melody  that  was  at  first  design'd 
To  cheer  the  rude  forefathers  of  mankind, 
Is  note  for  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears. 
In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years : 
Yet  fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train. 
Whom  man  for  his  own  hurt  permits  to  reign, 

434  aids]  adds  178^,  1786, 
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Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  shape, 

And  would  degrade  her  vot'ry  to  an  ape,  460 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong. 

Holds  an  usurped  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 

There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  disgrace, 

Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone  and  the  grimace, 

And,  when  accomplidh'd  in  her  wayward  school. 

Calls  gentleman  whom  she  haa  made  a  fool. 

*Tis  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree. 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she. 

That  heaven  and  hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin, 

Snares  in  his  path  and  foes  that  lul*k  within,      470 

God  and  his  attributes  (a  field  of  day 

Where  'tis  an  angel's  happiness  to  stray). 

Fruits  of  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  might. 

Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  esteem'd  polite ; 

That  he  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be  grave. 

Shall  stand  proscrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave, 

A  close  designer  not  to  be  believ'd. 

Or,  if  excus'd  that  charge,  at  least  deceiv'd. 

Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  lap, 

Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  its  mouth  with  pap !  480 

Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 

A  dream  to  any  except  those  that  dream, 

That  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  that  fire, 

Warming  his  heart,  should  at  his  lips  transpire  ? 

Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fall  your  eyes. 

And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skies ; 

That  air  of  insolence  affronts  your  God, 

You  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod  : 

Now,  in  a  ix>sture  that  becomes  you  more 

Than  that  heroic  strut  assiun'd  before,  490 

Know,  your  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue. 

For  mercy  shown,  while  wratti  is  justly  due. 

The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  earth. 

Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth, 

Acquainted  wiili  the  woes  that  fear  or  shame. 

By  fashion  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name. 

And,  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jest. 

Have  prov'd  them  truths  too  big  to  be  express'd : 

Go,  seek  on  revelation's  hallow'd  ground, 

Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found ;  500 

Touch'd  by  that  pow'r  that  you  have  dar'd  to  mock, 

That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rock. 

Your  heart  shall  yield  a  life-renewing  stream, 

That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  call  a  dream. 

It  happen'd,  on  a  solemn  even-tide, 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
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Two  bosom  friends,  each  penfively  mcKn'd, 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind, 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went, 
In  musings  worthy  of  tiie  great  event :  610 

They  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  whose  life, 
Though  blameless,  had  incurr-d  perpetual  strife. 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  hke  a  vein  of  ore. 
The  farther  trac'd,  enriched  tiiem  still  the  more ; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  him,  one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appeared  t'  have  done ; 
T'  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  else,  and  wonder'd  he  should  die.         620 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend. 
And  ask'd  them,  with  a  kind  engaging  air. 
What  their  affliction  was,  and  begg*d  a  share. 
Informed,  he  gathered  up  the  broken  thread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  he  said. 
Explained,  illustrated,  and  search'd  so  well. 
The  tender  theme,  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell, 
That  reaching  home,  the  night,  they  said,  is  near. 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here—      530 
The  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 
And  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  feast. 
He  bless'd  the  bread,  but  vanish'd  at  the  word, 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  'Twas  the  Lord ! 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign'd  to  say. 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  the  way? 

Now  their's  was  converse  such  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  Qod  approves : 
Their  views  indeed  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  being  aim'd  at  him.  540 

Christ  and  his  character  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  their  subject,  and  their  hope. 
They  felt  what  it  became  ihem  much  to  feel. 
And,  wanting  him  to  loose  the  sacred  seal. 
Found  him  as  prompt  as  their  desire  was  true 
To  spread  the  new-bom  glories  in  their  view. 
Well— what  are  ages  and  the  lapse  of  time. 
Matched  against  truUis,  as  lasting  as  sublime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himself  exact. 
Or  make  that  fiction  which  was  once  a  fact  ?      550 
No— marble  and  recording  brass  decay. 
And  like  the  graver's  mem'ry  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just. 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  dust ; 
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■  Bttt'tnith  *dfvine  for  ever  stands  secure, 
Its  head  is  guarded  as  its  base  is  sure ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  years, 
The  pillar  of  th'  eternal  plan  appears, 
The  raving  storm  and  dashing  wave  defies, 
Built  by  that  architect  who  built  the  skies.        660 
Hearts  may  be  found,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ  in  all  its  quickening  power, 
And  lips  unstained  by  folly  or  by  strife, 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  life. 
Tastes  of  its  healthful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th'  ablution  of  our  woes. 
Oh  days  of  heav'n,  and  nights  of  equal  praise. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heavenly  days. 
When  souls  drawn  upwards,  in  communion  sweet. 
Enjoy  the  stillness  of  some  close  retreat,  570 

Discourse,  as  if  released  and  safe  at  home. 
Of  dangers  past  and  wonders  yet  to  come, 
And  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  rest. 

Whit,  always  dreaming  over  heav'nly  things, 
Like  angel  heads  in  stone  with  pigeon- wings  ? 
Canting  and  whining  out  all  day  the  word. 
And  half  the  night  ?  fanatic  and  absurd ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  pray'rs. 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  affairs,      580 
Whose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day. 
And  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away ; 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine, 
Who  waits  for  heav'n  ere  he  becomes  divine. 
Leaves  saints  t*  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach, 
And  plucks  the  fruit  placed  more  within  his  reach. 

Well  spoken.  Advocate  of  sin  and  shame, 
Known  by  thy  bleating — Ignorance  thy  name. 
Is  sparkling  wit  the  world's  exclusive  right. 
The  fixt  fee-simple  of  the  vain  and  light?  590 

Can  hopes  of  heav'n,  bright  prospects  of  an  hour, 
That  come  to  waft  us  out  of  sorrow's  pow'r. 
Obscure  or  quench  a  faculty,  that  finds 
Its  happiest  soil  in  the  serenest  minds? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  play. 
And  brings  the  trifler  under  rig'rous  sway. 
But  gives  it  usefulness  imknown  before. 
And,  purifying,  makes  it  shine  the  more. 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inoffensive  Hght, 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ;  600 

556  is  guarded]  as  guarded  1782-1788.      569  upward  1782-1787. 
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Vigorous  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  youth, 

Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  taitii ; 

Temp'rance  and  peace  insure  its  healthful  state; 

And  make  it  brightest  at  its  latest  date. 

Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain, 

Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  sights  again) 

A  vet'ran  warrior  in  the  Christian  field. 

Who  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 

Grave  without  dullness,  learned  without  pride, 

Exact,  yet  not  precise,  though  meek,  keen-ey'd ; 

A  man  that  would  have  foiled,  at  their  own  play, 

A  dozen  would-be's  of  the  modem  day ;  612 

Who,  when  occasion  justified  its  use. 

Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce. 

Could  fetch  from  records  of  an  earlier  age, 

Or  from  philosophy's  enlightened  page. 

His  rich  materials,  and  regale  your  ear 

With  strains  it  was  a  pri-vrlege  to  hear : 

Yet,  above  all,  his  luxury  supreme, 

And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  gospel  theme ;        620 

There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 

His  happy  eloquence  seem'd  there  at  home, 

Ambitious  not  to  shine  or  to  excel. 

But  to  treat  justly  what  he  lov'd  so  well. 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  ought, 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought, 
Suppose  themselves  monopolists  of  sense, 
And  wiser  men^s  ability  pretence. 
Though  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  grow  old, 
Such  men  are  not  forgot  as  soon  as  cold,  630 

Their  fragrant  mem'ry  will  out-last  their  tomb, 
Embalm'd  for  ever  in  its  own  perfume : 
And,  to  say  truth,  though  in  its  early  prime, 
And  when  unstain'd  with  any  grosser  crime. 
Youth  has  a  sprightliness  and  fire  to  boast. 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown'd  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  years; 
Yet  age,  by  long  experience  well  informed, 
Well  read,  well  tempered,  with  religion  warm'd,  640 
That  fire  abated  which  impels  rash  youth. 
Proud  of  his  speedy  to  overshoot  the  truth. 
As  time  improves  the  grape's  authentic  juice. 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  for  use, 
And  claims  a  rev'rence  in  its  short'ning  day. 
That  'tis  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  age,  less  fair,  are  yet  more  sound. 
Than  those  a  brighter  season  pours  around ; 
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And,  like  the  stores  autumnal  sims  mature, 
Through  wintay  rigours  unimpaired  endure.       650 

What  is  fanatic  frenzy,  scom'd  so  much, 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dang'rous,  and  approve  your  fear, 
That  fire  is  catching  if  you  draw  too  near ; 
But  sage  observers  oft  mistake  the  flame, 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almighty  power) 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  awful  throne. 
All  tremble,  in  all  worlds,  except  our  own,         660 
To  supplicate  his  mercy,  love  his  ways, 
And  prize  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise, 
Though  common  sense  allowed  a  casting  voice, 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  choice. 
Convicts  a  man  fanatic  in  W  extreme, 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world's  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defin'd. 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  overheated  mind ; 
It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye, 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  useless  by ;  670 

'Tis  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  draws 
Its  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applause ; 
And,  while  at  heart  sin  unrelinquished  lies. 
Presumes  itself  chief  fav'rite  of  the  skies. 
'Tis  such  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds 
In  fly-blown  flesh  whereon  the  maggot  feeds, 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  usher'd  into  day, 
The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away. 

True  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  composed 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  disclosed ;  680 

And,  farewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  delight. 
Those  hearts  should  be  reclaimed,  renew'd,  upright. 
Bad  men,  profaning  friendship's  hallow'd  name, 
Form,  in  its  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  confederacy  against  tiie  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  reUgion's  glorious  cause  r 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skill, 
As  bastions  set  point  blank  against  God's  will ; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt, 
Deeply  resolv'd  to  shut  a  Savioiu*  out ;  690 

Call  legions  up  from  hell  to  back  the  deed ; 
And,  curst  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souls  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys  they  meet  with  in  their  heav'nly  range, 

mi  oyxt  1782-1788, 1803i  your  1793-1800. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


CONVERSATION  105 

And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  loiown 
The  sorrows  symi)athy  esteems  its  own, 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force 
From  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  course, 
Feel  less  the  journey's  roughness  and  its  length, 
Meet  their  opposers  with  united  strength,  700 

And,  one  in  heart,  in  interest  and  design, 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  rsuce  divine. 

But  Conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may, 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  waters  after  summer  show'rs. 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mechanic  powers. 
The  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distressed, 
lives  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  possessed. 
When  all  his  glowing  language  issued  forth 
With  Cod's  deep  stamp  upon  its  current  worthy    710 
Will  speak  without  disguise,  and  must  impart. 
Sad  as  it  is,  his  undissembling  heart. 
Abhors  constraint,  and  dares  not  feign  a  zeal. 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire,  he  does  not  feel. 
The  song  of  Sion  is  a  tasteless  thing. 
Unless,  when  rising  on  a  joyful  wing. 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bands. 
And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Strange  tidings  these  to  tell  a  world  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit  I  720 

Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough 
To  swallow  much  upon  much  weaker  proof. 
That  there  are  blest  inhabitants  of  earth. 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth. 
Their  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estrang'd 
From  things  terrestrial,  and  divinely  chang'd. 
Their  very  language  of  a  kind  that  speaks 
The  sotQ's  sure  int'rest  in  the  good  she  seeks, 
Who  deal  with  scripture,  its  importance  felt, 
As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt,  730 

And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 
And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light, 
The  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride. 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side? 
No— shame  ujKjn  a  self-disgracing  age, 
Gk)d's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest  as  fiU'd  with  hellish  glee 
Certain  invisibles  as  shrewd  as  he ; 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none. 
Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone.         740 
The  world  grown  old,  her  deep  discernment  shows. 
Claps  8pec1»cles  on  her  sagacious  nose, 
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Peruses  closely  the  true  Christian's  face, 

And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace, 

Usurps  Qod'&  office,  lays  his  bosom  bare, 

And  finds  hypocrisy  close  lurking  there, 

And,  serving  Gk>d  herself,  through  mere  constraint. 

Concludes  lus  unfeigned  love  of  him,  a  feint. 

And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 

(And  in  due  time  the  world  shall  know  it  too)    750 

That  since  the  flow'rs  of  Eden  felt  the  blast. 

That  after  man's  defection  laid  all  waste. 

Sincerity  towards  th'  heart-searching  Gk)d 

Has  made  the  new-bom  creature  her  abode, 

Nor  shall  be  found  in  unregen'rate  souls, 

Till  the  last  fire  bum  all  between  the  poles. 

Sincerity  I   Why  'tis  his  only  pride., 

Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  beside. 

He  knows  that  Gk)d  demands  his  heart  entire. 

And  gives  him  all  his  just  demands  require.       760 

Without  it,  his  pretensions  were  as  vain. 

As,  having  it,  he  deems  the  world's  disdain ; 

That  great  defect  would  cost  him  not  alone 

Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 

His  birthright  shaJ^en,  and  no  longer  clear. 

Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere. 

Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  world  be  told 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  instead 

A  cold  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread ;  770 

That,  while  in  health,  the  ground  of  her  support 

Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 

That  sick  she  trembles  knowing  she  must  die, 

Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  fai^  a  lie ; 

That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes. 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives, 

Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent, 

The  doctrines  warpt  to  what  they  never  meant ; 

That  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  dull. 

And  useless,  as  a  candle  in  a  scull,  780 

And  all  her  love  of  Gk)d  a  groundless  claim, 

A  trick  ui)on  the  canvass,  painted  flame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  face. 

And  all  her  censures  of  the  work  of  grace. 

Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  f orc'd  to  feel ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 

And  while  she  seems  to  scorn  him,  only  fears. 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  square  or  line, 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design ;  790 
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At  least  we  modems,  our  attention  less, 

Beyond  th'  example  of  our  sires,  digress, 

And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run  wide, 

Wherever  chance,  caprice,  or  fancy  guide. 

The  world  and  I  fortuitously  met ; 

I  ow'd  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  the  debt ; 

She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompensed  the  deed. 

And,  having  struck  the  balance,  now  proceed. 

Perhaps,  however,  as  some  years  have  pass'd, 

Since  she  and  I  conversed  together  last,  800 

And  I  have  liv'd  recluse  in  rural  shades. 

Which  seldom  a  distinct  report  pervades. 

Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  occurred, 

And  blest  reforms  that  I  have  never  heard. 

And  she  may  now  be  as  discreet  and  wise. 

As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 

Sobriety,  perhaps,  may  now  be  found. 

Where  once  intoxication  press'd  the  ground ; 

The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just,  809 

And  he  grown  chaste  that  was  the  slave  of  lust ; 

Arts  once  esteemed  may  be  with  shame  dismissed  ; 

Charity  may  relax  the  miser's  fist ; 

The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  away. 

Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 

It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weight, 

How  credible,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  state) 

That  fables  old,  that  seem'd  for  ever  mute, 

Reviv'd,  are  hast'ning  into  fresh  repute. 

And  gods  and  goddesses  discarded  long, 

Idke  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song,  820 

Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  train, 

And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again ; 

That  certain  feasts  are  instituted  now, 

Where  Venus  hears  the  lover's  tender  vow ; 

That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  roves. 

To  consecrate  our  few  remaining  groves. 

And  echo  learns  politely  to  repeat 

The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete ; 

That  having  prov'd  the  weakness,  it  should  seem, 

Of  revelation's  ineffectual  beam,  830 

To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  sway, 

And  give  the  moral  springs  their  proper  play, 

They  mean  to  try  whiat  may  at  last  be  done. 

By  stout  substantial  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 

And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce 

The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 

May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan. 

May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  man, 

837  such]  much  1782,  1786. 
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Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts, 
Reclaim  his  taste  and  brighten  up  his  parts,       840 
Make  him  athletic  as  in  days  of  old, 
Learn'd  at  the  bar,  in  the  palaestra  bold, 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  airs, 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  their's : 
The  change  shall  please,  nor  shall  it  matter  aught 
Who  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
'Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  stand  thus, 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us, 
To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold. 
And  say  as  stern  Elijah  said  of  old —  850 

The  strife  now  stands  upon  a  fair  award, 
If  Israel's  Lord  be  God,  then  serve  the  Lord ; 
If  he  be  silent,  faith  is  all  a  whim. 
Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  him. 
Digression  is  so  much  in  modem  use, 
Thought  is  so  rare,  and  fancy  so  profuse, 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intent. 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant ; 
As  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam, 
Make  ev'ry  parish,  but  their  own,  their  home.    860 
Though  such  continual  zigzags  in  a  book. 
Such  drunken  reelings,  have  an  awkward  look. 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true. 
Than  rove  and  stagger  with  no  mark  in  view ; 
Yet  to  consult  a  little,  seem'd  no  crime. 
The  freakish  humour  of  the  present  time : 
But  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispersed. 
And  touch  t£e  subject  I  designed  at  first. 
May  prove,  though  much  beside  the  rules  of  art, 
Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  part.  870 

And  first,  let  no  man  charge  me  that  I  mean 
To  clothe  in  sable  every  social  scene, 
And  give  good  company  a  face  severe. 
As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier ; 
For  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  all  their  bent. 
And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mispent. 
Their  wisdom  bursts  into  this  sage  reply. 
Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  always  cry. 
To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  of  wit. 
And  therefore  'tis  a  mark  fools  never  hit.  880 

But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  scene  beyond  Hiat  vale  appears. 
Whose  glory,  with  a  light  that  never  fades. 
Shoots  between  scatter'd  rocks  and  op'ning  shades, 

maMes  178^-1787.  -   -      ^ 
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And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  sonl  desires, 
The  lan^age  of  the  land  she  seeks,  inspires. 
Thus  touch'd,  the  tongue  receives  a  sacred  cure. 
Of  all  that  was  absurd,  profane,  impure ; 
Held  within  modest  bounds,  the  tide  of  speech 
Pursues  the  course  that  truth  and  nature  teach ; 
No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce  891 

The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinkle  without  use : 
Where'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream. 
Sprightly  and  fresh,  enriches  ev'ry  theme. 
While  all  the  happy  man  possessed  before, 
The  gift  of  nature,  or  the  classic  store, 
Is  made  subservient  to  the  grand  design, 
For  which  heav'n  form'd  the  faculty  divine. 
So,  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strays. 
Find  the  sweet  lyre  on  which  an  artist  plays,     900 
With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  chords  he  shakes, 
And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes ; 
But  let  the  wise  and  well-instructed  hand 
Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  command, 
In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  complain'd 
Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  sustain'd. 
Till,  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immortal  song. 
It  sounds  Jehovah's  name,  and  pours  his  praisealong. 


RETIREMENT 
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, studiis  florens  ignobilis  oti. 

ViRO.  Georg.  Lib.  4. 


Hackney'd  in  business,  wearied  at  that  oar 

Which  thousands,  once  fast  chained  to,  quit  no  more. 

But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low. 

All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego  ; 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 

Pants  for  the  refuge  of  some  rural  shade, 

Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 

Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequester'd  spot, 

Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er 

And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before,  10 

He  may  i)ossess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees. 

Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  ease. 

Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span. 

And,  having  liv'd  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 

Thus  conscience  pleads  her  cause  within  the  breast, 

Though  long  rebeU'd  against,  not  yet  suppressed. 
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And  calls  a  creature  f orm'd  for  Gk)d  alone, 

Tor  heav'n's  high  purposes,  and  not  his  own ; 

Calls  him  away  from  selfish  ends  and  aims, 

From  what  debihtates  and  what  inflames,  20 

From  cities,  humming  with  a  restless  crowd. 

Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud, 

Whose  highest  praise  is  that  they  live  in  vain, 

The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 

Where  works  of  man  are  clustered  close  around, 

And  works  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found, 

To  regions  where,  in  spite  of  sin  and  woe. 

Traces  of  Eden  are  stiU  seen  below. 

Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field,  and  grove, 

Remind  him  of  his  Maker's  power  and  love.         30 

'Tis  well  if,  looked  for  at  so  Late  a  day. 

In  the  last  scene  of  such  a  senseless  play, 

True  wisdom  will  attend  his  feeble  call. 

And  grace  his  action  ere  the  ctirtain  fall. 

Souls  that  have  long  despised  their  heav'nly  birth, 

Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  earth, 

For  threescore  years  employed  with  ceaseless  care 

In  catching  smoke  and  f eeddng  upon  air, 

Conversant  only  with  the  ways  of  men, 

Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten.  40 

Invet'rate  habits  choke  th'  unfruitful  heart. 

Their  fibres  penetrate  its  tend'rest  part. 

And,  draining  its  nutritious  pow'rs  to  feed 

Their  noxious  growth,  starve  ev'ry  better  seed. 

Happy,  if  full  of  days— but  happier  far, 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  ev'ntafe  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  of  a  world  that  feeds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds, 
We  can  escape  from  custom's  idiot  sway, 
To  serve  the  Sov'reign  we  were  bom  t'  obey.        50 
Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skill  display'd 
(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  made ! 
To  trace,  in  nature's  most  minute  design. 
The  signature  and  stamp  of  pow'r  divine. 
Contrivance  intricate,  express'd  with  ease, 
Where  unassisted  sight  no  beauty  sees, 
The  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint. 
Within  the  small  dimensions  of  a  point, 
Muscle  and  nerve  miraculously  spun. 
His  mighty  work,  who  speaks  and  it  is  done,        60 
Th'  invisible  in  things  scarce  seen  reveal'd, 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  forms. 
These  hatch'd,  and  those  resuscitated  worms. 
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New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  scenes  to  share, 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  air, 
Whose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk 

and  size, 
More  hideous  foes  than  fancy  can  devise ; 
With  helmet  heads  and  dragon  scales  adom'd, 
The  mighty  myriads,  now  securely  scom'd,  70 

Would  mock  the  majesty  of  man^s  high  birth, 
Despise  his  btdwarks,  and  unpeople  earth : 
Then  with  a  glance  of  fancy  to  survey. 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  stretch  away. 
Ten  thousand  rivers  i)our'd  at  his  command 
From  urns  that  never  fail  through  every  land ; 
These  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force. 
Those  winding  modestly  a  ^ent  course ; 
The  cloud-surmounting  alps,  the  fruitful  vales ; 
Seas  on  which  ev'ry  nation  spreads  her  sails ;       80 
The  sun,  a  world  whence  other  worlds  drink  light ; 
The  crescent  moon,  the  diadem  of  night ; 
Stars  countless,  each  in  his  api)ointed  place, 
Fast-anchor'd  in  the  deep  abyss  of  space— 
At  such  a  sight  to  catch  the  poet's  flame. 
And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exclaim. 
These  are  thy  glorious  works,  thou  source  of  good, 
How  dimly  seen,  how  faintly  understood  I 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  care. 
This  universal  frame,  thus  wondrous  fair ;  90 

Thy  pow'r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 
Ador'd  and  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  hast  wrought. 
Absorbed  in  that  immensity  I  see, 
I  shrink  abas'd,  and  yet  aspire  to  thee ; 
Instruct  me,  guide  me,  to  ttiat  heav'nly  day 
Thy  words  more  clearly  than  thy  works  display. 
That,  while  thy  truths  my  grosser  thoughts  refine, 
I  may  resemble  thee  and  call  thee  mine. 

Oh  blest  proficiency !  surpassing  all 
That  men  erroneously  their  glory  call,  100 

The  recompense  that  arts  or  arms  can  yield. 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  field. 
Compared  with  this  sublimest  life  below. 
Ye  Mngs  and  rulers,  what  have  courts  to  show  ? 
Thus  studied,  us'd  and  consecrated  thus. 
On  earth  what  is,  seems  form'd  indeed  for  us ; 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  froward  child, 
Fretful  imless  diverted  and  beguil'd. 
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Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  fatal  fires 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure  desires,  110 

But  as  a  scale  by  which  tibe  soul  ascends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends, 
Securely,  though  by  steps  but  rarely  trod. 
Mounts  from  inferior  beings  up  to  God, 
And  sees,  by  no  fallacious  light  or  dim, 
Earth  made  for  man,  and  man  himself  for  him. 
Not  that  I  mean  t'  approve,  or  would  enfcMPce, 
A  superstitious  and  monastic  course : 
Truth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  traffic  and  the  shades,       120 
And  may  be  f  ear'd  amidst  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  scorn'd  where  business  never  intervenes. 
But  'tis  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  our's. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  its  noblest  pow'rs. 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart. 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
To  limit  thought,  by  nature  prone  to  stray 
Wherever  freakish  fancy  points  the  way ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  self-love  be  still, 
Eesign  our  own  and  seek  our  Maker's  will ;         130 
To  spread  the  page  of  scripture,  and  compare 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast. 
Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  sacred  test ; 
To  dive  into  the  secret  deeps  within. 
To  spare  no  passion  and  no  fav'rite  sin, 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all, 
Ourselves  and  our  recovery  from  our  fall. 
But  leisure,  silence,  and  a  mind  released 
From  anxious  thoughtshow  wealth  may  be  increased, 
How  to  secure  in  some  propitious  hour  141 

The  point  of  interest  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 
A  soul  serejie,  and  equally  retir'd 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  desir'd. 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  perverse  dispute, 
**  At  least  are  friendly  to  the  great  pursuit. 
Op'ning  the  map  of  God's  extensive  plan. 
We  find  a  little  isle,  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years ;  150 

The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  shore, 
With  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  excels, 
Some  shining  pebbles,  and  some  weeds  and  shells ; 
Thus  laden,  dream  that  they  are  rich  and  great, 
And  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight : 
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The  waves  overtake  them  in  theu*  serious  play, 
And  ev'iy  hour  sweeps  multitudes  away ; 
They  shriek  and  sink,  survivors  start  and  weep. 
Pursue  their  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep.  160 

A  few  forsake  the  throng ;  with  lifted  eyes 
Ask  wealth  of  heav*n,  and  gain  a  real  prize- 
Truth,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace  like  l^at  above, 
Sealed  with  his  signet  whom  they  serve  and  love ; 
Scom'd  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  release  from  their  inypefrtect  state. 
And,  imregretted,  are  soon  snatch'd  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  these  alone  prefer  a  life  recluse, 
Who  seek  retirement  for  its  proper  use ;  170 

The  love  of  change  that  lives  in  ev'ry  breast, 
Grenius,  and  temi)er,  and  desire  of  rest, 
Discordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet. 
And  eaph  inclines  its  vot'ry  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise, 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys. 
The  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  prize 
That  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
The  fruits  that  hang  on  pleasure's  flow'ry  stem. 
Whatever  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  them  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves,  181 

Or  forest  where  the  deer  securely  roves. 
The  fall  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds, 
Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 
The  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  favorites  share. 
With  eager  step,  and  carelessly  array'd. 
For  such  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shade, 
From  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight, 
Pleas'd  fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight,        190 
The  rising  or  the  setting  orb  of  day. 
The  clouds  that  flit,  or  slowly  float  away. 
Nature  in  all  the  various  shapes  she  wears. 
Frowning  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs. 
The  snowy  robe  her  wintry  state  assumes. 
Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  i)erfumes — 
All,  all  alike  transport  the  glowing  bard. 
Success  in  Thyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
Oh  nature !  whose  Elysian  scenes  disclose 
His  bright  perfections  at  whose  word  they  rose,  200 
Next  to  that  pow'r  who  formed  thee  and  sustains. 
Be  thou  the  great  inspirer  of  my  strains. 
Still,  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand. 
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That  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known, 

Give  useful  light  though  I  should  miss  renown, 

And,  poring  on  thy  pag:e,  whose  ev'ry  line 

Bears  proof  of  an  intelligence  divine, 

May  feel  an  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays, 

That  builds  its  glory  on  its  Maker's  praise.  210 

Woe  to  the  man  whose  wit  disclauns  its  use, 

Glittering  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce, 

Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye. 

Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 

His  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  employs 

In  drawing  pictures  of  forbidden  joys. 

Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name, 

Or  shoot  the  careless  with  a  surer  aim. 

The  lover  too  shuns  business  and  alarms, 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms.  220 

Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmest  pray'rs. 
That  he  devote®  not  witti  a  zeal  like  their's ; 
'Tis  consecration  of  his  heart,  soul,  time. 
And  ev'ry  thought  that  wanders,  is  a  crime. 
In  sighs  he  worships  his  supremely  fair, 
And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  despair, 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain, 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach, 
Rough  ehn,  or  smooth-grain'd  ash,  or  glossy  beech, 
In  spiral  rings  ascends  the  tnmk,  and  lays  231 

Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  sprays. 
But  does  a  mischief  while  she  lends  a  grace. 
Straitening  its  growth  by  such  a  strict  embrace- 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds. 
Forbids  th'  advancement  of  the  soul  he  binds ; 
The  suitor's  air  indeed  he  soon  improves. 
And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves. 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  less 
Refines  his  speech,  and  fashions  his  address :      240 
But  farewell  promises  of  happier  fruiis. 
Manly  designs,  and  learning's  grave  pursuits ; 
Girt  with  a  chain  he  cannot  wish  to  break, 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake  ; 
Who  will  may  pant  for  glory  and  excel, 
Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  farewell  I 
Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame, 
Though  sage  advice  of  friends  the  most  sincere 
Sounds  harshly  in  so  delicate  an  ear,  250 

And  lovers  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 
Can  least  brook  management,  however  mild. 
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Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 

The  fiercest  animals  with  magic  charms) 

Risque  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood, 

And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 

Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats, 

Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats, 

Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmonious  streams, 

Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams,         260 

Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  thine. 

Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  design, 

Sooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  surer  prey. 

And  feed  the  fire  that  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away. 

Up—God  has  form'd  thee  with  a  wiser  view. 

Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  subdue ; 

Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  first 

Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst. 

Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  bestow 

When  he  designed  a  x>aradise  below,  270 

The  richest  earthly  boon  his  hands  afford, 

Deserves  to  be  beloved,  but  not  ador'd. 

Post  away  swiftly  to  more  active  scenes. 

Collect  the  scattered  truths  that  study  gleans. 

Mix  with  the  world,  but  with  its  wiser  part, 

No  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart ; 

Its  empire  is  not  her's,  nor  is  it  thine, 

'Tis  Gtod's  just  claim,  prerogative  divine. 

Virtuous  and  f  aitMul  Heberden  I  whose  skill 
Attempts  no  task  it  cannot  well  fulfil,  280 

Gives  melancholy  up  to  nature's  care. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  ah\ 
Look  where  he  comes— in  this  embowYd  alcove- 
Stand  close  conceal'd,  and  see  a  statue  move : 
lips  busy,  and  eyes  fixt,  foot  falling  slow. 
Arms  hanging  idly  down,  hands  clasp'd  below, 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eye  distress. 
Such  as  its  symptoms  can  alone  express. 
That  tongue  is  ^ent  now ;  that  silent  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  could  jest  or  join  the  song,     290 
Could  give  advice,  could  censure  or  commend, 
Or  charm  the  sorrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounced  alike  its  office  and  its  sport, 
Its  brisker  and  its  graver  strains  fall  short ; 
Both  fail  beneath  a  fever's  secret  sway, 
And,  like  a  summer-brook,  are  past  away. 
This  is  a  sight  for  pity  to  peruse, 
Till  she  resemble  faintly  what  she  views, 
Till  sympathy  contract  a  kindred  pain, 
Pierc'd  with  the  woes  that  she  laments  in  vain.  300 
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This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest, 

Claims  most  comi)assion,  and  receives  the  least : 

Job  felt  it,  when  he  groan'd  beneath  the  rod 

And  the  barb'd  arrows  of  a  frowning  Grod ; 

And  such  emollients  as  his  friends  could  spare, 

Fiiends  such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  prepare. 

Blest,  rather  curst,  with  hearts  that  never  feel. 

Kept  snug  in  caskets  of  close-hammer'd  steel, 

With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat. 

And  minds  that  deent  derided  pain  a  treat,  310 

With  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire, 

And  wit  that  puppet-prompters  might  inspire. 

Their  sovereign  nostrum  is  a  clumsy  jote, 

On  pangs  enforced  with  God's  severest  stroke. 

But,  with  a  soul  that  ever  felt  the  sting 

Of  sonrow,  sorrow  is  a  sacred  thing ; 

Not  to  molest,  or  irritate,  or  raise 

A  laugh  at  his  expence,  is  slender  praise ; 

He  that  has  not  usurp'd  the  name  of  man 

Does  all,  and  deems  too  little  all,  he  can,  320 

T'  assuage. the  throbbings  of  the  festered  part. 

And  staunch  the  bleedings  of  a  broken  heart. 

'Tis  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 

Forg'ry  of  fancy,  and  a  dre^un  of  woes ; 

Man  is  an  harp  whose  chords  elude  the  sight, 

Each  yielding  harmony  disposed  aright ; 

The  screws  reversed  (a  task  which  if  he  please 

Gk)d  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease). 

Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  loose. 

Lost,  till  he  tune  them,  all  their  pow'r  and  use.     330 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  scenes  as  fair 

As  ever  recompensed  the  peasant's  care, 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tufted  hills, 

Nor  view  of  waters  timiing  busy  mills, 

Parks  in  which  art  preceptress  nature  weds. 

Nor  gardens  interspersed  with  flow'ry  beds, 

Nor  gales  that  catch  the  scent  of  blooming  groves. 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves, 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye. 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by :  340 

No  woimds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feels. 

No  cure  for  such,  till  God  who  makes  them,  heals. 

And  thou,  sad  suff'rer  under  nameless  ill. 

That  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  himian  skill. 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 

A  Father's  frown,  and  kiss  his  chast'ning  hand : 

318  his]  its  178^,  2786. 
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To  thee  the  day-spring,  and  the  blaze  of  noon, 

The  purple  evening  and  resplendent  moon, 

The  stars  that,  crinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  night, 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  showT  of  light,        350 

Shine  not,  or  imdesir'd  and  hated  shine, 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  cloud  like  thine : 

Yet  seek  hun,  in  his  favour  life  is  foimd, 

All  bliss  beside— a  shadow  or  a  sound : 

Then  heav'n,  eclips'd  so  long,  and  this  dull  earth, 

Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  second  birth ; 

Nature,  assiuning  a  more  lovfly  face, 

Borrowing  a  beauty  from  tiie  works  of  grace, 

Shall  be  despis'd  and  overlooked  no  more, 

Shall  fill  thee  with  delights  unfelf  before,  360 

Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice, 

And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  hills  rejoice ; 

The  soimd  shall  run  along  the  windmg  vales, 

And  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 

Ye  groves  (the  statesman  at  his  desk  exclaims. 
Sick  of  a  thousand  disappointed  aims,) 
My  patrimonial  treasure  and  my  pride. 
Beneath  your  shades  your  grey  possessor  hide. 
Receive  me  languishing  for  that  repose 
The  servant  of  the  public  never  knows.  370 

Ye  saw  me  once  (ah,  those  regretted  days 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  praise  I) 
Hour  after  hour  delightfully  allot 
To  studies  then  familiar,  since  forgot. 
And  cultivate  a  taste  for  ancient  song, 
Catching  its  ardour  as  I  mus'd  along ; 
Nor  seldom,  as  propitious  heav'n  might  send, 
What  once  I  valued  and  could  boast,  a  friend, 
Were  witnesses  how  cordially  I  press'd 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast ;  380 

Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then, 
Nor  guiltless  of  corrupting  other  men, 
But  vers'd  in  arts  that,  while  they  seem  to  stay 
A  falling  empire,  hasten  its  decay. 
To  the  fair  haven  of  my  native  home. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fatigued,  I  come ; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  voice. 
And  make  the  course  he  recommends  my  choice ; 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  desire. 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire.     390 
'Tis  done — he  steps  into  the  welcome  chaise, 
Lolls  at  his  ease  behind  four  handsome  bays, 
That  whirl  away  from  business  and  debate 
Thp  disincumber'd  Atlas  of  the  state. 

384  f  aUen  1786. 
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Ask  not  the  boy,  who  when  the  breeze  of  morn 

First  shakes  the  glittering  drops  from  every  thorn 

Unfolds  his  flock,  then  under  bank  or  bush 

Sits  linking  cherry  stones,  or  platting  rush. 

How  fair  is  freedom  ?-— he  was  always  free : 

To  carve  his  rustic  name  upon  a  tree,  400 

To  snare  the  mole,  or  with  ill-f  ashion'd  hook, 

To  draw  th'  incautious  minnow  from  the  brook, 

Are  ]i£e'&  prime  pleasures  in  his  simple  view, 

His  flock  the  chief  concern  he  ever  knew — 

She  shines  but  little  in  his  heedless  eyes, 

The  good  we  never  miss  we  rarely  prize : 

But  ask  the  noble  drudge  in  state  affairs, 

Escaped  from  office  and  its  constant  cares, 

What  charms  he  sees  in  freedom's  smile  express'd. 

In  freedom  lost  so  long,  now  repossessed ;  410 

The  tongue  whose  strains  were  cogent  as  commands, 

Revered  at  home,  and  felt  in  foreign  lands. 

Shall  own  itself  a  stammerer  in  that  cause. 

Or  plead  its  silence  as  its  best  applause. 

He  knows  indeed  that,  whether  dress'd  or  rude, 

Wild  without  art,  or  artfully  subdu'd. 

Nature  in  ev'ry  form  inspires  delight, 

But  never  marked  her  with  so  just  a  sight. 

Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  a  variegated  store. 

With  woodbine  and  wild  roses  mantled  o'er,       420' 

Green  balks  and  furrow'd  lands,  the  stream  that 

spreads 
Its  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads. 
Downs  that  almost  escape  th'  inquiring  eye. 
That  melt  and  fade  into  the  distant  sky, 
Beauties  he  lately  slighted  as  he  pass'd, 
Seem  all  created  since  he  travell'd  last. 
Master  of  all  th'  enjoyments  he  design'd, 
No  rough  annoyance  rankling  in  his  mind. 
What  early  philosophic  hours  he  keeps. 
How  regular  his  meals,  how  soimd  he  sleeps  1     43ft 
Not  sounder  he  that  on  the  mainmast  head. 
While  morning  kindles  with  a  windy  red. 
Begins  a  long  look-out  for  distant  land. 
Nor  quits,  till  ev'ning  watch,  his  giddy  stand, 
Then  swift  descending  with  a  seaman's  haste. 
Slips  to  his  hammock,  and  forgets  the  blast. 
He  chooses  company,  but  not  the  squire's, 
Whose  wit  is  rudeness,  whose  good  breeding  tires ; 
Nor  yet  the  parson's,  who  would  gladly  come, 
Obsequious  whenabroad,thoughproud  at  home;  440 
Nor  can  he  much  affect  the  neighb'ring  peer, 
Whose  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  near ; 
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But  wisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  friend, 

With  whom,  dismissing  forms,  he  may  unbend ! 

A  man  whom  maito  of  condesoending  grace 

Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proi)er  place : 

Who  comes  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws, 

Speaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  applause ; 

Some  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence 

To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence ;       450 

On  whom  he  rests  well-pleas'd  his  weary  pow'rs, 

And  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 

The  tide  of  life,  swift  always  in  its  course, 

May  run  in  cities  with  a  brisker  force, 

But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene, 

Or  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  rural  scene. 

Yet  how  fallacious  is  all  earthly  bliss. 

What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 

Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year. 

But  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ;  460 

No  happiness  is  felt,  except  the  true, 

That  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 

This  observation,  as  it  chanc'd,  not  made, 

Or  if  the  thought  occurred,  not  duly  weighed, 

He  sighs— for,  after  all,  by  slow  degrees. 

The  spot  he  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow'r  to  please ; 

To  cross  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day. 

Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  fife  away ; 

The  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair. 

He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ;  470 

With  aching  h^ui;,  and  discontented  looks. 

Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  books. 

But  feels,  while  grasping  at  his  faded  joys, 

A  secret  thirst  of  his  renounc'd  employs. 

He  chides  the  tardiness  of  ev'ry  post, 

Pants  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  lost, 

Blames  his  own  indolence,  observes,  though  late, 

'Tis  criminal  to  leave  a  sinking  state, 

Flies  to  the  iQvee,  and,  received  with  grace, 

Kneels,  kisses  hands,  and  shines  again  in  place.  480 

Suburban  villas,  highway-side  retreats, 
That  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets. 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July  stm's  collected  rays, 
Delight  the  citizen,  who,  gasping  there, 
Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
Oh  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought, 
That  could  afford  retirement,  or  could  not  ? 

461  No]  Nor  1782-1788.         462  the]  thee  1793-1798,  1800,  1803. 
484  July's  i^(^. 
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'Tis  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight, 

The  second  milestone  fronts  the  garden  gate ;     490 

A  step  if  fair,  and,  if  a  shower  approach, 

You  find  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach. 

There,  prison'd  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small, 

Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wall. 

The  man  of  business  and  his  friends  compressed. 

Forget  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest ; 

But  still  'tis  rural— irees  are  to  be  seen 

From  ev'ry  window,  and  the  fields  are  green ; 

Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  before  the  door, 

And  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  more?     500 

A  sense  of  elegance  we  rarely  find 

The  portion  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  mind, 

And  ignorance  of  better  things  makes  man, 

Who  cannot  much,  rejoice  in  what  he  can ; 

And  he  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestow'd 

In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  road, 

Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  his  hours 

As  wisely,  and  as.much  improves  his  pow'rs, 

As  he  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  grac'd 

With  all  the  charms  of  an  accomplished  taste.     510 

Yet  hence,  alas !  insolvencies ;  and  hence 

The  unpitied  victim  of  ill-judg'd  expence. 

From  all  his  wearisome  engagements  freed. 

Shakes  hands  with  business,  and  retires  indeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-mammas,  ye  modem  belles. 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge-weUs, 
When  health  required  it  would  consent  to  roam. 
Else  more  attached  to  pleasures  found  at  home. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife. 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life,  520 

In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  hoys. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  joys. 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree 
With  one  consent,  to  rush  into  l£e  sea. — 
Ocean  exhibits,  fathomless  and  broad^ 
Much  of  the  power  and  majesty  of  Gk)d. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelling  of  the  deep. 
That  shines  and  rests,  as  infants  smile  and  sleep ; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  blows ;    530 
Curling  and  whit'ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  th'  increasing  blast, 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars. 
Thunder  and  flash  upon  the  stedfast  shores. 
Till  he  that  rides  the  whirlwind  checks  the  reiUj 
Then,  all  the  world  of  waters  sleeps  again. — 
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Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  fashion  leads, 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'ries  of  pleasiure  still,  where'er  she  dwells. 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  x>alaces,  or  cells,  640 

Oh  grant  a  i)oet  leave  to  recommend 
(A  poet  fond  of  nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  admiring  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  fashioned  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  morning  ride, 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  side, 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains, 
To  waste  unheard  the  music  of  his  strains, 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  impertinence  of  tongue. 
That,  while  it  courts,  affronts  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  w^  the  finished  plan  without  a  fault,        551 
The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th'  overarching  vault. 
Earth's  millions  daily  fed,  a  world  employed 
In  gathering  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd. 
Till  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  the  praise 
Of  God,  beneficent  in  all  his  ways ; 
Grac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  woiild  beauty  shine ! 
Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid, 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade,       660 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 
And  play  tiie  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate : 
There,  hid  in  loath'd  obscurity,  remov'd 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belov'd. 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sighs  o'er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  scene. 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme ; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime ; 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  strong, 
Are  musical  enough  in  Thomson's  song ;  670 

And  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats, 
When  Pope  describee  them,  have  a  thousand  sweets ; 
He  likes  tiie  countiy,  but  in  truth  must  own. 
Most  hkes  it,  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack — ^no  matter  who — for  when  I  blame 
I  pity,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  name, 
liv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chase,  the  course. 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 
Th'  estate  his  sires  had  own'd  in  ancient  years 
Was  quickly  distanc'd,  match'd  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  vanish'd,  was  regretted  and  forgot ;  581 

'Tis  wild  good-nature's  never-failing  lot. 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  suppos'd  him  dea4, 
By  cold  submersion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead. 
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My  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  plaice, 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  face. 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  disguise 
He  might  escape  the  most  observing  eyes, 
And  whistling,  as  if  unconcem'd  and  gay, 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way.  690 

Convinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  he,  the  same,  the  very  Jack  he  knew, 
O'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy. 
He  pressed  him  much  to  quit  his  base  employ ; 
His  countenance,  his  purse,  his  heart,  his  hand, 
Infl'ence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  command : 
Peers  are  not  always  gen'rous  as  well-bred, 
But  Granby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
Jack  bow'd,  and  was  oblig'd— confessed  'twas  strange 
That  so  retir'd  he  should  not  wish  a  change,       600 
But  knew  no  mediimi  between  guzzling  beer, 
And  his  old  stint — three  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe ; 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  f  oimd  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  nund 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disinclin'd ; 
Some  sway'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self -impoverished,  and  because  they  m\ist ; 
But  few  that  court  Retirement  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there.       610 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow'rs  proportioned  to  the  post : 
Give  e'en  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  desires, 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  requires ; 
A  business  with  an  income  at  its  heels 
Furnishes  always  oil  for  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  active  years  with  indolent  repose, 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  faculties,  severe  indeed.  620 

'Tis  easy  to  resign  a  toilsome  place. 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  witii  a  grace ; 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  ditress'd. 
The  vet'ran  steed,  excus'd  his  task  at  length, 
In  kind  compassion  of  his  failing  strength, 
And  tum'd  into  the  park  or  mead  to  graze, 
Exempt  from  future  service  all  his  days. 
There  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  its  kind. 
Ranges  at  liberty,  and  snuffs  the  wind :  630 

But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  busy  road. 
To  taste  a  joy  like  that  ho  has  bestow'd, 
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He  proves,  less  happy  than  his  favoured  brute, 
A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit. 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seem 
As  natural  as,  when  asleep,  to  dream ; 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will  act) 
Specious  in  show,  impossible  in  fact. 
Those  flimsy  webs  that  break  as  soon  as  wrought, 
Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought :  640 

Nor  yet  the  swarms  that  occupy  the  brain. 
Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  and  pleasure  reign ; 
Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  breeds, 
Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  feeds. 
Whence,  aiid  what  are  we  ?  to  what  end  ordained  ? 
What  means  the  drama  by  the  world  sustained  ? 
Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mirth. 
Divide  the  frail  inhabitants  of  earth. 
Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ  ? 
life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ?  650 

Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience,  scripture,  say. 
Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day. 
When,  eairth^s  assign'd  duration  at  an  end, 
Man  shall  be  summoned  and  the  dead  attend  ? 
The  trumpet — will  it  sound?  the  curtain  rise? 
And  show  th'  august  tribunal  of  the  skies, 
Where  no  prevarication  shall  avail, 
Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  fail. 
The  pride  of  ai^rogant  distinctions  fall. 
And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all  ?    660 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midnight  oil 
To  learned  cares  or  philosophic  toil, 
Though  I  revere  your  honourable  namies. 
Your  useful  labours  and  important  aims. 
And  hol4  the  world  indebted  to  your  aid, 
Enrich'd  with  the  discoveries  ye  have  made ; 
Yet  let  m^  stand  excus'd,  if  I  esteem 
A  mind  employed  on  so  sublime  a  theme. 
Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 
And  outline  of  the  present  transient  state,  670 

And,  after  i)oising  her  advent'rous  wings. 
Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent,  and  better  taught 
The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thought, 
Than  ye,  when  happiest,  and  enlighten'd  most. 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast. 
A  mind  imnerv'd,  or  indispos'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  care. 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene  inspires, 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires.         680 
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An  idler  is  a  watch  that  wants  both  hands, 
As  useless  if  it  goes  as  when  it  stands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shelves, 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves ; 
Nor  those  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blow, 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
Nor  his  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom. 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  scorn, 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  with  a  sly  side-thrust ;  690 

Nor  those  of  leam'd  philologists,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  sx)ace, 
Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark, 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark ; 
But  such  as  learning  without  false  pretence. 
The  friend  of  truth,  th'  associate  of  sound  sense, 
And  such  as,  in  the  zeal  of  good  design, 
Strong  judgment  laboring  in  the  scripture  mine. 
All  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce. 
Worthy  to  live,  and  of  eternal  use :  700 

Behold  in  these  what  leisure  hours  demand. 
Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hand. 
Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childish  cast. 
And  while  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste ; 
Habits  of  close  attention,  thinking  heads, 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spreads, 
Till  authors  hear  at  length,  one  gen'ral  cry. 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  we  die. 
The  loud  demand,  from  year  to  year  the  same, 
Beggars  invention  and  makes  fancy  lame,  710 

Till  farce  itself,  most  mournfully  jejune, 
Calls  for  the  kind  assistance  of  a  tune ; 
And  novels  (witness  ev'ry  month's  review) 
Belie  their  name,  and  offer  nothing  new. 
The  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  sport, 
Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort, 
Whose  wit  well  manag'd,  and  whose  classic  style, 
Give  truth  a  lustre,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 
Friends  (for  I. cannot  stint,  as  some  have  done, 
Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one ;  720 

Though  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  gen'rous  breast. 
Will  stand  advanc'd  a  step  above  the  rest : 
Mow'rs  by  that  name  promiscuously  we  call. 
But  one,  the  rose,  the  regent  of  them  all)— 
Friends,  not  adopted  with  a  school-boy's  haste, 
But  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste, 
Well-bom,  well-disciplin'd,  who,  plac'd  apart 
From  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart, 
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And,  though  the  world  may  think  th^  ingredients 

odd, 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  Qod  I  730 

Such  friends  prevent  what  else  wotdd  soon  succeed, 
A  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead, 
And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  clean, 
As  their's  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene ; 
For  solitude,  however  some  may  rave. 
Seeming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  gmve, 
A  septdchre  in  whidi  the  living  lie, 
Where,  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
I  praise  the  Frenchman^,  his  remark  was  shrewd- 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude  I        740 
But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whisper — solitude  is  sweet. 
Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aught  beside 
That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide. 
Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 
Or  shine  the  dulness  of  still  life  away : 
Divine  communion,  carefully  enjoy'd. 
Or  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 
Oh  sadred  art,  to  which  ak)ne  life  owes 
Its  happiest  seasons,  and  a  i)eaceful  close,  750 

Scom'd  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 
For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  bom, 
Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap,  with  bleeding  hands, 
Flow'rs  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands. 
And,  while  experience  cautions  us  in  vain, 
Grasp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain. 
Despondence,  self -deserted  in  her  grief. 
Lost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief. 
Murmuring  and  imgrateful  discontent. 
That  scorns  afflictions  mercifully  meant,  760 

Those  humours  tart  as  wines  upon  the  fret. 
Which  idleness  and  weariness  beget ; 
These,  and  a  thousand  plagues  that  haunt  the  breast, 
Fond  of  the  phantom  of  an  earthly  rest. 
Divine  communion  chases,  as  the  day 
Drives  to  their  dens  th'  obedient  beasts  of  prey. 
See  Judah's  promised  king,  bereft  of  all, 
Driv'n  out  an  exile  from  the  face  of  Saul, 
To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wand'rer  flies. 
To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  frown  denies.         770 
Hear  the  sweet  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice, 
Hear  him,  o'erwhelm'd  with  sorrow,  yet  rejoice ; 
No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part, 
No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart ; 
1  Bruyere  [C.]. 
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'Tis  manly  music,  such  as  mariyrs  make, 

Suffering  with  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  sake ; 

His  soul  exults,  hope  animates  his  lays, 

The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  into  praise, 

And  wilds,  familiar  with  the  lion's  roar^ 

Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  imheard  before :  780 

'Tis  love  like  his  that  can  alone  defeat 

The  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  sweet. 

Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursu'd ; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  that  each  demands ; 
To  cherish  virtue  in  an  humble  state. 
And  share  the  jojrs  your  bounty  may  create ;      790 
To  mark  the  matchless  workings  of  the  pow'r 
That  shuts  within  its  seed  the  future  flow'r. 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel. 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell. 
Sends  nature  forth  the  daughter  of  the  skies. 
To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  hiunan  eyes ; 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet — 
These,  these  are  arts  pursued  wittiout  a  crime, 
That  leave  no  stain  upon  the  wing  of  time.         800 

Me  poetry  (or,  rather,  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  poetic  fame) 
Employs,  shut  out  from  more  important  views. 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  the  slow  winding  Ouse ; 
Content  if,  thus  sequester'd,  I  may  raise 
A  monitor's,  though  not  a  poet's  praise. 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known, 
To  close  life  wisely,  may  not  waste  my  own. 

7^9  a  1798\  1800.        793  bids  i75^,  1786, 1803 ;  bid  1787-1800, 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


^  (    ¥ 


In  the  Poem  on  the  subject  of  Education,  he 
would  be  very  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having 
aimed  his  censure  at  any  particular  school.  His 
objections  are  such  as  natiuully  apply  themselves 
to  schools  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  as  for 
the  most  part  there  is,  wilful  neglect  in  those  who 
manage  them,  and  an  omission  even  of  such  disci- 
pline as  they  are  susceptible  of,  the  objects  are  yet 
too  numerous  for  minute  attention ;  and  the  aching 
hearts  of  ten  thousand  parents,  mourning  \mder 
the  bitterest  of  all  disappointments,  attest  the  truth 
of  the  allegation.  His  quarrel,  therefore,  is  with 
the  mischief  at  large,  and  not  with  any  x>articular 
instance  of  it. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


[129] 

THE    TASK 

[Written  July  (?).  1783,  to  Sept,  1784.    Publiahed  1786.] 

BOOK  I 
THE  SOFA 


I  SING  the  Sofa.    I,  who  lately  sang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  CharitjCpiand  touched  with  awe 

The  solemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand, 

Esc^p'd  with  pain  from  that  advent'rous  flight. 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme ; 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august  and  proud 

Th'  occasion — for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  use, 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  non^. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth,    lO 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile ; 
The  hardy  chief  UTX)n  the  rugged  rock 
^  a,,  or  on  the  gravUy  IBank 


ismriGiixauu 


iuxssauii 


■PY,.Yrifttyy  toosftte..  Ji^ringJiaidt 


six^mrth. 


Fearless  (rf  wrony,  repos'd  his  W( 

Those  barClrbus  ages  past,  succeeded  next 

The  birth-day  of  invention ;  weak  at  first. 

Dull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perform. 

Joint-stools  were  then  created ;  on  three  legs 

Upborn  they  stood.    Three  legs  upholding  firm    20 

A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 

On  such  a  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat, 

©See  Poems,  vol.  i.  [CJ 
Argument  11  after  introduced  178S,  1786  have  upon  it. 
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And  swayed  the  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms : 
And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear 
May  still  be  seen;  but  perforated  sore, 
And  drilled  in  holes,  the  solid  oak  is  found, 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 
Atlenc  " 


30 

And  o'er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stuffed, 
Induced  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue, 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap'stry  richly  wrought, 
And  woven  close,  or  needle- work  sublime. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide, 
The  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass. 
Lap-dog  and  lambkin  with  black  staring  eyes. 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  hesik. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  smooth  and  bright 
With  Nature's  varnish ;  severed  into  stripes         40 
That  interla<5'd  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice- work,  that  brac'd 
The  new  machine  and  i^  T^emmp  a  cWr.  '^ 
But  restless  was  the  cnair ;  the  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  that  felt  no  ease ; 
The  slipp'ry  seat  betray'd  the  sliding  part 
That  pressed  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
These  for  the  rich :  the  rest,  whom  fate,  had  placed 
In  modest  mediocrity,  content  50 

With  base  materials,  sat  on  well-tann'd  hides. 
Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glassy  smooth. 
With  here  and  there  a  tuft  of  crhnson  yam, 
Or  scarlet  crewel,  in  the  cushion  fixt ; 
If  cushion  might  be  call'd,  what  harder  seem'd 
Than  the  firm  oak  of  which  the  frame  was  form'd. 


Toy  its  own  massy  weight. 
But  elbows  still  were  wanting ;  these,  some  say,  60 
An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contriv'd : 
And  some  ascribe  th'  invention  to  a  priest 
Burly  and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 
But,  rude  at  first,  and  not  with  easy  slope 
Receding  wide,  they  press'd  against  the  ribs, 
And  bruis'd  the  side ;  and,  elevated  high. 
Taught  the  raised  shoulders  to  invade  the  ears. 
Long  time  elaps'd  or  e'er  our  rugged  sires 
Complain'd,  though  incommodiomly  pent  in, 
58  lumber  1800  errata :  umber  all  previous  edd. 
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And  ill  at  ease  behind.    The  ladies  first  70 

'Qan  murmur,  as  became  the  softer  sex. 

Ingenious  fancy,  never  better  pleas'd 

Than  when  employed  t'  accommodate  the  fair, 

Heard  the  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devised 

The  soft  settee ;  one  elbow  at  each  end, 

And  in  the  midst  an  elbow  it  receiy'd, 

United  yet  divided,  twain  at  once. 

So  sit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  throne ; 

And  so  two  citizens  who  take  the  air, 

80 


Foi 


sick, 
.       ,        »0 
Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  the  midnight  hour 
To  sleep  within  the  carriage  more  secure, 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  the  curate  in  his  desk. 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o'er  his  head ; 
And  sweet  the  clerk  below.    Bilt  neither  sleep 
Of  lazy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead. 
Nor  his  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  hour 
To  slumber  in  the  caniage  more  secure, 
Nor  sleep  enjoy'd  by  curate  in  his  desk,  100 

Nor  yet  the  dozings  of  the  clerk,  are  sweet. 
Compared  with  the  repftsfi  tlf}p>  Sofa  yiptifift 

Oh  may  I  live  exempted  (while  I  live 
Guiltless  of  pampered  appetite  obscene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  toe 
Of  libertine  excess.    The  Sofa  suits 
^e  gouty  limb,  'tis  true ;  but  gouty  limb, 
ough  on  a  Sofa,  may  I  never  feel : 
'or  I  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk  through  lanes 
Of  grassy  swarth,  close  cropt  by  nibbling  sheep, 
And  skirted  thick  with  intertexture  firm  111 

Of  thorny  boughs ;  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk 
O'er  hills,  tluDUgh  valleys,  and  by  rivers'  brink. 
E'er  since  a  truant  boy  1  pass'd  my  bounds 
T'  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  without  regret 
Of  hours  that  sorrow  since  has  much  endeared, 
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How  oft,  my  slice  of  pocket  store  consum'd, 
Still  hungering,  pennyless  and  far  from  home, 
I  fed  on  scarlet  hips  and  stony  haws,  120 

Or  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  emboss 
The  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  sloes  austere. 
Hard  fare  I  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  not;  nor  the  palate,  undeprav'd 

^•^^-^y  culinary  arts,  unsav'ry  deems. 
Ifo  Sofa  then  awaited  my  return; 
Nor  Sofa  then  I  needed.    Youth  rei)airs 
His  wasted  spirits  quickly,  by  long  toil 
Incurring  short  fatfeue ;  and,  though  our  years 
As  life  declines  speed  rapidly  away,  130 

And  not  a  year  but  pilfers  as  he  goes 
Some  youthful  grace  that  age  would  gladly  keep ; 
A  tooth  or  auburn  lock,  and  by  degrees 
Their  length  and  colour  from  the  locks  they  spare; 
Th'  elastic  spring  of  an  unwearied  foot 
That  moxmts  the  stile  with  ease,  or  leaps  the  fence, 
That  play  of  Ixmgs,  inhaling  and  again 
Respiring  freely  the  fresh  air,  that  makes 
Swift  i)ace  or  steep  accent  no  toil  to  me. 
Mine  have  not  pilfer'd  yet ;  nor  yet  impaired      140 
My  relish  of  fair  prospect ;  scenes  that  soothed 
Or  chann'd  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  find 
Still  soothing  and  of  pow'r  to  charm  me  still. 
And  witnesd,  dear  companion  of  my  walks, 
Whose  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  perceive 
Fast  locked  in  mine,  with  pleasure  such  as  love, 
Confirmed  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
And  well-tried  virtues,  could  alone  inspire — 
^» Witness  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubled  long. 
Thou  know'st  my  praise  of  nature  most  sincere,  150 
And  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjured  up 
To  serve  occasions  of  x)oetic  pomp. 
But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  all. 
How  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 
Has  slackened  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  bom 
The  ruffling  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew, 
WTiile  admiration,  feeding  at  the-eye^ 

"^^"^Xhd  sHn  "unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 

Thence  with  what  pleasm-e  have  we  just  discerned 
The  distant  plough  slow^  moving,  and  beside       160 
ffislab'ring^team^  th^^JSWeo^JiUWitiriJBi.thQ't^ 
Tnesturdy  swam^toainish'd  to  a  boy  I 
Her^T)xige^ow  Vm^nglhrough  U  level  plain  , 
Orspacious  meads  with  cattle  sprinkled  o  er, 
€JonductsJlhe  eye  along  its^  sinuous  ,go\jrse 
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Delighted.    There,  fast  rooted  in  their  bank, 
Stand,  never  overlooked,  oiir  fav'rite  elms. 
That  screen  the  herdsman's  solitary  hut ; 
While  far  bey<Mid,  and  overthwart  the  stream 
That,  as  with  molten  glass,  inlays  the  vale,         170 
The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds ; 
Dii^laymg  on  its  varied  side  the  grace 
Of  hedge-row  beauties  numberless,  square  tow'r, 
Tall  spire,  from  which  the  soimd  of  cheerful  bells 
Just  undtdates  upon  the  listening  ear, 
Groves,  heaths,  and  smoking  viUages,  remote. 
Scenes  must  be  beautiful,  which,  daily  view'd. 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years, 
^^^-vPraise  justly  due  to  those  that  I  describe.  180 

:b^or  rural  sights  alone,  but  rural  souinSs, 
EjtEilarate  the  spirit,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  langmd  Nature.     Mighty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  ftir-spreading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  musk;  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  ocean  on  his  winding  shore, 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind ; 
Unnumber'd  branches  waving  in  the  blast. 
And  all  their  leaves  fast  fluttering,  all  at  once. 
Nor  less  comjKHSure  waits  upon  the  roar  190 

Of  distant  floods,  or  on  the  softer  voice 
Of  neighboring  fountain,  or  of  rills  that  slip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and,  chiming  as  they  fall 
Upon  loose  pebbles,  I6se  themselves  at  length 
In  matted  grass,  that  with  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  tbe  secret  of  their  silent  course. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  sweet  sounds, 
But  animated  nature  sweeter  still. 
To  sooth  and  satisfy  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one  200 
The  live-long  night :  nor  these  alone,  whose  notes 
Nice  finger'd'art  must  emulate  in  vain, 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  circles,  screaming  loud, 
Th©  i^Yi  the  pie,  and  ev'n  the  boding  owl 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 
^mdfl  inharmoTiioufl  in  thftmfifilv^  ^^^^  i^^^^ah^ 
Yet  heard  in  scenes  where  im^cei  forever  ragas, 
v^And  only  there,  please  h^f^hly  for  thfiir  Pfl.kff 

^Peace  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought  210 
Devis'd  the  weather-house,  that  useful  toy  I 
Fearless  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains, 
Forth  steps  the  man— an  emblem  of  myself ! 
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More  delicate,  his  tim'rous  mate  retires.  . 
Wlien  Winter  soaks  the  fields,  and  female  feet, 
Too  weak  to  struggle  with  tenadions  clay. 
Or  ford  the  rivul^,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  disoov'ries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  season,  and  with  such  a  charge. 
Once  went  I  forth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknown, 
A  pottage,  whither  oft  we  since  repair :  221 

^Tis  perch'd  upon  the  green-hill  top,  but  close 
Environed  with  a  ring  of  branching  elms 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itself  imseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  beset 
With  foliage  of  such  dark  redxmdant  growth, 
I  caird  the  low-roof 'd  lodge  the  peamnfs  nest. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  far  remote 
From  such  unpleasing  sounds  as  haunt  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs  230 

Incessant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels, 
And  infants  clam'rous  whether  pleas'd  or  pain'd. 
Oft  have  I  wish'd  the  peaceful  covert  mine. 
Here.  I  have  said,  at  leastJL 


TEe  poetTibrea^Sre,  silen<^^  and  indulge 

JEe  dreams  of  tancy^  traijtgyii  and  secure. 

Vain^BiiougEn  the  dweller  in  that  still  retreat 

Dearly  obtains  Ihe  refuge  it  affords. 

Its  elevated  scite  forbids  the  wretch 

To  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  crystal  well ;  240 

He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch. 

And,  heavy-laden,  brings  his  bev'rage  home, 

Far-f etch'd  and  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waits. 

Dependant  on  the  baker's  punctual  call. 

To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door, 

Angry  and*sad,  and  his  last  crust  consumed. 

So  farewell  envy  of  the  peasanfs  nest! 

If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  life. 

Society  for  me  I —thou  seeming  sweet. 

Be  still  a  pleasing  object  in  my  view ;  250 

My  visit  still,  but  never *mine  abode. 

^  Not  distant  far,  a  length  of  colonnade 

Invites  us.    Monument  of  ancient  taste. 

Now  scom'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fatis. 

Our  fathers  knew  the  value  of  a  screen 

From  sultry  suns ;  and,  in  their  shaded  walks 

And  long  protracted  bow'rs,  enjoy'd  at  noon 

The  gloom  and  coolness  of  declining  day. 

We  bear  om'  shades  about  us ;  self-depriv'd 

Of  other  screen,  the  thin  umbrella  spread,  260 

And  range  an  Indian  waste  without  a  tree. 
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Thanks  to  B^ievoli^^he  spares  me  yet 

These  chesnuts  rang'd  in  corresponding  lines ; 

And,  though  himsehf  so  polished,  still  reprieves 
^The  obsolete  prolixity  of  shade. 
^Descending  now  (but  ^^^f>"ft  ^^^  ^^  ^»«^^ 

A  juciaen  steep,  up(m  a  rustic  bridge 

'meir  penaent  pou^lbsrstwpn^ 

uence,  ancie-heep inmSss' imd nowT^  270 

We  mount  again,  and  feel  at  ev'ry  step 

Our  foot  half  suxik  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 

Baised  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  soil. 

He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind, 

Disfigures  earth ;  and,  plotting  in  the  dark, 

Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile. 

That  may  record  the  misehiefe  he  has  done. 

l^e  summit  gained,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it  I  yet  not  all  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impressed  280 

By  rural  carvers,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  pannels,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  name, 
In  chai^cters  imcouth,  and  spelt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  zeal  t^  immortalize  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  ev'n  a  few 
Few  transient  years,  won  from  th'  abyss  abhorr'd 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  down.    Now  roves  the  eye ; 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  height, 
Exults  in  its  command.    The  sheep-fold  here     290 
Pours  out  its  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  glebe. 
At  first,  progressive  as  a  stream,  they  seek 
The  nodddle  field ;  but,  scattered  by  degrees, 
Each  to  his  choice,  soon  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  from  the  sun-burnt   hay-field,  homeward 

creeps 
The  loaded  wain ;  while,  lightened  of  its  charge, 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swiftiy  by ; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team 
Vocif  rous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  less  attractive  is  the  woodland  scene,  300 

Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth. 
Alike,  yet  various.    Here  the  gray  smooth  trunks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  distinctly  shine. 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  distant  shades ; 
There,  lost  behind  a  rising  ground,  the  wood 
Seems  sunk,  and  shortened  to  its  topmost  boughs. 


(Jr, 
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No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  its  charms, 
Though  each  its  hue  peculiar ;  paler  some, 
And  of  a  wannish  gray ;  the  wiUow  such, 
And  poplar,  that  with  silver  lines  his  leaf,  310 

And  ash  far-stretching  his  umbrageous  arm ; 
Of  deeper  green  the  elm ;  and  deeper  still, 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long-surviving  oak. 
Some  glossy-leav'd,  and  shining  in  the  sun. 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts 
^  Prolific,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
Diffusing  odours :  nor  unnoted  pass 
The  sycamore,  capricious  in  attire. 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and,  ere  autumn  yet 
Have    changed    the   woods,    in    scarlet    honoui's 

bright.  320 

O'er  these,  but  far  beyond  (a  spacious  map 
Of  hill  and  valley  interposed  between), 
The  Ouse,  dividing  the  well- watered  land, 
Now  glitters  in  the  sun,  and  now  retires, 
As  bashful,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen. 
-     -      Hence  the  declivity  is  sharp  and  short, 

And  such  the  re-ascent ;  between  them  wee^ 
A  little  ntdad  her  impoverished  urn 
All  summer  long,  which  winter  fills  again. 
The  folded  gatesi^ould  bar  my  progress  now,    330 
But  that  the  lor<C)of  this  enclosed  demesne, 
Commimicative  of  the  good  he  owns. 
Admits  me  to  a  share ;  the  guiltless  eye 
Commits  no  wrong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys. 
Refreshing  change  I  where  now  the  blazing  sun? 
By  short  transition  we  have  lost  his  glare. 
And  stepped  at  once  into  a  cooler  cHme. 
Ye  fallen  avenues !  once  more  I  mourn 
Your  fate  unmerited,  once  more  rejoice 
That  vet  a  remnant  of  your  race  survives.  340 

liow  airy  and  now  light  tne  graceiui  arcn. 
Yet  awful  as  the  consecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems !  while  beneath 
The  chequered  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Brushed  by  the  wind.     So  sportive  is  the  light 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  they  dance, 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intermingling  quick, 
And  darkening  and  enlightening,  as  the  leaves 
\^lay  wanton,  ev'ry  moment,  every  spot. 

And  now,  with  nerves  new-braced  and  spirits 

cheered,  350 


PJJee  the  foregoing  note  [C.].    . 
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We  tread  the  wilderness^  whose  well-roU'd  walks, 
With  ciirvature  of  slow  and  easy  sweep — 
Deception  innocent — give  ample  space 
Vjo  narrow  boxinds.     The  grove  receivftft  iia  r\P>xt ; 
Between  the  upright  shafts  of  whose  tall  elms 


tfj:«yAjai:!i>!;U«i.)ff5ia.w^^i»uvjfdiiffl;i?^! 


ixmip  after  thump  resounds  the  constant  flail, 
That  seems  to  swing  \mcertain,  and  yet  falls 
Full  on  the  destin'd  ear.    Wide  flies  the  chaff. 
The  rustling  straw  sends  up  a  frequent  mist      360 
Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  the  noon-day  beam. 
"tSSSemtner,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down 

And  sleep  not :  ff^  him  awftftfiny  f\'ar  Tiift  ImtMiA 

But  softened  into  mercy ;  madetne  pledge 
'  bk  ch^riiii  days,  aSaSTnights  without  a  groan. 
""^  By  ceaseless  action  all  that  is  subsists. 
Constant  rotation  of  th'  imwearied  wheel 
That  nature  rides  upon  maintains  her  health, 
Her  beauty,  her  fertility.    She  dreads  370 

An  instant's  pause,  and  lives  but  while  she  moves. 
Its  own  revolvency  upholds  the  world. 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air. 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use. 
Else  noxious :  oceans,  rivers,  lakes,  and  streams. 
All  feel  the  freshening  impulse,  and  are  cleansed 
By  restless  imdulation :  ev'n  the  oak 
Thrives  by  the  rude  concussion  of  the  storm : 
He-^seems  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel 
Th'  impression  of  the  blast  with  proud  disdain,  380 
Frowning  as  if  in  his  unconscious  arm 
He  held  the  thunder :  but  the  monarch  owes 
His  firm  stability  to  what  he  scorns- 
More  fixt  below,  the  more  disturbed  above. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  are  bound, 
Binds  man  the  lord  of  all.    Himself  derives 
No  mean  advantage  from  a  kindred  cause. 
From  strenuous  toil  his  hours  of  sweetest  ease. 
The  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find,       390 
For  none  ttiey  need :  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 
Deserted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaccid,  shrunk. 
And  withered  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul, 
Beproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest 
To  which  he  forfeits  ev'n  the  rest  he  loves. 
Not  such  th'  alert  and  active.    Measure  life 
By  its  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  affords. 
And  their's  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name. 

f3 
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Good  health,  and,  its  associate  in  most, 
G^ood  temper ;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake,        400 
And  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous  task ; 
The  pow'rs  of  fancy  and  strong  thought  are  their's; 
Ev'n  age  itself  seems  privileged  in  them 
With  clear  exemption  from  its  own  defects. 
A  sparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
The  vet'ran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthful  smiles,  descends  toward  the  grave 
\Sprightly,  and  old  almost  without  decay. 
>  Like  a  coy  maiden,  ease,  when  courted  most. 
Farthest  retires — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine  410 

Who  of t'nest  sacrifice  are  favoured  least. 


In  some  unwholesome  dxmgeon,  and  a  prey 
To  sallow  sickness,  which  tiie  vapours,  dank 
And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred, 
Escapes  at  last  to  liberty  and  light :  440 

His  cheek  recovers  soon  its  healtEful  hue ; 
His  eye  relumines  its  extinguished  fires ; 
He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs— -is  wing'd  with  joy. 
And  riots  in  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  breeze. 


399  the  most  1783-1788, 1803. 
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He  does  not  scorn  it,  wlio  has  long  endur'd 

A  fever^s  agonies,  and  fed  on  drugs. 

Nor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflamed 

With  acrid  salts ;  his  very  heart  athirst 

To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array,  / 

Upon  the  ship's  tall  side  he  stands,  possessed       450       ^ 

With  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire : 

Fair  fields  apx>ear  below,  such  as  he  left, 

Far  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find-- 

He  seeks  th^n  headlong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns ;  y 

The  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 
And  sullen  sadness,  tluit  o'ershade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  inuneasurable  woe  appears, 
These. Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair  460 

Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 
It  is  the  constant  revolution,  stale  ^  ' 

And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  joys, 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb ;  the  heart 
Recoils  from  its  own  choice—at  the  full  feast 
Is  famish'd— finds  no  music  in  the  song. 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Y^t  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  on,  470 

Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  x)ath  they  ti'ead. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards, 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort. 
Her  mingle  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits. 
Spectatress  both  and  e^iectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cypher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise,  48i0 

Till  the  stgiit  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  ev'n  these 
Themselves  love  life,  and  cHng  to  it,  as  he 
That  overhangs  a  torrent  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorli  the  purposes  for  which  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them?  No—the  dread, 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Beflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame, 
And  their  invet'rate  habits,  all  forbid.  490 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name; 
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The  innocent  are  gay— the  lark  is  gay, 
That  (Wes  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew, 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 


Th( 


Too  well  acquainted  with  their  smiles,  slides  off, 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  familiar  scenes. 
Then  snug  enclosures  in  the  sheltered  vale, 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye, 
Delight  us;  happy  to  renoimce  awhile. 
Not  senseless  of  its  charms,  what  still  we  love, 
That  such  short  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Tlien  forests,  or  the  savage  rock,  may  please, 
Th^t  hides  the  sea-mew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.    His  hoary  head,  620 

Conspicuous  many  a  league,  the  mariner 
Boimd  homeward,  and  in  hope  already  there, 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.    At  lus  waist 
A  girdle  of  half -withered  shrubs  he  shows, 

nd  at  his  feet  the  baffled  bUlows  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  prickly  gorse,  that,  shapeless  and  deform'd, 
And  dangerous  to  the  touch,  has  yet  its  bloom. 
And  decks  itself  with  ornaments  of  gold. 
Yields  no  unpleasing  ramble ;  there  the  turf       530 
Smells  fresh,  and,  rich  in  odorif  rous  herbs 
And  fimgous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  sense 
With  luxury  of  xmexpected  sweets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  whom  better  davs 
Saw^^gtteruma,  Hi  m^a)^  ^f  f\i\Uv  ^ry^rv.^^ 
WmrlSR^,"ahd  hat  witE  splendid  ribband  botfnd. 
A  sorriug  maid  was  Hlie,  ttftd  l^li  in  Jove 
^l!JLi!Mg^^JBOgngEfe^  tjo  sm,  and  died, 

527  goes  178S,  1786  deform  1785, 1786. 
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To 

At  what  a  sailor  suffers :  fancy,  too^ 
Delusive  most  wSere  warmest  wii^^  are^ 

rfttiim, 


i^ii^iini^^»v.Vnri^v??yy;iiitf?t!SrTi 


^ .^_„_  g£Jteq.PfiPorte  ftbft  waft  not  to  Imow. 

she  heard  the  doleful  tidmgs  of  his  death— 
And  never  smil'd  again !  And  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste ;  there  spends  the  livelong  day, 
And  there,  unless  when  charity  forbids, 
The  livelong  night.    A  tatter'd  apron  hides, 
Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown  550 

More  tatter'd  still ;  and  both  but  ill  conceal 
A  bosom  heayjd  with  never-ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets, 
And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve ;  but  needful  food, 
Though  pressed  with  htmger  oft,  or  comelier  clothes, 
Though  pinch'd  with  cold,  asks  never. —Kate  is 
^  crsz'dl 

I  seeacolxunn  of  slow  rising  smoke 
O'ertop  the  lofty  wood  that  sMrts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meal.    A  kettle,  sltmg  560 

Between  two  pc^es  upon  a  stick  transverse. 
Receives  the  morsel— flesh  obscene  of  dog. 
Or  vermin,  or,  at  best,  of  cock  purloined 
From  his  acci^tom^d  perch.    Hard  faring  race ! 
T^ey  pick  their  fuel  out  of  ev'ry  hedge. 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  un- 

quench'd 
The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  flutt'ring  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin, 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more     570 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal. 
Strange !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cast 
lii  httman  m&ma.  6h6uld  bWlt^lza  by  cHoice 
His  natore :  ^na.  tnougE'capCT!61>f  arts 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  himself. 

Such  sgnnlid  sloth  tiO  houonrablft  toil ! 

Yet  even  these,  though,  feigning  sickness  crft,     580 

They  swathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  limping  limb, 

And  vex  their  flesh  with  artiflcial  sores. 

Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note 

When  safe  occasion  offers ;  and,  with  dance. 
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And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag, 
Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  wooids  resound. 
Such  health  and  gaiety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  houseless  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wandering  much. 
Need  other  phytic  none  to  heal  th'  effects  590 

Of  loathsome  diet,  penury,  and  cold. 
^  Blest  he,  though  imdistinguish'd  from  the  crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwellj^  secure, 
where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  learnt,  though  slow  to  learn, 
The  manners  and  the  arts  of  civil  life. 
His  wants,  indeed,  are  many ;  but  supply 
Is  obvious,  placed  within  the  easy  reach 
Of  temperate  wii^es  and  industrious  hands. 
Here  virtue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  soil ;  600 

Not  rude  and  surly,  and  beset  with  thorns, 
And  terrible  to  sight,  as  when  she  springs 
(If  e'er  she  spring  spontaneous]  in  reniote 
And  barb'rous  dunes,  where  violence  prevails, 
And  str^gth  is  lord  of  all ;  h^ll}  gf>)|ll|K  l^P*^ 
By  culture  tam'd,  by  liberty  r^resh'd,    . 
And  aU  her  tpj\^  K^  ^f^^^jf -gSgraatur-d. 
War  and  the  duiao  eftgrossthe  savage  whole ; 
War  foliow'd  for  revenge,  or  to  supplant 
The  envied  tenants  of  some  happier  spot,  610 

The  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust ! 
His  hard  condition  with  severe  constraint 
Binds  all  his  facidties,  forbids  all  growth 
Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school  in  which  he  learns 
Sly  circumvention,  unrelenting  h^te, 
Mean  self-attaclmient,  and  scarce  aught  beside. 
Thus  fare  the  shiy'ring  natives  of  the  north, 
And  thus  the  r^mgOTS  of  the  western  world, 
Where  it  advances  far  into  the  deep. 
Towards  th'  antarctic.    Ev'n  the  favoured  isles,    620 
So  lately  found,  although  the  constajit  sun 
Cheer  all  their  seasons  with  a  grateful  smile. 
Can  boast,  but  little  virtue ;       "  ' 
l^rough  plenty,  lose  in  morals  what  thev  grain 

These  therefore  I  can  pity,  placed  remote 

From  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents. 

Or  inspiration  teaches ;  and  enclosed 

In  boundless  oceans,  never  to  be  pass'd 

By  navigators  iminform'd  as  they,  630 

Or  ploughed  perhaps  by  British  bark  again : 

But,  far  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  most  cause. 
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Thee,  gentle  savag^/  whom  no  love  of  thee 


to  draw 
fifaOW  tibffi  here 


past;  and  thou  hast  found  again   639 
Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams,     [found 
And  homestall  thatch'd  with  leaves.    But  hast  thou 
Their  former  charms  ?   And,  having  seen  our  state^ 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports. 
And  he^rd  our  music ;  are  thy  simple  Mends, 
Thy  simple  fare,  and  all  thy  plain  dehghts. 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?  And  have  thy  joys 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  our's  ? 
Rude  as  thou  art,  (for  we  retum'd  thee  rude 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outwaM  show)  650 

I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  here,  and  left  as  soon  as  known. 
Methinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach, 
And  asking  of  the  sui*ge  that  bathes  thy  foot 
If  ever  it  has  wasdi'd  our  distant  shore. 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tears, 
A  patriot's  for  his  coimtry :  thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  forjom  and  abject  state, 
From  which  no  pow'r  of  tliine  can  raise  her  up.  660 
Thus  fancv  paints  thee.and^  though  apt  to  err. 
Perhaps  errs  little  when  fljie  T)fly]^^.«  thepi'lTTiTft 
She  tells  me^  too,  that  duly  ev'ry  mom 
Thou  climb'st  the  mountain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  far  and  wide  the  wat'ry  waste 
For  sight  of  ship  from  England.    Ev'ry  speck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  conflict  of  contending  hopes  and  fears. 
But  comes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  eve. 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well-prepar'd         670 
To  dream  all  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Alas !  expect  it  not.    We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.    Doing  good, 
Disinterested  good,  is  not  our  trade. 
We  travel  far,  'tis  true,  but  not  for  nought ; 
And  must  be  brib'd,  to  compass  earth  again, 
"^y  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  your's. 

^ut,  though  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 
And  genial  soil  of  cultivated  life 
imaiCO.]. 


>^    And 


o 
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Thrive  moBt,  and  mayperhaps  thrive  only  there,  680 
Yet  not  in  cities  oft :  in  Proud  and  gay 
And  gain-devoted  citieB.    Thither  now. 
As  to  a  ^mmon  anTmoBt  noisome  sew'r, 
The  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev'ry  land. 
In  cities  foul  example  on  most  minds 
Begets  its  likeness.    Rank  abundance  breeds 
In  gross  and  pamper'd  cities  sloth  and  lust, 
And  wantonness  and  gluttonous  excess. 


Such  London  is,  by  teste  and  wealth  proclaimed 

The  fairest  capital  of  all  the  world, 

Jtsy  not  ana  mcontanence  tne  worst. 

There,  toucna  pv  Keynoios,  a  ami"hlATiV  hftmmfta 

A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  sees  701 

All  ner  rehected  features.    Bacon  tnere 

Gives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  stone. 

And  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. 

Nor  does  the  chissel  occupy  alone 

The  powers  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  as  much ; 

Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 

With  nice  incision  of  her  guided  steel 

She  ploughs  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 

So  sterile  with  what  charms  soe'er  she  will,        710 

The  richest  scen'ry  and  the  loveliest  forms. 

Where  finds  philosophy  her  eagle  eye. 

With  which  she  gazes  at  yon  burning  disk 

Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  ? 

In  London:  where  her  implements  exact, 

With  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans, 

All  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 

Measures  an  atom,  and  now  gurds  a  world  ? 

In  London.    Where  has  commerce  such  a  mart, 

So  rich,  so  throng'd,  so  drain'd,  and  so  supplied,  720 

As  London— opulent,  enlarg'd,  and  still 

Increasing,  London  ?  Babylon  of  old 

Not  more  the  glory  of  the  earth  than  she, 

A  more  accomplished  world's  chief  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  or  two. 
That  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge ; 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  fair 
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May  yet  be  foul ;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 

It  is  not  seemly,  nor  of  good  repoi-t. 

That  she  ifi  ste^b  ja  teriPtoft  i. ttftrft  VVmvt      730 

T'  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law ; 

'I'hftt  5li^  la  \ 


Into  his  overgorg^d  and  bloated  purse 

The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 

Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  come  to  good, 

That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt        740 

Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presumed  t'  annul 

And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may, 

The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  Qod  ; 

Advancing  fashion  to  the  post  of  truth, 

And  centering  all  authority  in  modes 

And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath  rites 

Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  forms, 

And  knees  and  hajssocks  are  well-ni^  divorced. 

Ggd  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
W  ASH  Wi^M^r  tnen  mat  health  and  virtue,  gifts  750 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye,  therefore,  ye,  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
\^  Your  element ;  there  only  can  ye  shine, 

^^^ere  only  minds  like  your's  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon        760 
The  i)ensive  wand'rer  in  their  shades.   At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wish, 
^xgirds  warbling  all  the  music.    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipse 
Our  softer  satellite.    Your  songs  confoimd 
Our  more  harmonious  notes :  &e  thrush  departs 
Scared,  and  th'  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
There  is  a  xmldic  mischief  in  your  mirth ; 
It  plagues  your  countryT-  Folly  mich  as  your's,  770 
Qrac'd  with  a  sword^  and  worthier  of  a  fan, 
tT»^  ^^^^  TThnt  onCTP^*^  ^^"'^^^Q^^J'  ba^e  done, 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfast  but  for  you, 
Amutilatea  structure,  soon  to  fall. 
758  ye  can  1785-1788, 
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BOOK  II 

THE  TIME-PIECE 

Argument  of  the  Second  Book.— Reflections  su^^rested  by  the 
oonclusion  of  the  former  book— Peace  among  the  nations  re- 
commended, on  the  ground  of  their  common  fellowship  in 
sorrow— Prodigies  enumerated— Sicilian  earthquakes --Man 
rendered  obnoxious  to  these  calamities  by  sin— God  the  agent 
in  them— The  philosophy  that  stops  at  secondary  causes 
reproved — Our  own  late  miscarriages  accounted  {or— Satmr^l^ 

^notice  taken  of  our  tryy  ,jx>  ^ot^^vn^^^g^n-|-kiif.  mA  nnlnU.!" 
"^"^ilOf  iiauiWi '  {\i\3  pr?)p^  engine  of  reiormation — The  reverend 
Advertiser  of  engraved  sermons— Petit-maitre  parson— The 
good  preacher— Pictures  of  a  theatrical  clerical  coxcomb^ 
Story-tellers  and  jesters  in  the  pulpit  reproved— Apostrophe 
to  popular  applause — Retailers  of  ancient  philosophy  expostu- 
lated with— Sum  of  the  whole  matter — Effects  of  sacerdotal 
mismanagement  on  the  laity— Their  folly  and  extravagance— 
The  mischiefs  of  profusion— Profusion  itself,  with  all  its 
consequent  evils,  ascribed,  as  to  its  principal  cause,  to  the  want 
of  discipline  in  the  universities. 

Oh  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness, 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade^ 

Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war, 

Might  never  reach  tae  more.    My  (vir  i»  pa.ipVl, 

My  sold  is  sick,  with  ev'rv  dav^  renart 

uf  wrong  and  ou^ftg^  i^nffi  Wlttfgh  ^rt£ia.fill'<l> 

There  is  no  flesh  m  man's  obdurate  heart. 

It  does  not  f^i  for  man ;  tUft  nfttrml  bnnd 
i>t.totb^hffld  ift  fffiTftra,j9fi  tto  fla.x  lo 

That  falls  asmder  at  the  touch  of  fii'e. 

He  ftnds^ieilow  guilty  of  a  skin 

Not  coloured  like  his  own ;  and,  having  pow'r 

T'  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  hun  as  his  lawful  prey. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 

Abhor  each  other.    Moimtains  interposed 

Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else, 

Like  kindred  drops,  been  mingled  into  one. 

Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ;       20 

And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplor'd, 

As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 

Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 

With  stripes,  #hfl>.  mf^voy  wifli  o  Kl^a/I^iig  ViAonf 

We^p^  W^ffl  ghft  ffiffi  iTiflirtifid  on  a  hpflst 
Then  what  is  man?    And  whai.  mnii  fu^in^  fhia^ 
AM h^Y^igJtoTOanieeliftgg,  gogg  nojJb^lasb. 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  hij^^gelf  jiuXn^tn  ? 
I  would  not  Eave  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 
Argument  IX  Picture  1785-1788, 
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To  cany  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep,  .SO 

And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam'd. 
No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Jnst  estimation  priz'd  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home.— Then  why  abroad  ? 
And  they  themselves,  once  ferried  o'er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loos'd. 

Receive  our  air,  that  moTneTit  thflv  arft  frftft  r 
They  touch  oi^f  fimintrv  ATid  thftir  fthAr>lr1pft  full 

That's  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    Spread  it  then, 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev'ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that  where  Britain's  pow'r 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 

Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse,  i       "^ 

Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid. 
Between  the  nations,  in  a  world  that  seems         50    , 
To  toll  the  death-bell  of  its  own  decease,  ^ 

And  by  the  voice  of  all  its^ements 
To  preach  the  gen'ral  doon^f  When  were  the  winds 
Let  slip  with  such  a  warrant.to  destroy  ? 
When  did  the  waves  so  haughtily  o'erleap 
Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging^e  dry  I 
Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteonCEh-om  above, 
Portentous,  imexampled,  imexplain^d, 
Have  kindled  beacons  in  the  skies ;  and  th'  old        ^ 
And  crazy  earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits  60 

More  frequent,  and  forgone  her  usual  rest. 
Tr  it  a  tiTUfi  tiO  wranglft^  when  the  props 

And  Tnllars  of  our  T>lanet  seem  tofail. 

And  NaturQrith  a  dim  and  sicEV  eve 

To^^SOEe  close  ot  ail?    ]^ui  grant  her. end 

More  distant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 

A  longier  respite,  unaccomplished  yet ; 

Still  they  are  frowning  signals,  and  be^)eak 

Displeasure  in  his  breast  who  smites  the  earth 

Or  heals  it,  makes  it  languish  or  rejoice.  70 

And  'tis  but  seemly,  that,  where  all  deserve 

And  stand  exposed  by  common  peccancy 

To  wliat  no  few  have  felt,  there  should  be  peace. 

And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love.  ^ 

U|A.lluding.to  the  calamities >ls  Jamaica  [O.]. 
rhuauRt  18,  1783  [C.L  Cpllluding  to  the  fog  that  covered 

liffh  Kiirope  and  Asia  during  Ine  summer  of  1783  [C.J. 
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Alas  for  Sicily  I  rude  fragments  now 
lie  scattered  where  the  shai)ely  column  stood. 
Her  palaces  are  dust.    In  all  her  streets 
The  voice  of  singing  and  the  sprightly  chord 
Are  silent.    Revelry,  and  dance,  and  show, 
Suffer  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause ;  80 

While  Gk)d  performs  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. 
How  does  the  earth  receive  him  ?— With  what  signs 
Of  gratulation  and  delight,  h^  king? 
Pours  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abroad. 
Her  sweetest  flow'rs,  her  aromatic  gums, 
Disclosing  paradise  where'er  he  treads  ? 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.    Her  hollow  womb. 
Conceiving  thimders,  through  a  thousand  deeps 
And  fiery  caverns  roars  beneath  his  foot.  90 

The  hills  move  lightly,  and  the  mountains  smoke. 
For  he  has  touched  them.    From  th'  extremest 

point 
Of  elevation  down  into  th'  abyss, 
His  wrath  is  busy,  and  his  frown  is  fdt. 
The  rocks  fall  belong,  and  the  valHes  rise. 
The  rivers  die  into  offensive  pools. 
And,  charged  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  gross 
And  mortal  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  transformation  strange. 
Grows  fluid ;  and  the  fixt  and  rooted  earth,        100 
Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  swells, 
Or  with  vortiginous  and  hideous  whirl 
Sucks  down  its  prey  insatiable.    Inmiense 
The  tumiQt  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 
And  agonies  of  hiunan  and  of  brute 
Multitudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  side, 
And  fugitive  in  vain.    The  sylvan  scene 
Migrates  uplifted ;  and,  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  far  distant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change.  110 

Ocean  has  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwix>ught 
To  an  enormous  and  overbearing  height. 
Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice 
Which  windi  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  shore 
Resistless.    Never  such  a  suaaen  flood, 
Upridg'd  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge, 
Possessed  an  iidand  scene.   Where  now  the  throng 
That  pressed  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart, 
Look'dto  the  sea  for  safety?  They  are  gone. 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  into  the  deep—      120 
A  prince  with  half  his  i)eople  I   Ancient  tow'rs, 
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And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  scenes 
Where  beauty  oft  and  lettered  worth  consume 
Life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death, 
Fall  prone:  the  x)ale  inhabitants  come  forth, 
And,  happy  in  their  unforeseen  release 
Fixjm  all  the  rigours  of  restraint,  enjoy 
The  terrors  of  tiie  day  that  sets  them  free. 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  hold  thee  fast, 
Freedom!  whom  they  ttiat  lose  tiiee  so  regret,  130 
That  ev'n  a  judgment,  making  way  for  thee. 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake. 

Such  evil  sin  hath  wrought;  and  mich  r  flaime 
Kindled  in  heay  n.  t^t  ft^  bums  down  t/>  earth. 
And,  in  the  furious  inq?ift«^  ^bpf.  if  TnairAg 
On  (iod  s  behalf,  lavs  waaiyi  his  fairest,  works. 
The  very  elements,  lliough  each  be  meant 
The  minister  of  man,  to  serve  his  wants, 
Ck>nspire  against  him.   With  his  breath  he  draws 
A  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use  140 

Life's  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Storms  rise  t'  overwhelm  him :  or,  if  stormy  winds 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  assistance  of  the  storm. 
Shall  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds. 
Or  BA4Ke  his  hous^  f^^p  glff^^  -  ^^^  kq  fiont^tit^ 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulphs. 
What  then  I — were  they  the  wicked  above  all,    150 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  fast  anchored  isle 
Mov'd  not,  while  their's  was  rock'd,  like  a  light  skiff. 
The  sport  of  ev'ry  wave  ?  No :  none  are  dear, 
And  none  than  we  more  guilty.    But,  where  all 
Stand  chargeable  with  gmlt,  and  to  the  shafts 
Of  wrath  c^noxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark : 
May  pimish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant.    If  he  spared  not  them. 

Far  guiltier  England,  lest  he  spare  nnt  thftft  ?       160 
TTawy  thpi  man  whn  flfim  a  fift^mplnyld 

"  "  ifi  vm  flui^,  Mf^^.f^^yn^^^  Jifa  ^ 

air ev 


^^^fDOvents,  with  ifierr  effects 
And  manifold  results,  into  the  will 
And  arbitration  wise  of  the  Supreme. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
The  greatest  oft  originate) ;  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 


^ 
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Que  lawless  imi*ticle  to  thwart  his  plan ;  170 

Then  God  might  be  sm-pris'd,  and  unforeseen 
Contingence  might  alann  him,  and  disturb 
The  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  affairs. 
This  truth  philosophy,  4hough  eagle-ey'd 
In  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlooks ; 
ijid,  having  found  his  instrument,  forgets 
^  Or  disregards,  or,  more  presumptuous  still, 
Denies  the  pow'r  that  wields  it.   God  proclaims 
His  hot  displeasure  against  foolish  men. 
That  live  an  atheist  life :  involves  the  heaven     180 
In  tempests ;  quits  his  grasp  upon  the  winds. 
And  gives  them  all  their  fury ;  bids  a  plague 
Kindle  a  fiery  boil  upon  the  skin. 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  health. 
He  calls  for  famine,  and  the  meagre  fi^id 
Blows  mildew  from  between  his  shriveFd  lips. 
And  taints  the  golden  ear.    He  springs  his  mines. 
And  desolates  a  nation  at  a  blast. 
Foi-th  steps  thft  anmfift  tihilnfinphftr  and  ti^lla 

And  principles ;  of  caipes.  how' me^^  work 
Bynege^sarv^^qtlxyH^pureeff^ 
Of ftcfion^incrre;acuon.    He hasiound 
The  source  o^  the  disease  that  nature  feels, 
And  bids  the  woiid  take  heart  and  banish  fear. : 
Thou  fool  I  will  thy  discovery  of  the  cause 
Suspend  th'  effect,  or  heal  it?  Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  since  first  he  made  the 

world? 
And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means 
To  drown  it?  What  is  his  creation  less  200 

Than  a  capacious  reservoir  of  means 
Formed  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 
Go,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye-salve ;  ask  of  him, 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taught ; 
And  learn,  though  late,  the  germipA  cause  of  all. 
^^glftB^i^i  ^i^  ^^^  thy  faults,  I  love  tibee  stills 
My  country !  and,  while  vet  a  nook  is  leE     ^ 
"Wnere  jKaignsn  mmds  and  mannere  may  be  found, 
Shaii  be  conspraJh^dTio  love  thee"  Though  thy  clime 
By  fiUM16,  ana  thy  year  most  part  deform'd         :^10 
With  dripping  rains,  or  withered  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies, 
And  fields  without  a  flow'r,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Ausonia^s  groves  -        " 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myrtle  bow'rs. 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sublime    •  ^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


BOOK  II]         THE  TIME-PIECE  151 

Of  patriot  eloquence  to  fLmh  down  fire 

Upon  thy  foes,  wm  never  meant  my  task : 

But  I  can  feel  thy  fortimes,  and  partake 

Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart         220 

As  any  thund'rer  there.    And  I  can  feel 

Thy  follies,  too ;  and  with  a  just  disdain 

Frown  at  effeminates,  whose  very  looks 

Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 

How,  in  the  name  of  soldiership  and  sense, 

ShouldEnglandprosper,  when  such  things,  a^  smooth 

And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essenc'd  o'er 

With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet; 

Who  sell  th^  laurel  for  a  myi^tle  wreath, 

And  love  when  they  shoidd  flght ;  when  such  as  these 

Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  ark  231 

Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ? 

Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 

In  ev'ry  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might. 

That  we  were  bom  her  children.    Praise  enough 

To  fill  th'  ambition  of  a  private  man, 


The  hope  of  such  hereafter !    They  have  fall'n   240 

Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  arms, 

And  one  in  council— Wolfe  upon  the  lap 

Of  smiling  victory  that  moment  won. 

And  Chatham  heart-sick  of  lus  country's  shame ! 

They  made  us  many  soldiers.    Chathimi,  still 

Consulting  England's  happiness  at  home, 

Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown, 

If  any  wrong'd  her.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought, 

Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 

That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force,  250 

And  all  were  swift  to  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 

Tliose  suns  are  set.    Oh^  rise  some  other  such ! 

Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 

Of  old  achievements,  and  despair  of  new. 

Now  hoist  the  sail,  and  let  the  streamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  noMity !    Breathe  soft. 
Ye  clarionets ;  and  softer  still,  ye  fluteis ;  260 

That  winds  and  Waters,  lull'd  by  magic  sounds, 
^lay  bear  us  smoothly  to  the  Gallic  shore ! 
True,  we  have  lost  an  empire — ^let  it  pass. 
Tiaie ;  we  may  thank  the  i)erfidy  of  France, 
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That  picked  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crown, 
With  all  the  cunnmg  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass — 'twas  but  a  trick  of  state  I 
A  hrave  Trnflrn  knows  no  malice,  hut  at  once 
Fore 


And  gives  Ms  direst  foe  a  fnend's  embrace.        270 

J  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  beard 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  proved 
Too  weak  for  those  decisive  blows  that  once 
Ensured  us  mast'ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockeyship,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own ! 
Gk),  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  the  shame  ye  might  conceal  at  home 
In  foreign  eyes ! — ^be  grooms,  and  win  the  plate  280 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown ! — 
'Tis  gen'rous  to  communicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it.    Folly  is  soon  leam'd : 
...^jogj^nderjuchOTej^tOTSvWh^ 

'  iaiheasar€HirpDen<2r]^un8 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  and  turns, 
Th'  expedients  and  inventions,  multiform, 
To  which  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  of  terms 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win — 
T'  arrest  the  fleeting  images  that  fill  290 

The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  th^n  fast. 
And  force  them  sit  till  he  has  penciled  off 
A  faithful  likeness  of  the  forms  he  views ; 
Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  such  art, 
That  each  may  find  its  most  propitious  light, 
And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  less 
Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 
Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 
So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  away  the  thought 
With  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  import,  300 
That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man  I 
He  feels  th'  anxieties  of  life,  denied 
Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 
Such  joys  has  he  that  sings.    But  ah !  not  such,    ' 
Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 
Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 
Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in  a  task 
They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 
Theie  least  amusement  where  he  found  the  most. 
But  is  amusement  all  ?    Studious  of  song,  311 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  vain. 
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I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 
Be  loudest  in  their  -prsd&e  who  do  no  more. 
Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  grave  or  gay  ? 
It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  chastise 
The  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  dress, 
Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  patch ; 
But  where  are  its  sublimer  trophies  found  ? 
What  vice  has  it  subdu'd  ?  whose  heart  reclaimed 
By  rigour,  or  whom  laugh'd  into  reform  ?  321 

Alas  !  Leviathan  is  not  so  tam'd  : 
Laughed  at,  he  laughs  again ;  and,  stricken  hard. 
Turns  to  the  Btroke  his  adamantine  scales, 
Tliat  fear  no  discipline  of  human  hands. 

The  pulpit,  therefore  (and  I  name  it  flll'd 
With  solenm  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing)— 
The  ptdpit  (when  the  satirist  has  at  last, 
Strutting  and  vaporing  in  an  empty  school,         330 
Spent  all  his  force  and  made  no  proselyte)— 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
Of  its  legitimate,  peculiar  pow'rs) 
Must  standacknowledg'd,whilethe  worldshall  stand. 
The  most  important  and  effectual  guard. 
Support,  and  ornament,  of  virtue's  cause. 
There  stands  the  messenger  of  truth :  there  stands 
The  legate  of  the  skies !— His  theme  divine. 
His  office  sacred,  his  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out  340 

Its  thunders ;  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use,  the  gospel  whispers  peace. 
He  'stabHshes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak. 
Reclaims  the  wanderer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 
And,  arm'd  himself  in  })anoply  complete 
Of  heav'nly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms, 
Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  ev'ry  nile 
Of  holy  disd^dine,  to  glorious  war, 
The  sacramental  host  of  God's  elect  I  349 

Are  all  such  teachers  ?— would  to  heav'n  all  were  ! 
But  hark— the  doctor's  voice !— fast  wedg'd  between 
Two  empirics  he  stands,  and  with  swoln  cheeks 
Inspires  the  news,  his  trumpet.    Keener  far 
Than  all  invective  is  his  bold  harangue, 
While  through  that  public  organ  of  report 
He  hails  the  clergy ;  and,  defying  shame. 
Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  their's ! 
He  teaches  those  to  read,  whom  schools  dismiss'd. 
And  colleges,  untaught ;  sells  accent,  tone, 
And  emphasis  in  score,  and  gives  to  pray'r         360 
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Th^  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modem  use ;  transforms  old  print 

To  zig-zag  manuscript,  and  cheats  the  eyes 

Of  gall'ry  critics  by  a  thousand  arts. 

Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 

Oh,  name  it  not  in  Guth !— it  cannot  be, 

That  grave  and  learned  clerks  should  n^  such  aid. 

He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  droll, 

Assuming  thus  a  raiik  unknown  before —  370 

Grand  caterer  and  dry-nurse  of  the  church  t 

I  venerate  the  man  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and  whose  life, 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 
That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause. 
To  such  I  render  more  than  mere  respect. 
Whose  actions  say  that  they  respect  themselves. 
But,  loose  in  morals,  and  in  manners  vain, 
In  conversation  frivolous,  in  dress 
Extreme,  at  once  rapacious  and  profuse ;  380 

Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  lus  i^e. 
Ambling  and  prattling  scandal  as  he  goes ; 
But  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books. 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card ; 
Constant  at  routs,  familiar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyships — a  stranger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambitious  of  preferment  for  its  gold, 
And  well-prepar'd,  by  ignorance  and  sloth. 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  world, 
To  make  God's  work  a  sinecm*e ;  a  slave  390 

To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron's  pride : 
From  such  apostles,  oh,  ye  mitred  heads. 
Preserve  the  church  I  md  lay  not  careless  hands 
On  sculls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  such  as  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own — 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.    I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  design. 
I  would  express  him  simple,  grave,  sincere ; 
In  doctrine  uncorrupt ;  in  language  plain,  400 

And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste. 
And  natural  in  gesture ;  much  impress'd 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awful  charge. 
And  anxious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  feel  it  too ;  affectionate  in  look, 
And  tender  in  address,  as  well  becomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 

389  of]  o'  th'  178S,  1786. 
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Behold  the  picture ! — Is  it  like  ? — like  whom  ? 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip, 
And  then  skip  down  again ;  pronotmce  a  text ;  410 
Cry — hem :  and,  reading  what  they  never  wi-ote. 
Just  fifteen  minutes,  huddle  up  their  work, 
And  with  a  well-bred  whisper  close  the  scene ! 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man, 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loath 
All  affectation.    'Tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  disgust. 
What !— wiU  a  man  play  tricks,  will  he  indulge 
A  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form,  420 

And  just  proportion,  fashionable  mien. 
And  pretty  face,  in  presence  of  his  God? 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazzle  me  with  tropes. 
As  with  the  di'mond  on  his  lily  hand, 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes. 
When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life? 
He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  oflSce,  and,  instead  of  truth, 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock ! 
Therefore,  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare,  430 

And  start  theatric,  practised  at  the  glass ! 
I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him 
Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  besides, 
Tho'  leam'd  with  labour,  and  tho'  much  admir'd 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  Hl-inform'd, 
To  me  is  odious  aa  the  nasal  twang 
Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men, 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
Through  the  prest  nostril,  spectacle-bestrid. 
Some,  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach,  440 
That  tai^  i)erform'd,  relapse  into  themselves, 
And,  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev'ry  eye— 
Whoe'er  was  edified,  themselves  were  not ! 
Forth  comes  the  pocket  mirror.  —First  we  stroke 
An  eye-brow ;  next,  compose  a  straggling  lock ; 
Then  with  an  air,  most  gracefully  performed, 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm. 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gentle  care. 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low ;        450 
The  better  hand,  more  biusy,  gives  the  nose 
Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th'  indebted  eye 
With  op'ra  glass,  to  watch  the  moving  scene. 
And  recognize  the  slow-retiring  fair.— 
433  beside  1785-1788.  437  At  conventicle  heard  1785, 178G. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


156  THE  TASK  [book  iI 

Now  this  is  fulsome ;  and  offends  me  more 

Than  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect 

And  rustic  coarseness  wotild.    An  heav'nly  mind 

May  be  indifferent  to  her  house  of  clay, 

And  slight  the  hovel  as  beneath  her  care ; 

But  how  a  body  so  fantastic,  trim,  460 

And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  attire. 

Can  lodge  an  heav'nly  mind^demands  a  doubt. 

He  that  negociates  between  God  and  man. 
As  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  lightness  in  his  speech.     'Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  should  woo  a  soul ; 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  t'  address 
The  skittish  fancy  with  facetious  tales,  470 

"VVben  sent  with  Qod's  commission  to  the  heart  I 
So  did  not  Paul,    Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote. 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text. 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fail. 
No :  he  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms 
That  he  had  ta'en  in  charge.    He  would  not  stoop 
To  conquer  those  by  jocukr  exploits, 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assail'd  in  vain.         480 

Oh,  popular  applause !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentiest  gales ; 
But,  sweird  into  a  gust— who  then,  alas ! 
With  all  his  canvass  set,  and  inexpert, 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  witiugrtand  thy  pow'r? 
Praise  from  the  rivel'd  lips  of  toothless,  hald 
Deci*epitude ;  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  poverty ;  and  in  the  bow  490 

Respectf til  ot  the  smutoh'd  artificer ; 
Is  oft  too  welcome^  and  may  much  disturb 
The  bias  of  the  purpose.    How  much  mcnre, 
Pour'd  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  polite. 
In  language  soft  as  adoration  breathes? 
Ah,  spare  your  idol !  think  him  human  still. 
Charms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  frailties  too ! 
Dote  not  too  much,  nor  spoil  what  ye  admire. 

All  truth  is  from  the  sempiternal  source 
Of  light  divine.    But  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  500 
Drew  from  the  sti^eam  below.    More  favoured,  we  ^ 
Drink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  fountain  h«id. 
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To  them  it  flowed  much  mingled  and  defiFd 

With  hurtful  error,  prejudice,  and  dreams 

niusive  of  philosophy,  so  call'd, 

But  falsely.    Sages  after  sages  strove 

In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystal  draught 

Pure  from  the  lees,  which  often  more  enhanced 

The  thirst  than  slak'd  it,  and  not  seldom  bred 

Intoxication  and  delirium  wild.  510 

In  vain  they  push'd  inquiry  to  the  hirih 

And  spring-time  of  the  world;  ask;'d,  Whence  is  man? 

Why  f orm'd  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is  ? 

Where  must  he  find  his  Maker?  with  what  rites    . 

Adore  him?  Will  he  heai:,  accept,  and  bless? 

Or  does  he  sit  regardless  of  his  works  ? 

Has  man  within  him  an  immortal  seed? 

Or  does  the  tomb  take  all?    If  he  survive 

His  ashes,  where?  and  in  what  weal  or  woe? 

Knots  worthy  of  solution,  which  alone  620 

A  Deity  cotild  solve.    Their  answers,  vague, 

And  all  at  random,  fabulous  and  dark. 

Left  them  as  dark  themselves.    Their  rules  of  life 

Defective  and  unsanction'd,  prov'd  too  weak 

To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead 

Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal'd. 

'Tis  revelation  s£|tisfies  all  doubts, 

Explains  all  mysteries,  except  her  own, 

And  so  illuminates  the  path  of.life. 

That  fools  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more.  530 

Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sir, 

My  man  of  moi*als,  nurtured  in  the  shades 

Of  Academus — is  this  false  or  true  ? 

Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools  ? 

If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  turn 

To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 

Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 

Grace,  knowledge,  comfort— -an  unfathom'd  store  ? 

How  oft,  when  Paul  has  sejrv'd  us  with  a  text, 

Has  Epictetus,  Plato,  Tully,  preaeh'd !  540 

Men  that,  if  now  aUve,  would  sit  content 

And  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour's  worth, 

Preadi  it  who  might.   Such  was  their  love  of  truth, 

Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too ! 

And  thus  it  is.— The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flatt'ry  made  so,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splendour,  and  t'  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  office,  but  himself ; 
Or  tmenlighten'd,  and  tix)  proud  to  learn ; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach ;         550 
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Perverting  often,  by  the  stress  of  lewd 

And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  instruct ; 

Exi>oses,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace 

The  noblest  function,  and  discredits  much 

The  brightest  truths  that  man  has  ever  seen. 

For  ghostly  counsel ;  if  it  either  fall 

Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  back'd 

With  show  of  love,  at  least  with  hopeful  proof 

Of  some  sincerity  on  th*  giver's  part ; 

Or  be  dishonoured,  in-  th'  exterior  form  660 

And  mode  of  its  conveyance,  by  such  tricks 

As  move  derision,  or  by  foppish  airs 

And  histrionic  mimim^ry,  that  let  down 

The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  tiie  stage ; 

Drops  from  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing. 

The  weak  perhaps  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  taught. 

While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 

Takes  deeper  root,  confirmed  by  what  they  see. 

A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 

Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart  570 

Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snapt. 

The  laity  run  wild. — But  do  they  now  ? 

Note  their  extravagaiice,  and  be  convinced. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  Gk)d,  contrive 
A  wooden  one,  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors  that  mother  church  supplies. 
Now  make  our  own.    Posterity  will  ask 
(If  e'er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  an  hundred  lustrums  hence, 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days !  680 

My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  things, 
Sitice  heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  our's, 
A  monitor  is  wood—plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.    There,  closely  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  imsightly  bones. 
And  binds  the  shotilders  flat.    We  prove  its  use 
Sov'reign  and  most  effectual  to  secure  590 

A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore, 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot. 
But,  thus  admonish'd,  we  can  walk  erect— 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  friend 
Sticks  close,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  costlier  than  LucuUus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his, 
584  our's]  us  1785,  1786, 
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Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  full, 

But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.    The  sycophant, 

Who  waits  to  dress  us,  arbitrates  their  date ;      600 

Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  eye ; 

Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete, 

This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceived  ; 

And,  making  prize  of  all  that  he  condemns 

Wiih  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own. 

Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life, 

That  gives  it  all  its  ^flavour.    We  have  run 

Through  ev'ry  change  that  fancy  at  the  loom, 

Ezhat^ted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 

And,  studious  of  mutation  still,  discard  610 

A  r^  el^iance,  a  little  us'd, 

For  monstrous  novelty  and  strange  disguise. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry, 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires ; 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe,    ' 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  and  that  ^ows  how  to  live, 

Would  fail  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 

A  form  as  si^ndid  as  the  proudest  there,  620 

Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 

A  man  o'  th'  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough, 

With  reasonable  forecast  and  dispatch, 

T'  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half  price. 

You  think,  perhaps,  so  delicate  his  dress. 

His  daily  ffire  as  delicate.    Alas ! 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  busy  aa  he  seems 

Witii  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet ! 

The  rout  is  folly's  circle,  which  die  dra<ws 

With  magic  wand.    So  potent  is  the  spell,  630 

That  none,  decoy'd  into  that  fatal  ring, 

Unless  by  heav'n's  i)eculiar  grace,  escape. 

Ttore  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 

There  form  coimexions,  but  acquire  no  friend  ; 

Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports  which  only  childhood  cotild  excuse. 

There  they  are  happiest  who  dissemble  best 

Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  polite         640 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile, 

Though  at  their  own  destruction.    She,  that  asks 

Her  dear  five  himdred  friends,  contenms  them  all, 

And  hates  their  coming.   They  (what  can  they  less  ?) 

600  Who]  That  1785,  1786.  633  but]  and  1785,  1786. 
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Make  just  reprisals ;  and,  with  cringe  and  shrug, 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

All  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her  grace, 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning  skies, 

And  g^d  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  i>as8 

To  her  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift  650 

May  feed  excesses  she  can  iU  afford, 

Is  hackney'd  home  unlaoquey'd ;  who,  in  haste 

Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 

And,  at  tiie  watchman's  lantern  borrowing  light, 

Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 

Wives  beggar  husbands,  husbands  starve  theirwives, 

On  fortune's  velvet  altar  ofTring  up 

Their  last  poor  pittance — fortune,  most  severe 

Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  far 

Th^  all  that  held  their  routs  in  Juno's  heav'n.— 

So  fare  we  in  this  prison-house  the  world.  661 

And  'tis  a  fearful  spectacle  to  see 

So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains. 

They  gaze  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  fast 

With,  eyes  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot, 

Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again  I 

Now  basket  up  the  family  of  plagues 
That  waste  our  vitals ;  i)eculation,  sale 
Of  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  law,  670 

By  tricks  and  lies  as  nimi'rous  and  as  keen 
Ab  the  necessities  their  authors  feel ; 
Then  cast  them,  closely  bimdled,  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  rig^t  door.    Profusion  is  the  sire. 
Profusion  unrestrain'd,  with  all  that's  base 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  IS  a  hungry  vice ;— it  eats  up  all  680 

That  gives  society  its  beauty,  strength, 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  use ; 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapp'd 
And  gibbeted  as  fast  as  catchpole  claws 
Can  s^ize  the  slipp'ry  prey,  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  band 
That  holds  mankind  together  to  a  scoiu^e. 
Profusion,  deluging  a  state  with  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  effects. 
Prepares  it  for  its  ruin :  hardens,  blinds,  690 

660  Juno's]  heathen  178^,  1786.  674  the  sire]  its 
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And  warpB,  the  consciences  of  public  men, 
Till  they  can  laugh  at  virtue ;  mock  the  fools 
That  trust  them ;  and,  in  th'  end,  disclose  a  face 
That  would  have  shocked  credulity  herself, 
Unmask'd,  vouchsafing  ttiis  their  sole  excuse — 
Since  all  alike  are  selfish,  why  not  they  ? 
This  does  profusion,  and  th'  accursed  cause 
Of  such  deep  mischief  has  itself  a  cause. 
In  collies  and  halls,  in  ancient  days, 
When  learning,  virtue,  piety,  and  truth,  700 

Were  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care. 
There  dwelt  a  sage  call'd  Discipline.    His  head, 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  silver'd  o'er, 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  freakish  youth, 
But  strong  for  service  still,  and  unimpaired. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Played  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was  heard 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroke  710 
The  head  of  modest  and  ingenuous  worth. 
That  blush'd  at  its  own  praise ;  and  press  the  youth 
Close  to  his  side  that  pleased  him.    Learning  grew, 
Beneath  his  care,  a  thriving  vigorous  plant ; 
The  mind  waa  well  informed,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice. 
If  e'er  it  chainc^d,  as  sometimes  chance  it  must, 
That  one  among  so  many  overleaped 
The  limits  of  controul,  his  gentle  eye 
Grew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke :  720 

His  frown  was  full  of  terror,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe 
As  left  him  not,  tiU  penitence  had  won 
Lost  favour  back  again,  and  closed  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  faithful  servant  long. 
Declined  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years : 
A  palsy  struck  his  arm ;  his  sparklmg  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  rheiuns  of  age ;  his  voice,  unstrung, 
Grew  tremulous,  and  mov'd  derision  more 
Than  rev'rence  in  peirverse  rebellious  youth.      730 
So  coll^^  and  haUs  neglected  much 
Their  good  old  friend ;  and  Discipline  at  length, 
O'erlook^d  and  tmemploy'd,  fell  sick  and  died. 
Then  study  languished,  emulation  slept. 
And  virtue  fled.    The  schools  became  a  scene 
Of  solemn  farce,  where  Ignorance  in  stilts. 
His  cap  well  lin'd  with  logic  not  his  own, 
With  parrot  tongue  performed  the  scholar's  part, 
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Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 

Then  compromise  bad  place,  and  scrutiny  740 

Became  stone-blind ;  precedence  went  in  truck, 

And  be  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 

A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 

The  curbs,  invented  for  the  midig^  mouth 

Of  head-strong  youth,  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 

Grew  rusty  by  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 

Forgot  their  office,  opening  with  a  touch ; 

TUl  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade ; 

The  tassell'd  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 

A  mock'ry  of  the  world !    What  need  of  these    750 

For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothellers  impure, 

Sp^idthrifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  oft'ner  seen 

With  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels 

Than  in  the  bounds  of  duly?   What  was  leam'd. 

If  aught  was  leam'd  in  childhood,  is  forgot ; 

And  such  expense  as  pinches  parents  blue, 

And  mortifies  the  liberal  hand  of  love. 

Is  squandered  in  piu*suit  of  idle  sports 

And  vicious  pleasures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name, 

That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  father's  hou^e,  760 

And  cleaves  through  life  insei>arably  dose 

To  him  that  wears  it.    What  can  after-games 

Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 

The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon. 

Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired, 

Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  professed  ? 

They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fast 

His  folly,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task 

That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  powers 

Of  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews.  770 

Now,  blame  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nurse? 

The  children,  crook'd,  and  twisted,  and  deformed. 

Through  want  of  care ;  or  her,  whose  winking  eye 

And  slumbering  oscitancy  mars  the  brood  ? 

The  nurse  no  doubt.    Regardless  of  her  charge. 

She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn, 

That  it  is  dang'rous  sporting  with  the  world, 

With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust. 

The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  such.    I  had  a  brother  once —       780 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too  I 
Of  manners  sweet  as  virtue  always  wears. 
When  gay  good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  graced  a  college*,  in  which  order  yet 
1  Ben'et  Coll.  Cambridge  [CI 
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Was  sacred ;  and  was  honoured,  loy^d,  and  wept, 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  tempered  happily,  and  mixt 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  sense  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst  790 

With  such  a  zeal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake ; 
Nor  can  example  huii;  tibem :  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure,  from  so  foul  a  pool,  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  tiieir  talents  and  themselves, 
Small  thanks  to  those  whose  negligence  or  sloth 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  the  snare,  801 

And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See,  then,  the  quivw  broken  and  decay'd. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows !   Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use. 
What  wcMider  if,  discharged  into  the  world, 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  flight, 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine  I 
Well  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessful  war. 
With  such  artill'ry  aim'd.    Vice  parries  wide    810 
Th'  undreaded  volley  with  a  swoM  of  straw, 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  tracked  the  felon  home,  and  foimd 
.His  birth-place  and  his  dam?  The  coimliy  mourns — 
Mourns,  because  ev'ry  plague  that  can  infest 
Society,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  th'  edifice  that  policy  has  raised,. 
Swarms  in  all  quarters ;  meets  the  eye,  the  ear, 
And  suffocates  the  breath  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Profusion  breeds  them ;  and  the  cause  itself      ^20 
Of  that  calamitous  misc|iief  has  been  found : 
Fotmd,  too,  where  most  offensive,  in  the  skirts 
Of  the  roVd  i)edagogue !    Else,  let  th'  arraigned 
Stand  up  tmconsdous,  and  refute  the  chaise. 
So,  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch'd  his  arm, 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawned  in  the  muddy  b^s  of  Nile,  came  forth 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  covered  with  the  pest ;  the  streets  were  fill'd ; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk'd  in  ev'ry  nook ;       830 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  ^scap'd ; 
And  the  land  stank — so  niun'rous  was 'the  fry. 
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THE  GARDEN 

Abgumbnt  of  the  Thibd  BooK.>-Self-recoll6etion  and  reproof— 
Address  to  domestic  happiness— Some  account  of  myself —The 
vanity  of  many  of  their  pursuits  who  are  reputed  wise— Justi- 
.  fication  of  my  oenauree— Divine  illumination  necessary  to  the 
most  expert  philosopher— The  question.  What  is  truth?  an- 
swered by  other  questions— Domestic  happiness  addressed 
affain— Few  lovers  of  the  country— My  tame  hare— Occupa- 
tions of  a  retired  gentleman  in  his  f] — '^"  ^ininffi  iTfrairT* 
—Greenhouse— Sowing  of  flower-seeds— The  country  preferable 
■^-••gome  t6<<<bie^^falB  tMWWf-lUaU^  Is  deserted  at  that 

season— Ruinous  effects  of  gaming  and  of  expensive  improve- 
ment—Book concludes  with  an  apostrophe  to  the  metropolis. 

As  one  who,  long  in  thickets  and  in  brakes 

Entangled,  windis  now  this  way  and  now  that 

His  devious  course  uncertain,  seeking  home ; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  wajrs  been  foil'd 

And  sore  discomfited,  from  slough  to  slough 

Plunging,  and  half  despairing  of  escape ; 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greensward  smooth 

And  faithful  to  the  foot,  his  spirits  rise, 

He  diirrups  brisk  his  ear-erecting  steed. 

And  winds  his  way  with  pleasure  and  with  ease ; 

T^  ft^Qrn  the  Sofa  with  eulogium  due, 
j'o  tell  its  slimibers,  and  to  paint  itg  ftyftftmR^ 

"^ve  rftmniftn  wirtft       in  fiAnnfry,  Aify^  BAaf 

Of  academic  fame  (howe'er  deserved). 
Long  held,  and  scarcely  disengaged  at  last. 
But  now,  with  pleasant  pace,  a  cleanlier  road 
I  mean  to  tread.    I  feel  myself  at  large, 
Couiageous,  and  refreshed  for  future  toil, 
If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new.  20 

Siuffi  pulpitfi  fa.11,  and  fK>iinitiTig-boarda  n^ect 

What  chance  that  I.  to  fame  so  little  known, 
Sor  conveiiaSf  with  men  or  ms^nnavti  mnoti 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 

For  me,  enamoiir'd  of  sequestered  sceiy^, 
Ana'charm^  wilE"  rural  peauty,  to^repose. 
Where  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  elm  or  vine, 
MJTanguidliinbs,  when  summer  Rear^^he  plains ; 
pr^  whe^.  jiough  winter  mges,  on  the  soft  31 

And  sheltw'd  Sofa,  while  uie  nitrous  air 
Feei»4iri)Iue* flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  ^^earth ; 
There,  undisturb'd  by  folly,  and  apprized 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


166  THE  TASK  [book  iii 

Desirous  to  return,  and  not  received ; 

But  was  an  wholesome  rigour  in  the  main, 

And  taught  th'  unblemished  to  preserve  with  care 

That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  all. 

Men,  too,  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  days, 

And  judged  offenders  well.    Then  he  that  sharped, 

And  pocketted  a  prize  by  fraud  obtained. 

Was  mark'd  and  shunned  as  odious.    He  that  sold 

His  country,  or  was  slack  when  she  required 

His  ev'ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretch,  90 

Paid,  with  the  Idood  that  he  had  basely  spar'd, 


The  price  of  his  default.     Bi^t  noy — ves.  now 
We  are  become  so  cac  '" 


lult.     But  now— 1 

So  ithmii  in  mnatjmrfiinTi,  ann  so  rirh 
JxL  Christian  charii^y:  (good-natiir^d  aire  I^ 

Tjayftttteyjjig  Mft^BtoPfira  ftf,.fiitihftr  wxi 
transgress  what  laws  thexja^y.   Well  dressed,  well 

'"    ored, 
Well  equipag^d,  is  ticket  good  enough 
To  pass  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 
Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may,  100 

(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wronged  her  yet) 
May  claim  this  merit  still— that  S:ie  admits 
The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care, 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indh-ect  applause ; 
But  she  has  burnt  her  mask,  not  needed  here. 
Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  shifts 
And  specious  semblances  have  lost  their  use. 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  herd. 
Long  since ;  with  many  an  arrow  deep  infixt 
iviy  pantiing  fiidfi  wafi  r.harg'd,  whpin  T  withiTrpiw  110 
To  Rftftk  A  tyftnqnil  death  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one  who  Had  himself 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archers.    In  his  side  he  bore, 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  scars. 
With  gentle  force  soliciting  the  darts. 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  heal'd,  and  bade  me  live. 
Since  then,  with  few  associates,  in  remote 
And  silent  woods  I  wander,  far  from  those 
My  former  ^partners  of  the  peopled  scene ; 
With  few  associates,  and  not'  wishing  more.        120 
Here  much  I  ruminate,  as  much  I  may, 
With  other  views  of  men  and  manners  now 

Than  once,  ttlid  Ullit^i'ij  Of  UllH^  10  UUmu, 

I  see  that  all  are  wanderers,  gone  astray 
Bach  in  his  own  delusions ;  tiiey  are  lost 
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In  chase  of  fancied  happiness,  still  woo^d 

And  never  won.    I^*eam  after  dream  ensues ; 

And  still  they  dream  that  they  shall  still  succeed. 

And  still  are  disappointed.    Rings  the  world 

With  the  vain  stir.    I  sum  up  half  mankind,     130 

And  add  two  thirds  of  the  remaining  half, 

And  find  l^e  total  of  tl^ir  hopes  and  fears 

Dreams,  empty  dreams.    The  million  flit  as  gay 

As  if  created  only  like  i±ie  fly, 

That  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th'  eye  of  noon. 

To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 

The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise, 

And  pregnant  with  discoveries  new  and  rare. 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 

Of  heroes  little  known;  and  call  the  rant  140 

An  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note ; 

And  paint  his  i)erson,  character,  and  views. 

As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

They  disentangle  from  the  puzzled  skein, 

In  which  obscurity  has  wrapp'd  them  up, 

The  threads  of  politic  and  shrewd  design, 

That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  charge 

His  mind  with  meanings  that  he  never  had. 

Or,  having,  kept  concealed.    Some  drill  and  bore 

The  solid  earth,  and  from  tBrsmrtarttrerer^     151 

Ttm  m  WM  ftxMe  it,  and  reveaAMJts,  date 

TO  Moses.  yr^fi  ^^T^fff^  ^^"^^^^^ 

Some,  more  acute,  and  more  mdustnous  still, 

Contrive  creation ;  travel  nature  up 

To  the  sharp  i)eak  of  her  sublimest  height. 

And  tell  us  whence  the  stars ;  why  some  are  fix'd. 

And  planetary  some ;  what  gave  them  first 

Rotation,  from  what  fountain  flow'd  their  light.  160 

Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 

Involves  the  combataiits ;  each  claiming  truth, 

XnA  ip^¥h  diflr^lniniiTiiy  both.    And  thus  thev  SPend 

The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shaUow  la'>T>p 

In  Playing  tricks  wi^^tore^  P7m%  l^ws 

Is'ij  not  a  pity  nbw^lihaEtickling  riieu^^ 
Should  ever  tease  tiie  lungs  and  blear  the  sight 
Of  oracles  like  these  ?  Great  pity  too. 
That,  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built       170 
A  thousand  systen:is,  each  in  his  own  way, 
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They  should  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot  ? 

Ah !  what  is  life  thus  spent  ?  and  what  are  they 

But  frantic  who  thus  spend  it  ?  all  for  smoke — 

Eternity  for  bubbles,  proves  at  last 

A  senseless  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 

Play'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  pow'r  who  swears 

That  he  will  judge  the  earth,  and  call  the  fool 

To  a  sharp  reck'ning  that  has  liv'd  in  vain ; 

And  when  I  weigh  this  seeming  wisdom  well,    180 

And  prove  it  in  th'  infallible  result 

So  hollow  and  so  false— I  feel  my  heart 

Dissolve  in  pity,  and  aocotmt  the  leam'd, 

If  this.be  learning,  most  of  all  deceived. 

Great  crimes  alann  the  conscience,  but  it  sleeps 

While  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amused. 

Defend  me,  therefore,  common  sense,  say  I, 

From  reveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil 

Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells, 

And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up !  190 

'Twere  well,  says  one  sage  erudite,  profound, 
Terribly  arched  and  aquiline  his  nose^ 
And  overbuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
'Twere  well,  cotild  you  permit  the  world  to  live 
As  the  world  pleases.    What's  the  world  to  you  ?— 
Much.    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  milky 
As  sweet  as  charity,  from  hmnan  breasts. 
I  think,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep, 
And  exercise  all  functions  of  a  man. 

How  then  gbTOld  I  aad  any  map  that  Uves  .      200 
Bei  fitmugfiTR  to  fianh  othfir  ?  Pifirrfi  my  vmn, 
^vJjTi  "'f  t^T^  "Hm^TMi  ntream  meandering  there, 
Ami  (JiUMliiflM  11  w>n  Jiijinlj^  lliji  i^lliilil       * 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own :  and,  if  it  be, 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  supped 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art. 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  land  ? 
True ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess,  210 

In  arts  like  your's.    I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds. 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  earth  beneath ; 
I  cannot  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  luminous  point, 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abyss: 
Such  powers  I  boast  not— neither  can  I  rest 
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A  silent  witnesl^  of  t^e  headlong  rage 
Or  heedless  folly  by  which  thousands  die, 
Bone  of  mv  honft.  and  Irinilrtyi  «nn1«  fn  minfl        220 
j  €k)dneyer  meant  that  man  should  scale  the  heav 'ns 
/By  ifflgggglOt  human  wisaom.    mxm'^S^Sk. 
'vr\^y\^}i  woTidrmiR.  hft  mmmflTnlRTiH  m  his  word 

The  mind  indeed,  enlight^i'd  from  above, 

Views  him  in  all ;  ascribes  to  the  grand  cause 

The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  with  joy 

His  manner,  and  with  rapture  tastes  his  style. 

But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube, 

That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye         230 

Of  observation,  and  discovers,  else 

Npt  visible,  his  famify  of  worlds. 

Discover  hun  that  rules  them ;  such  a  veil 

Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth, 

And  dark  in  things  &vine.    Full  often,  too, 

Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  learn 

Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 

From  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 

Conclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  mistake. 

But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  shoot  a  ray  240 

Through  all  the  hearths  dark  chambers,  and  reveal 

Truths  undiscem'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 

Then  all  is  plain.    Philosophy,  baptized 

In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love, 

Has  eyes  indeed ;  and,  viewing  all  she  sees 

As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man. 

Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 

Leammg  has  borne  such  f rui^  m  otW  favs 

On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 

Friends  in  the  friends  of  science,  and  true  pray'r 

Has  flowed  from  hps  wet  with  Castalian  dews.    251 

Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  childlike  sage  I 

Sagacious  reader  of  the  works  of  God, 

And  in  his  word  sagacious.    Such  too  thine, 

Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelic  wings. 

And  fed  on  manna !    And  such  thine,  in  whom 

Our  British  Themis  gloried  with  just  cause, 

Immortal  Hale  I  for  deep  discernment  prais'd 

And  sotmd  integrity,  not  more  than  f am'd 

For  sanctity  of  manners  undefil'd.  260 

LiKe  tne  lair  fly^¥  diaf^y^^ir^  ^^i  fh^  wiTid . 
Jtacnes  nave  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream : 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
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;  270 


Or  negligent,  inquirer  not  a  spark. 

What"s  that  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 

And  him  who  writes  it ;  though  the  style  be  neat, 

The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  ? 

That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things  280 

The  joy  of  nmny,  and  the  dr^Eid  of  more, 

His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach  ? — 

That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  account. 

Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own? 

What  pearl  is  it  that  rich  men  cannot  buy, 

That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 

But  which  the  poor,  and  the  despised  of  all. 

Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unsought? 

Tell  me— and  I  will  tell  thee  what  is  truth. 

0,  friendly  toTEeTfestpure^  290 

Frietimy  to  thougBtTt/S  vfrttiftyflTifr  f^ pi^ce^ 
Domestic  life  in  niral  leisure jpass'd ! 
HPe^  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweets ; 
Though  many  boast  thy  favours,  and  affect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  their  own. 
But  foolish  man  foregoes  his  proper  bliss, 
Ev'n  as  his  first  progenitor,  and  quits. 
Though  placed  in  paradise,  (for  earth  has  still 
Some  traces  of  her  youthful  beauty  left) 
Substantial  happiness  for  transient  joy.  300 

Scenes  formed  for  contemplation,  and  to  nurse 
The  growing  seeds  of  wisdom ;  that  suggest. 
By  ev'ry  pleasing  image  they  present, 
Reflections  such  as  meliorate  the  heart, 
Compose  the  x>a8sions,  and  exalt  the  mind ; 
Scenes  such  as  these  'tis  his  supreme  delight 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  some  contagion,  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  persecute,  annihilate  the  tribes 
That  draw  the  sportsman  over  hill  and  dale,      310 
Fearless,  and  rapt  away  from  all  his  cares ; 
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And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dress'd  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad— 
Can  he  want  occujMition  who  has  thesei 
Will  he  be  idle  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ?  360 

Me,  therefore,  studious  of  laborious  ease, 
Not  slothful ;  happy  to  deceive  the  time, 
Not  waste  it;  and  aware  that  human  l^e 
lahut  ft  loan  tn  hft  rftp^id  with  use.     "- 
When  he  shall  call  his  debtors  to  account 
From  whom  are  all  our  blessings ;  business  finds 
Ev'n  here  ;  while  sedulous  I  seek  t'  improve. 
At  least  neglect  not,  or  leave  unemployed, 
XltfunifldJ^SHJ^Hiai  driving  it,  wough  slack 
Too  oft,  an^mucRmpeded  in  its  work  370 

By  causes  not  to  be  divulged  in  vain. 
To  its  just  point— the  service  of  m^Mnd. 
lie  tnat  attends  to  ms  mteriOTTSBfT"'''"'""*" 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it ;  and  who  seeks 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  life ;    " 
Has  busines(k;  teels  hiihg^lf  togag'd  t'  achieve 
No  imimportant,  though  a  silent,  task^ 
A4^eheH  turbulence  and  noise  may  seem 
To  him  that  leads  it,  wise,  and  to  be  prais'd ;      380 
But  wisdom  is  a  pearl  with  most  success 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  dear  skies. 
He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead. 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraceful  prize. 
The  TnpiiTi'j'ng  finds  the  self "i 


^i¥ifi^jjiU:|r<;TdfJiliWt^^rti^W  iTT»?rr!^ 


[^ether  inclement  seascms  reconmiend 
His  warm  but  simple  home,  where  he  enjoys, 
With  her  who  shai^  his  pleasures  and  his  heart,  390 
Sweet  converse,  sipping  calm  the  fragrant  lymph 
Which  neatiy  she  prepares ;  then  to  his  book, 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  perus'd 
In  selfish  silence,  but  imparted  oft 
As  aught  occurs  that  she  may  smile  to  hear, 
Or  turn  to  nourishment,  digested  well. 
Or,  if  the  garden  with  its  many  cares. 
All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
The  welcome  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 
Of  lubbard  labour  needs  his  watdiful  eye,         400 
Oft  loitering  lazily,  if  not  o'erseen. 
Or  misapplying  lus  imskilful  strength. 
Nor  does  he  govern  only  or  dkect. 
But  much  performs  himself .  No  works  indeed 
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That  ask  robust  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toil, 
Servile  employ ;  but  such  as  may  amuse, 
Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 
Proud  of  his  well-spread  walls,  he  views  his  trees 
Hiat  meet  <no  barren  interval  between)  409 

With  pleasure  more  than  ev*n  their  fruits  afford, 
Which,  save  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can  feel : 
These,  therefore,  are  his  own  peculiar  charge ; 
No  meaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shoots. 
None  but  his  steel  approach  them.  What  is  weak. 
Distempered,  or  has  lost  prolific  pow'rs, 
Impaired  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  tiie  knife :  nor  doed  he  spare  the  soft 
And  succulent,  that  feeds  its  giant  growth. 
But  barren,  at  th'expence  of  neighboring  twigs 
Less  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick  420 

With  hopeful  gems.    The  rest,  no  portion  left 
That  may  dis^ace  his  art,  or  disappoint 
Large  expectation,  he  dkposes  neat 
At  measured  distances,  that  air  and  sun, 
Admitted  freely,  may  afford  their  aid, 
And  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 
Hence  summer  has  her  riches,  autumn  hence, 
And  hence  ev'n  winter  fills  his  withered  hand^^ 
With  blushing  fruits,  and  plenty,  not  his  ow^y 
Fair  recompense  of  labour  well  bestow'd,  430 

And  wise  precaution ;  which  a  clime  so  rude 
Makes  needful  still,  whose  spring  is  but  the  child 
Of  churlish  winter,  in  her  frowfiSd  moods 
Discov'ring  much  the  temper  of  her  sire. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  revers'd  its  course. 
She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  smiles ; 
But,  once  delivered,  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
He,  therefore,  timely  wam'd,  himself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm  440 
The  plenteous  Woom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweep 
His  garlands  from  the  boughs.    Again,  as  oft 
As  the  Sim  i)eep6  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild, 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev'ry  beam. 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day. 
To  raise  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourd. 
So  grateful  to  the  xxalate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem'd — 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matur'd,  450 

iDMiraturque  novoe  fructus  et  non  sua  poma.    Virq.  [C.]. 
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And  at  this  moment  miassay'd  in  song. 

Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  fro^  and  mice,  long  since, 

Their  eulogy;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  bard. 

And  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 

And  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for  aye 

The  solitary  shilling.    Pardon  then, 

Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  fame, 

Th'  ambition  of  one,  meaner  far,  whose  pow'rs, 

Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime. 

Pant  for  the  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste         460 

Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  fare, 

A  cucumber,  while  costly  yet  and  scarce. 

The  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap, 
Impregnated  with  quick  fermenting  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  elm  have  cast  their  leaf 
Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  v^etation  in  the  torpid  plant 
Exposed  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 
Warily,  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed,  470 

He  seeks  a  favoured  spot ;  that  where  he  builds 
Th^  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 
The  sun's  meridian  disk,  and  at  ihe  back 
Enjoy  c^ose  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.    First  he  bids  spread 
Dry  fern  or  litter'd  hay,  that  may  imMbe 
Th'  ascending  damps ;  then  leisurely  impose. 
And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 
From  ihe  full  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  secure       480 
The  shax)ely  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes, 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
Sheltering  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves : 
Th'  uplifted  frame,  compact  at  ev'ry  joint. 
And  overlaid  with  clear  translucent  glass. 
He  settles  next  upon  the  sloping  mount, 
Whose  sharp  dedivity  shoote  off  secure 
From  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  falls. 
He  shuts  it  close,  and  the  first  labour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  earth  490 

Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth, 
Slow  gathering  in  the  midst,  through  the  square 

mass 
Diffused,  attain  the  surface :  when,  behold ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam, 
Like  a  gross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  fast, 
And  fast  condensed  upon  the  dewy  sash, 

463  stercorarious  1785, 1786.  467  and  when  1785, 1786.  . 
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Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (sinoe  luxury  xnust  have 
His  daintieB,  and  the  world's  more  num^us  half 
lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you) 
Grudge  not  the  cost.    Ye  little  know  the  cares, 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill. 
That  day  and  night  are  exercised,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense,  550 

That  ye.  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wintry  suns. 

Theprocess.    Heat  and  co^d.  and  wmd. and  steam. 
Molstiye  ana  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarm- 

inig  flies.  "■    t  I 

Minute  as  ousi,  and  numberless,  oft  work 

Dire  difia.i>i>^^\m^w.m^  iimmm  m  \i\xre. 

And  which  no  care  (^obviate.  -  It  were  long, 

•^66  long,  m  wu  m'  fe3ttmai^utii  ma  the  shifts 

Which  he  that  fights  a  season  so  severe  560 

Devises,  while  he  guards  his  tend^  trust ; 
And  oft,  at  last,  in  vain.    The  leam'd  and  wise 
Sarcastic  woulcl  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Ck>ld  as  its  theme,  and,  like  its  theme,  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produced. 
Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  green-house  too. 
fflconscious  of  a  less  propitious  clime.  " 
There  blooms  exotic  t)yuty,  warm  and  ggiug, 
wnile  the  winds  whistle  ana  the  snows  descend, 
l^ne  spiry  mjrrtie  witn  unwitn'ring  leaf  570 

Shines  there,  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there. 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime, 
Peep  through  their  iK)lish^d  folia^  at  the  storm. 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
Th'  amomum  there  with  intermingling  flow'rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.    G^eranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours,  and  the  spangled  beau, 
Ficoides,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plants,  of  ev'ry  leaf,  that  can  endure  680 

The  winter's  frown,  if  screened  from  his  shrewd  bite, 
live  there,  and  prosper.    Those  Ausonia  claims, 
Levantine  regions  these ;  th' Azores  send 
Their  jessamine,  her  jessamine  remote 
Caffraia:  foreigners  from  many  lands. 
They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  convened 
By  magic  summons  of  th'  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 

565  Caffraria  JSouthevt  and  tome  edd,  after  1800, 
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And  by  contested  beauty  shining  more) 

Is  needful.  Strength  may  wield  the  pond'rous  spade, 

May  turn  the  clod,  and  wheel  the  ccnnpost  home ; 

But  eleganqe,  chief  giuce  the  gard^i  shows, 

And  most  attractive,  is  the  fair  result 

Of  thought,  the  creature  of  a  polish'd  mind.       640 

Without  it  all  is  gothic  as  the  scene 

To  which  th'  insipid  citizen  resorts 

Near  yonder  heath ;  where  industry  mispent. 

But  proud  of  his  uncouth  ill-chosen  task. 

Has  made  a  heav'n  on  earth ;  with  suns  and  moons 

Of  close-rammed  stones  has  charged  th^  encumbered 

soil, 
And  fairly  laid  the  zodiac  in^the  dust. 
He,  therefore,  who  would  S(Be"his  flow'rs  di£^K>s'd 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds,       650 
Forecasts  the  future  whole ;  that,  when  the  scene 
Shall  break  into  its  pi-econceiv'd  display, 
Each  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design. 
Nor  even  then,  dismissing  as  performed 
His  pleasant  work,  may  he  suppose  it  done. 
Few  self-supported  flowers  endure  the  wind 
Uninjured,  but  expect  th'  upholding  aid 
Of  the  smooth-shaven  prop,  and,  neatly  tied, 
Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age,  660 

For  intei*est  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 
Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  far  diffused 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fair, 
like  virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 
Some,  more  aspiring,  catch  the  neighbour  shrub 
With  clasping  tendnls,  and  invest  his  branch. 
Else  imadom'd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 
And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompensing  well 
The  strength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  lend. 
All  hate  the  rank  society  of  weeds,  670 

Noisome,  and  ever  greeay  to  exhaust 
Th'  impov'rish'd  earth ;  an  overbearing  race, 
That,  like  the  multitude  made  taction-mad, 
Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

Oh,  blest  seclusion  from  a  iarring  world. 
Which  he,_thu8  occupied,  enjoys !  Retreat 
Ciiimut  indeed  t6  gttHty^man  restore 

Lust  iimuuenw,  or  (iaiK^l  t6lli^  past ; 
But  11  huH  peac(?7aiia  much  figgctres  the  mind 
Froffi  Till  assaults  or^nT  proving  stiir^  680 

A  faithful  barrier,  not  o'erlea£]d  with  ease 
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When  fierce  temptation,  seconded  within 
By  traitor  apx)etite,  and  arm^d  with  darts 
Tempered  in  hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast, 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  ns ;  but  to  fly  is  safe. 
Haa,I  tto  fihoififl  of  ffllWlJTIftTT  ynflil. 
What  could  I  ts 


^)eace^ a 

Np  loose  or  wanton,  though  a  wandering,  muse, 

j^SraMMiit  66611WtlAh  mthj)ilt  care.  ^  « 

xnus  piest,  i  araw  a  picture  of  thalj  bl|ss ;  | 

uopeiess,  maeea,  that  dissipated  minds,  * 

And  profligate  abusers  of  a  world. 

Created  fair  so  much  in  vain  for  them^ 

Should  seek  the  guiltless  joys  that  I  describe, 

Allur'd  by  my  report :  but  sure  no  less,  699 

That,  self-condemn'd,  they  must  ne^ect  the  prize. 

And  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  approve. 

What  we  admire  we  praise :  and,  wh^n  y^^  'QYW^^ 


Acknowledged,  others  may  i   ,|„,  ^ 

i  therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  risk 
Of  iK)pular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still. 
The  cause  of  piety  and  sacred  truth. 
And  virtue^  and  those  scenes  which  Qod  ordain'd 
Should  best  secure  them  and  promote  them  most ; 
jScenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive        710 
Forsak'n,  or  through  folly  not  enjoy'd. 
Pure  is  the  nymph,  though  liberal  of  her  smiles. 
And  chaste,  liiough  unconfin'd,  whom  I  extol. 
Not  as  the  prince  in  Shushan,  when  he  call'd, 
Vain-glorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth 
To  grace  the  full  pavilion.    His  design 
Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good. 
Which  all  mipht  view  with  mvy,  aonn  partnlrc 
J>iy  cnarinOT  IS  not  mine  al^e;  my  sweets. 
/And  she  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too,  720 

i  JNature,  encnantang  JNature,  m  whose  form 
\Ahd  llh^MimtH  fllVm^  1 H^  ^.  ^^r^A 
THat  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  stiU  renew'd, 
Is  fiw  lu  all  mun— uiilvei'wa  ui'Lab. 


birange  that  flft  IMf  &  dfMture  snouidTet  want 

With  meajier  objects  ey'n  the  few  she  finds ! 
Strippa  ot  ner.ornamenlS,  her  leaves  aniOow'rs, 
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She  loses  all  her  influenoe.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines,  730 

Abandoned,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 

But  are  not  wholesome  airs,  though  unperfum'd 

By  roses ;  and  clear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt; 

And  groves,  if  unharmonious,  yet  secure 

From  clamour,  and  whose  very  silence  charms ; 

To  be  preferred  to  smoke,  to  the  eclipse 

That  Metropolitan  volcanos  make, 

WhoseStygian throats breathedarkness all  day l(mg; 

And  to  the  stir  of  conmierce,  driving  slow, 

And  thundering  loud,  with  his  ten  thousand  wheels? 

They  would  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  head,    741 
/  And  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now 
:  What  EngliiTid  waa  r  nlflin.  hosnitabl^  kind. 

I  And  undebauch'd.    But  we  have  bid  farewell 

Tf?'aiitbftYU: 


inrT?nR«3n7!^i:^5i^35cns^is 


And  all  l^eir  honest  pleasures.    Mansions  once 

Knew  their  own  masters ;  and  laborious  hinds 

Who  had  survived  the  father,  serv'd  the  son. 

Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 

Is  but  a  tnuQsient  guest,  newly  arrived,  750 

And  soon  to  be  supplanted.    He  that  saw 

His  patrimonial  timber  cast  its  leaf. 

Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 

To  some  shrewd  sharper,  ere  it  buds  again. 

Then  advertised,  and  auctioneered  away. 

The  coimtry  starves,  ana  iney  tnai  reed  tn'  o'er- 

charg^d 
And  surfeited  lewd  town  with  her  fair  dues. 
By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  themselves. 
The  wings  that  waft  our  riches  out  of  sight       760 
Grow  on  the  gamester^s  elbows ;  and  ih^  alert 
And  nimble  motion  of  those  restless  joints. 
That  never  tire,  soon  fans  iliem  all  away. 
Improvement,  j^,  th^  Jtlftl  ftf  tillft  fliPTi, 
feted  with  many  a  victun.    Lo,  he  comes  I 
'  111'  ommpotent  inagician,  Brown,  appears  \ 
^  T56Wh  taHsr  the  venefaWpile.th^  aBode 
Of  ourfbrefathers— a  grave  wKisJer^d  race, 
Dull  lAsteles^: 


aj  «j¥»M^;r.^  miiie^tiiMli^m^&n 


But  in  a  distant  sgot ;  where,  more  exposed,        770 
It  may  enjoy  tE^  advantage  of  the  north, 

And  ^guisR  ^ssf;tm'gigQ6;:sKairg^^ 

Those  nake3  acr^  kTa  sheltering  grovel 
748  Who]  That  178S,  1786. 
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He  speaks.    The  lake  in  front  becomes  a  lawn ; 
Woods  vanish,  hills  subside,  and  Tallies  rise : 
And  streams,  as  if  created  for  his  use. 
Pursue  the  track  of  his  directing  wand. 
Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slow. 
Now  murm'ring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades— 
Ev'n  as  he  bids !  Th'  enraptured  owner  smiles.   780 
'Tis  finished,  and  yet,  finished  as  it  seems, 
Still  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  could  show, 

Afflms V> ffalfiftfYjIili^ ftirffrmniiflmfit.    ,_ 

Drained  to  the  last  poor  item  ofms  wealth. 

He  sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th'  acoom^^h'd  plan 

That  he  has  touched,  retouched,  many  a  long  day 

Laboured,  and  many  a  night  pursued  in  dreams, 

Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  heav'n 

He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy ! 

And  now  x)erhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come,       790 

When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t'  endear 

Her  interests,  or  that  gives  her  sacr^  cause 

A  moment's  ox)erati(»i  on  his  love. 

He  bums  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  zeal 

To  serve  his  country.    Ministerial  grace 

Deals  him  out  money  from  the  public  chest ; 

Or,  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 

Supplies  his  need  with  an  usurious  loan. 

To  be  refunded  duly  when  his  vote, 

Well-manag'd,  shall  have  eam'd  its  worthy  price. 

Oh  innocent,  compared  with  arts  like  these,        801 

Crai)e,  and  cock'd  pistol,  and  the  whistling  ball 

Sent  llirough  the  traveller's  temples !  He  that  finds 

One  drop  of  heav'n's  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup, 

Can  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  perish,  well  content, 

So  he  may  wrap  himself  in  honest  rags 

At  his  last  gasp ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 

Fish  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 

From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth, 

Sordid  and  sick'ning  at  his  own  success.  810 

Ambition,  av'rice,  penury  incurr'd 
By  endless  riot,  vanity,  the  lust 
Oi  pleasure  and  variety,  dispatch. 
As  duly  as  the  swallows  disappear, 
The  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  squires  to  town. 
T^TiiloTi  inynipiia  fViAin  j^i^j    The  shark  is  there, 
And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 
That  sucks  him.    There  the  sycophant,  and  he 
Who,  with  bare-headed  and  obsequious  bows, 

819  Who]  That  1785, 1786. 
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Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  cold  jail  820 

And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  frown. 

The  levee  swarms,  as  if,  in  golden  pomp, 

Were  charactered  on  ev'ry  statesman's  door, 

''  Batter'd  and  bankrupt  fortunes  mbnded  here/' 

These  are  the  charms  that  sully  and  eclipse 

The  charms  of  nature.     'Tis  the  cruel  gnpe 

That  lean  hard-handed  poverty  inflicts, 

The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win. 

The  wish  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amus'd. 

That  at  the  soimd  of  winter's  hoary  wing  830 

Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 

Of  flutt'ring,  loit'ring,  cringing,  begging,  loose 

And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vast 

And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

Oh  thou,  report  and  mart  of  all  the  earth, 
Caiequer'd  with  all  finmnlftYiOTia  of  nuLTiTrind, 

And  spotted  with  all  crimes  ;  in  whom  I  see 


jimmmuwm:\»u^»\hW:!^^mmmn^7!{T 


And  all  that  I  abhor  -  trhf^n  frftr>VlPifi  fair^ 
That  pleasest  and  vet  fillil^^'"^-  ^^.  ^  rsm  laugh 
AndTc 
FeeT 


840 


And  thou  hast  many  righteftupj — ^W'^n  fny  ^Tiaa  ? 
And  therefore  more  obnoxious.Lat  this  hour 


inim^!«rirg57mfri.?i^jrigA>4;r;nin%TOr»yni 


For  whom  God  heard  his  Abr'am  plead  in  vain. 

BOOK  IV 

THE  WINTER  EVENING 

Argument  of  the  Fourth  Book.— The  post  comes  in— The  news- 
paper is  read— The  world  contemplated  at  a  distance— Address 
to  winter —The  rural  amusements  of  a  winter  evening  compared 
withthe  f  ashionable  ones— Address  to  evening— A  brown  stud^-^ 
Fall  of  snow  in  the  evening— The  waggoner— A  poor  family- 
piece— The  rural  thief— Public  houses— The  multitude  of  them 
censured— The  farmer's  daughter:  what  she  was— what  she  is^- 
The  simplicity  of  country  manners  almost  lost— Causes  of  the 
change  —Desertion  of  the  country  by  the  rich  —Neglect  of  magis- 
trates —The  militia  principally  in  fault —The  new  recruit  and  nis 
transformation— Reflection  on  bodies  corporate- The  love  of 
rural  objects  natural  to  all,  and  never  to  be  totally  extinguished. 

Hark  I  'tis  the  twanging  horn  o'er  yonder  bridge, 
That  with  its  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintry  flood,  in  which  the  moon 
Sees  her  unwrinMed  face  reflected  bright ;— " 

831  countries  1798^  1800,       840  pleases  . . .  shocks  1785-1788, 
\  A  for  punctuation^  see  notes. 
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Fast  bound  in  diams  of  silence,  which  the  fair. 

Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break ; 

What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  busy  life, 

Its  fluctuations,  and  its  vast  concerns  ? 

Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge 

That  tempts  ambition.    On  the  summit  see 

The  seals  of  ofSce  glitter  in  Jiis  eyes ; 

He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  them !  At  his  heels,  60 

Close  at  his  heels,  a  danagogue  ascends. 

And  with  a  dext'rous  jerk  soon  twists  him  down, 

And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  th^n  in  his  turn* 

Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 

Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take ; 

The  modest  speaker  is  ashamed  and  griey'd 

T^  engross  a  moment's  notice,  and  yet  b^;s, 

Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  tiboughts. 

However  tevial  all  that  he  conceives. 

Sweet  bashfulness !  it  claims  at  least  this  praise,  70 

The  dearth  of  information  and  good  sense 

That  it  foretells  us  always  comes  to  pass. 

Cataracts  of  declamation  thunder  here ; 

There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page. 

In  which  all  comprehensiim  wanders,  lost ; 

While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 

With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woes. 

The  rest  appears  a  wilderness  of  strange 

But  gay  confusion ;  roses  for  the  cheeks. 

And  lilies  for  the  brows  of  faded  age,  80 

Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 

Heav'n,  earth,  and  ocean,  plundered  of  their  sweets, 

Nectareous  essences,  Olynipian  dews. 

Sermons,  and  city  feasts,  and  favorite  airs, 

ethereal  joumies,  submarine  exploits. 

And  Eatterf elto,  with  his  hair  on  end 

At  his  own  wonders,  wondering  for  his  bread. 

'Tis  pleasant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  such  a  world ;  to  see  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd ;  90 

To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  Ih'  uninjured  ear. 
Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  seem  advanced 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mtnrtal  height. 
That  liberates  and  exempts  me  from  them  all. 
It  turns  submitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  its  generations;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  still.    The  sound  of  war      100 
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Has  lost  its  terrors  ere  it  reaches  me ; 

Grieves,  but  alarms  me  not.    I  mourn  the  pride 

And  aT'rioe  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; 

Hear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brazen  throats 

By  which  he  speaks  the  language  of  his  heart, 

And  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  sound. 

He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 

From  flowV  to  flow'r,  so  he  from  land  to  land ; 

The  manners,  customs,  policy  of  all 

Pay  contribution  to  the  store  he  gleans ;  110 

He  sucks  intelligence  in  ev^  clime, 

And  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 

At  his  return — a  rich  repast  for  me. 

He  travels,  and  I  too.    I  tread  his  deck, 

Ascend  his  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyes 

Discover  countries,  with  a  kindr^  heart 

Suffer  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes ; 

While  fancy,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock, 

Runs  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

Oh  Winter,  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year,  120 

Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  fiU'd, 
Thy  breath  congealed  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Frmg'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds, 
,  A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels. 
But  urg'd  by  storms  along  its  slipp'ry  way, 
I  love  tiiee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art  I    Thou  hold'st  the  sun 
A  pris'ner  in  the  yet  undawning  east,  130 

Shortening  his  journey  between  mom  and  noon, 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  rosy  west ;  but  kindly  still 
Ck)mi)ensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease. 
And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  dispersed,  and  fixing  thought, 
Not  less  dispersed  by  day-light  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happiness,       140 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  imdisturb'd  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterrupted  ev'ning,  know. 
No  ratbliiig  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates ; 
No  powder'd  pert,  proficient  in  the  art 
Of  soimding  an  idiurm,  assaults  these  doors 

103  makes  1785, 1786. 
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Till  the  street  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
Ck>ugli  iheir  own  &ell^  while,  heedless  of  the  sound, 
The  silent  circle  fan  themselves,  and  quake : 
But  here  the  needle  plies  its  busy  task,  150 

The  pattern  grows,  the  well-depicted  flow'r, 
Wrought  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn, 
Unfolds  its  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  i^rigs. 
And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  disposed. 
Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair ; 
A  wreath  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow'rs  that  blow 
With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 
The  yoefs  or  lustorian's  page,  by  one 
Made  vocal  for  th^  amusement  of  the  rest ; 
The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sounds 
The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes 
out ;  161 

And  the  dear  voice  symphonious,  yet  distinct. 
And  in  the  charming  strife  triumphant  still ; 
Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 
On  female  industry :  the  Ihreaded  steel 
Mies  swiftly,  and,  unfelt,  the  task  proceeds. 
The  volume  clos'd,  the  customary  rites 
Of  the  last  meal  commence.    A  Roman  meal ; 
Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  world  once  found 
Delicious,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note,  170. 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  ^x>rs, 
And  under  an  old  oak^s  domestic  shade, 
Enjoy'd — spare  feast  1 — a  radish  and  an  egg  I 
Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 
Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  play 
Of  fancy,  or  proscribes  the  sound  of  niirth  : 
Nor  do  we  nwadly,  like  an  impious  world. 
Who  deem  religion  frenzy,  and  the  God 
That  made  ilxem  an  intruder  on  their  joys, 
Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praise        180 
A  jarring  note.    Themes  of  a  graver  tone. 
Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 
While  we  retrace  with  memory's  pointing  wMid, 
That  calls  the  past  to  our  exact  review, 
The  dangers  we  have  'scap'd,  the  broken  snare. 
The  disappointed  foe,  deliverance  foimd 
Unlook'd  for,  life  preserved  and  peace  restor'd-^ 
Fruits  of  omnipotent  et^*nal  love. 
Oh  ev'nings  worttiy  of  the  gods  I  exclaim'd 
The  Sabine  bard.     Oh  ev'nings,  I  reply,  190 

More  to  be  priz'd  and  coveted  than  yours, 
As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  truths, 
That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjoy. 
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Is  winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  ttie  smoke  of  lamps, 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsav'ry  throng, 
To  thaw  hun  into  feeling ;  or  the  smart 
And  snappish  dialogue,  that  flippant  wits 
Call  comedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  smile? 
The  self-complacent  actor,  when  he  views  200 

(Stealing  a  side-long  glance  at  a  full  house) 
Hie  slope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th^  roof, 
(As  if  one  master-spring  controul'd  them  all) 
Belax^d  into  an  univera^  grin, 
Sees  not  a  countenance  there  that  speaks  of  joy 
Half  so  refined  or  so  sincere  as  our^s. 
Cards  were  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contrived 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfuniish'd  brain. 
To  palliate  dulness,  and  give  time  a  shove.         210 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 
UnsoiVd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sotmd ; 
But  the  world's  time  is  time  in  masquerade  I 
Their's,  should  I  paint  Imn,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  the  peacock  shows 
His  azure  eyes,  is  tinctur'd  black  and  red 
With  spots  quadrangular  of  «U'mond  form, 
Ensaoguin'd  hearts,  clubs  typical  of  strife, 
And  spisides,  the  emblem  of  imtimely  graves. 
What  should  be  and  what  was  an  hour-glass  once. 
Becomes  ft  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  mast  221 

Well  does  the  work  of  his  destructive  scythe. 
Thus  deck'd,  he  charms  a  world  whom  fashion  blinds 
To  his  true  worth,  most  pleas'd  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
Ev'n  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  back-string  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  sit  pujols  in  the  school 
Of  card-devoted  time,  and,  night  by  night. 
Placed  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  board,  230 

Learn  ev'ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
But  truce  with  censure.    Boving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed? 
As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  aside 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mouldering  tow'r. 
Which,  seen,  delights  him  not ;  then,  coming  home, 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  far  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand  and  pallet  spread, 
With  colours  mix'd  for  a  far  different  use,  240 
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Paint  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev'ry  idle  thing 
That  fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Ev'ning,  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 
Return,  sweet  Ev'ning,  and  continue  long  I 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west, 
With  matron-step  slow-moving,  while  the  night 
Tr^ds  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employed 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  rexxxse 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day :  250 

Not  sumptuously  adom'd,  nor  needing  aid, 
Like  homely  featured  night,  of  dust'ring  gems ; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Suffices  thee;  save  that  the  moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  her^s,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone, 
Rei^lendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm. 
Or  make  me  so.    Composure  is  thy  gift :  260 

And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  bird-alluring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  silken  thriads  round  iv'ry  reels. 
When  they  oonunand  whom  man  was  bom  to  i^ease ; 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  stiU. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blaze 
With  lights,  by  clear  reflection  mtdtiplied 
From  many  u  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Gteth, 
Goliath,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk  270 

Whole,  without  stooping,  tow'ring  crest  and  all. 
My  pleasures,  too,  begin.    But  me,  perhaps, 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  shadow  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quiv'ring  flame. 
Not  tmdelightf  ul  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  gloom 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  imthinking  mind, 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  some  new  theme  280 
Pregnant,  or  indisposed  alike  to  all. 
Laugh  ye,  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  pow'rs, '. 
That  never  feel  a  stupor,  know  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one ;  I  am  conscious,  and  confess, 
Fearless,  a  soul  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  fancy,  ludicrous  and  wild, 
Sooth'd  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow'rs. 
Trees,  churches,  and  strange  visages,  expressed 
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In  the  red  ciiiders,  while  with  poring  eye 

I  gaz'd,  myself  creating  what  I  saw.  290 

Nor  less  amused  have  I  quiescent  watched 

The  sooty  films  that  play  upon  the  bars, 

Pendulous,  and  foreboding,  in  the  view 

Of  sux)er8titicni,  prophesying  still, 

Though  stiU  deceived,  some  stranger's  near  approach . 

'Tis  thus  the  understanding  takes  repose 

In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 

And  sleeps  and  is  refreshed.    Meanwhile  the  taee 

Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 

Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man  300 

Were  task'd  to  his  full  strength,  absorbed  and  lost. 

Thus  oft,  reclined  at  ease,  I  Jose  an  hour 

At  evening,  till  at  length  the  freezing  blast, 

That.sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 

The  recollected  pow'rs ;  and,  snapping  short 

The  glassy  threads,  witii  which  the  fancy  weaves 

Her  brittle  toys,  restores  me  to  myself. 

How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  the  frost, 

Baging  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind,  endear 

The  silence  and  the  warmth  enjoy'd  within !      310 

I  saw  the  woods  and  fields,  at  close  of  day, 

A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green. 

Though  f  &ded ;  and  the  lands,  where  lately  wav^d 

The  golden  harvest,  of  a  mellow  brown. 

Upturned  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 

I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  smile 

With.terdure  not  unprofitable,  graz'd 

By  flodks,  fast  feeding,  and  selecting  each 

£Us  fav'rite  h^b ;  while  all  the  leafless  groves, 

Tliat  skirt  th'  horizon,  wore  a  sable  hue,  320 

Scarce  noticed  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 

To-morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  change ! 

Which  even  now,  though  silently  performed. 

And  slowly,  and  by  most  unf elt,  the  face 

Of  univer»Ed  nature  undergoes. 

Fast  falls  a  fleecy  diow'r :  the  downy  flakes. 

Descending,  and  with  never-ceasing  lapse, 

Softly  alighting  uxK>n  all  below. 

Assimilate  all  objects.    Earth  receives 

Gladly  thathick'ning  mantle ;  and  the  green      330 

And  tender  blade,  that  feared  the  chilling  blast, 

Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  veil. 

In  such  a  world ;  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted ;  or,  if  found, 

•307  toys]  toUs  180S  and  later  e<W. 
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Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side ; 

It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 

Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 

With  less  distinguished  than  ourselves ;  that  ^us 

We  may  with  patience  bear  our  moderate  iUs, 

And  sympathise  with  others,  suflTring  m(»^.       340 

in  fares  the  traveller  now,  and  he  that  stalks 

In  ponderous  boots  beside  his  reeidng  team. 

The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 

By  congregated  loads  adhering  close 

To  the  dogg'd  wheels ;  and  in  its  sluggish  pace, 

Noiseless,  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 

The  toiling  steeds  expand  l3ie  nostril  wide. 

While  ev'ry  breath,  by  Respiration  strong 

Forc'd  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 

Upon  their  jutting  chests.    He,  form'd  to  bear  350 

The  pelting  brunt  of  the  tempestuous  night. 

With  half -shut  eyes,  and  pucker'd  cheeks,  and  teeth 

Presented  bare  against  the  steam,  plods  on. 

One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  both 

He  bitindishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip. 

Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vam. 

Oh  happy ;  and,  in  my  account,  denied 

That  sensibility  of  pain  with  which 

Refinement  is  endued,  thrice  happy  thou ! 

Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feels  indeed  360 

The  piercing  cold,  but  feels  it  unimpaired. 

The  learned  finger  never  need  explore 

Thy  vigorous  pulse ;  and  the  imhe^llMul  east, 

That  breathes  the  spleen,  and  searches  ev'ry  bone 

Of  the  infirm,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee.     _ 

Thy  days  roll  on,  exempt  from  household  care ; 

The  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beasts. 

That  drag  the  duU  companion  to  and  fro. 

Thine  helpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 

Ah,  treat  them  kindly !  rude  as  thou  appear'st,   370 

Yet  show  that  thou  hast  mercy  I  which  the  great, 

With  needless  hurry  whirl'd  firom  place  to  place. 

Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modest,  qtdet,  neat ; 
Such  claim  compassion  in  a  night  like  this, 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeling  h^irt. 
Warm'd,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
HI  clad  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  cool. 
The  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights  380 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brush- wood,  blazing  clear, 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestrial  joys. 
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The  few  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  while  her  infant  race,  with  outspread  hands 
And  crowded  knees,  sit  cow'nng  o'er  the  sparks, 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm'd. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  inured  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  mov'd  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he,  too,  finds  his  own  distress  in  their's.        890 
The  taper  soon  extinguie^'d,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Just  when  the  day  dedin'd,  and  the  brown  loaf 
Lodged  on  Hie  shelf,  half  eaten,  without  sauce 
Of  sav'ry  cheese,  or  butter,  costlier  still ; 
Sleep  seems  their  only  refuge :  for,  alas. 
Where  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  clmin'd, 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few  I 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not.    All  the  care 
Ingenious  parsimony  takes  but  just  400 

Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool, 
SkiUet,  and  old  carv'd  chest,  from  public  sale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boast  have  none 
To  sooth  their  honest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg, 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eam'd, 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endTu*e  410 

The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuffe 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution ;  liberal  of  their  aid 
To  clamorous  importunity  in  rags, 
But  oft-times  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
To  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
These  ask  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refused 
Because  deserving,  silently  retire ! 
But  be  ye  of  good  courage  I  Time  itself  420 

Shall  much  befriend  you.  Time  shall  give  increase ; 
And  all  your  numerous  progeny,  well-train'd, 
But  helpless,  in  few  years  iSiall  find  their  hands, 
And  labour  too.    Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
What,  conscious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  E^)are, 
Nor  wiiat  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 
But  poverty,  with  most  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-inflicted  woe ;        430 
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Th'  effect  of  lazmees  or  sottish  waste. 

Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad 

For  plunder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 

He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth 

By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong. 

Woe  to  the  gard'ner^s  pale,  the  farmer's  hedge, 

Plash'd  neatly,  and  secured  with  driven  stakes 

Deep  iu  the  loamy  bank.    Uptorn  by  strength, 

Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 

To  better  deeds,  he  bimdles  up  the  spoil —  440 

An  ass's  burden — and,  when  laden  most 

And  heaviest,  Ught  of  foot,  steals  fast  away. 

Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 

The  well-stack'd  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 

From  his  pernicious  force.    Nor  will  he  leave 

Unwrench'd  the  door,  however  well  secured, 

Whare  Chanticleer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 

In  unsuspecting  pomp.    Twitched  from  the  perch, 

He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  all  his  wives, 

To  his  voracious  bag,  struggling  in  vain,  450 

And  loudly  wondering  at  the  sudden  change. — 

Nor  this  to  feed  his  own  I    'Twere  some  excuse 

Did  pi^  of  their  sufTrings  warp  aside 

His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 

For  their  support,  so  destitute. — But  they 

Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  more 

Exposed  than  others,  wil^  less  scruple  made 

His  victims,  robb'd  of  their  defenceless  all. 

Cruel  is  all  he  does.    'Tis  quenchless  thirst 

Of  ruinous  ebriety  that  prompts  460 

His  ev'ry  action,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 

Oh  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck 

Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecutes  the  blood 

He  gave  th^n  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 

And  wrongs  the  woman  he  has  sworn  to  love ! 

Pass  where  we  may,  through  city  or  tlurough  town, 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  "land. 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'ry  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  th'  imguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth-issuing  from  the  styes    470 
That  law  has  licens'd,  as  makes  temp'rance  reel. 
There  sit,  involv'd  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor, 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  the  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil  ; 
Smith,  cobMer,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears, 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike. 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk !   The  fiddle  screams 
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Plaintiye  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail'd 

Its  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard :  480 

Meree  the  dispute,  whatever  the  theme ;  while  she, 

Fell  Discord,  arbitress  of  such  debate, 

Perch'd  on  the  sign-post,  holds  with  even  hand 

Her  undecisive  scales.    In  this  she  lays 

A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pride ; 

And  smiles,  delighted  with  th^  eternal  poise. 

Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  its  twin  sound 

The  cheek-distending  oath,,  not  to  be  prais'd 

As  ornamental,  musical,  polite, 

like  those  which  modem  senators  employ,         490 

Whose  oath  is  rhet'ric,  and  who  swear  for  fame  I 

Behold  the  schools  in  which  plebeian  minds. 

Once  simple,  are  initiated  in  arts 

Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace, 

But  none  with  readier  skill ! — 'tis  here  they  learn 

The  road  that  leads,  from  competence  and  peace, 

To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  last 

Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load, 

Shakes  her  encumbered  lap,  and  casts  them  out. 

But  censure  profits  little :  vain  th'  attempt         600 

To  advertise  in  verse  a  public  i)est. 

That,  like  the  filth  with  which  the  peasant  feeds 

His  himgry  acres,  stinks,  and  is  of  use. 

Th'  excise  is  fattened  with  the  rich  result 

Of  all  this  riot ;  and  ten  thousand  cas^, 

For  ever  dribbling  out  their  bcuse  contents, 

Touc^'d  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state, 

Bleed  gold  for  ministers  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad,  then ;  'tis  your  country  bids ! 

Gloriously  drunk,  obey  th'  important  call !  510 

Her  cause  demands  th'  assistance  of  your  throats ; — 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  fall'n  upon  those  happier  days 
That  poets  celebrate ;  those  golden  times. 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes,  that  Maro  sings, 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  hearts 
That  felt  tiieir  virtues :  innocence,  it  seems. 
From  courts  dismiss'd,  found  shelter  in  the  groves ; 
The  footsteps  of  simplicity,  impress'd  520 

Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing) 
Then  were  not  all  effac'd :  then  speech  profane, 
And  maimers  profligate,  were  rarely  found ; 
Observ'd  as  pixxligies,  and  soon  reclaim'd. 
Vain  wish  I  those  days  were  never :  airy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  picture ;  and  the  poet's  hand. 
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Imparting  substance  to  an  empty  shade, 

Imposed  a  gay  deHrimn  for  a  Iruth. 

Grant  it : — I  still  must  envy  them  an  age 

That  favoured  such  a  dream ;  in  da3rB  like  these  530 

Impossible,  when  virtue  is  so  scarce, 

That  to  suppose  a  scene  wher^  she  presides, 

Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  belief. 

No :  w^  are  polish'd  now !  the  rural  lass, 

Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace. 

Her  artless  manners,  anjd  her  neat  attire. 

So  dignified,  that  she  was  hardly  less 

Than  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance, 

Is  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  lost  I 

Her  head,  adorn'd  with  lappets  pinn'd  aloft,        640 

And  ribbands  streaming  gay,  superbly  rais'd. 

And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size, 

Indebted  to  some  smart  wig- weaver's  hand 

For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains  ; 

Her  elbows  ruffled,  and  her  tott'ring  form 

111  propp'd  upon  French  heels,  she  might  be  de^n'd 

(But  that  the  basket  dangling  on  her  arm 

Interprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 

Too  proud  for  dairy  work,  or  sale  of  eggs. 

Expect  her  soon  with  foot-boy  at  her  heels,        550 

No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  load. 

Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  her  care ! 

The  town  has  ting'd  the  coimtry ;  and  the  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal's  robe. 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.     The  fashion  runs 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas. 
Scenes  rarely  grac'd  with  rural  manners  now ! 
Time  was  when,  in  the  pastoral  retreat, 
Th'  imguarded  door  was  safe ;  men  did  not  watch 
T'  invade  another's  right,  or  guard  their  own.    560 
Then  sleep  was  undisturb'd  by  fear,  unscar'd 
By  drunken  bowlings ;  and  the  chiUmg  tale 
Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  farewell  now  to  unsuspicious  nights. 
And  slumbers  imalarm'd  1    Now,  ere  you  sleep. 
See  that  your  p<)lish'd  arms  be  prim'd  with  care. 
And  drop  the  night-bolt  ;—rufiians  are  abroad ; 
And  the  first  lartm^  of  the  cock's  shrill  throat 
May  prove  a  trumpet,  sui^moning  your  ear        570 
To  horrid  sounds  of  hostile  feet  within. 
Ev'n  day-light  has  its  dangers ;  and  the  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unconscious 
once 
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Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds, 
Or  harmless  flocks,  is  hazardous  and  bold. 
Lamented  change !  to  which  full  many  a  cause 
Inveterate,  hopeless  of  a  cure,  conspires. 
The  course  of  human  things  from  good  to  ill. 
From  ill  to  worse,  is  fatal,  never  fails. 
Increase  of  pow'r  begets  increase  of  wealth;       680 
Wealth  luxury,  and  luxury  excess ; 
Excess,  the  scrofulous  and  itchy  plague 
That  seizes  first  the  opulent,  descends 
To  the  next  rank  contagious,  and  in  time 
Taints  downward  all  the  graduated  scale 
Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 
The  rich,  and  they  that  have  an  arm  to  check 
The  license  of  the  lowest  in  degree, 
Desert  their  office ;  and  themselves,  intent 
On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus  590 

To  all  the  violence  of  lawless  hands 
Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  might  protect. 
Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 
Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 
The  pliunp  convivial  parson  often  bears 
The  magisterial  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 
His  rev'rence  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 
On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 
Perhaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm ; 
When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  free. 
Himself  enslav'd  by  terror  of  the  band,  601 

Th*  audacious  convict,  whom  he  dares  not  bind. 
Perhaps,  though  by  profession  ghostly  pure. 
He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prove 
Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 
In  lucrative  concerns.    Examine  well 
His  milk- white  hand ;  the  palm  is  hardly  clean — 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Foh  I  'twas  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  touch'd 
CJorruption  I    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here  610 

Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 
Wild-fowl  or  ven'son ;  and  his  errand  speeds. 
But  faster  far,  and  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none  who  bears  a  spark 
Of  public  virtue  ever  wish'd  remov'd. 
Works  the  deplor'd  and  mischievous  effect. 
'Tis  universal  soldiership  has  stabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainless  rage 
Of  those  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  cause,       620 
Seem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
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And  incompatible  with  serious  thought. 

The  clown,  the  child  of  nature,  without  guile, 

Ble^  with  an  infantas  ignorance  of  all 

But  his  own  simple  pleasures ;  now  and  then 

A  wrestling-match,  a  foot-race,  or  a  fair ; 

Is  ballotted,  and  trembles  at  the  news  : 

Sheepish  he  doffs  his  hat,  and,  mumbling,  swears 

A  bible-oath  to  be  whatever  they  please. 

To  do  he  knows  not  what  I    The  task  performed, 

That  instant  he  becomes  the  serjeant^s  care,       631 

His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest. 

His  awkward  gait,  his  introverted  toes, 

Bent  knees,  round  shoulders,  and  dejected  looks. 

Procure  him  many  a  curse.    By  slow  degrees. 

Unapt  to  learn,  and  form'd  of  stubborn  stuff. 

He  yet  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself, 

Grows  conscious  of  a  change,  and  likes  it  well : 

He  stands  erect ;  his  slouch  becomes  a  walk ; 

He  steps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air,  640 

His  form  and  movement ;  is  as  smart  above 

As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him ;  wears 

His  hat,  or  his  i^uih^d  helmet,  with  a  grace ; 

And,  his  three  years  of  heroship  expired, 

Returns  indignant  to  the  slighted  plough. 

He  hates  the  field,  in  "vyihich  no  fife  or  drum 

Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 

And  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  1^. 

'Twere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  all — 

But  with  his  climisy  port  the  wretch  has  lost     650 

His  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too ! 

To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink ;  to  show  at  home 

By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  sabbath-breach, 

The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad ; 

T'  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends, 

To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart ; 

To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once ; 

Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now! 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flow'r 
Blown  in  its  native  bed :  'tis  there  alone  660 

His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom. 
Shine  out ;  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 
But  man,  associated  and  leagu'd  with  man 
By  regal  warrant,  or  self-join'd  by  bond 
For  int'rest-sake,  or  swarming  into  clans 
Beneath  one  head  for  purposes  of  war, 
like  flow'rs  selected  from  the  rest,  and  bound 
And  bundled  close  to  fill  some  crowded  vase, 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  marr'd, 
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Thee  too,  enamoured  of  the  life  I  lov'd, 

Pathetic  in  its  praise,  in  its  pursuit 

Determin'd,  and  possessing  it  at  last  720 

Witii  transports  such  as  favoured  lovers  feel, 

I  studied,  priz'd,  and  wish'd  that  I  had  known, 

Ingenious  Cowley  1  and,  though  now  reclaimed 

By  modem  lighl^  from  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd ; 

Though  stretch'd  at  ease  in  Chertsey's  silent  bow'rs, 

Not  unemployed;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse.  730 

'Tis  born  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  works 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 

Inf  us'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  throughout 

Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diversified,  that  two  were  never  foimd 

Twins  at  all  points — yet  this  obtains  in  all, 

That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  works, 

And  all  can  taste  them :  minds  that  have  been  f  cHiu'd 

And  tutor'd,  with  a  relish  more  exact,  741 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmov'd. 

It  is  a  flame  that  dies  not  even  there, 

Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  business,  crowds. 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city-life ; 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bosoms ;  quench  it,  or  abate. 

The  villas  with  which  London  stands  begirt, 

like  a  swarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  beads. 

Prove  it.    A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air,  750 

The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  how  they  cheer 

The  citizen,  and  brace  hiis  languid  frame  I 

Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town, 

A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms 

That  soothe  the  rich  ix)ssessor ;  much  consoFd, 

That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint. 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cultivates.    These  serve  him  with  a  hint 

That  nature  lives ;  that  sight-refreshing  green 

Is  still  the  liv'ry  she  delights  to  wear,  760 

Though  sickly  samples  of  th'  exuberant  whole. 

What  are  the  casements  lin'd  with  creeping  herbs, 

The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 

718  Thee]  There  1793-1800. 
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Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed, 

The  Frenchman's  darling '  ?  are  they  not  all  proofs 

That  man,  immur'd  in  cities,  still  retains 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 

Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 

By  supplemental  shifts,  the  best  he  may  ? 

The  moist  imfumish^d  with  the  means  of  life,     770 

And  they  that  never  pass  their  brick- wall  bounds 

To  range  the  fields  and  treat  their  lungs  with  air, 

Yet  feel  the  burning  instinct :  over  head 

Suspend  their  crazy  boxes,  planted  thick, 

And  watered  duly.    There  the  pitcher  stands 

A  fragment,  and  the  spoutless  tea-pot  there ; 

Sad  witnesses  how  close-pent  man  regrets 

Th^  country,  with  what  ardour  he  contrives 

A  peep  at  nature,  when  he  can  no  more. 

Hail,  therefore,  patroness  of  health,  and  ease,   780 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  joys 
And  harmless  plesusures,  in  the  thron^'d  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown !  hail,  rural  ufe ! 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pursuit 
Of  honours,  or  emolument,  or  fame ; 
I  shall  not  add  myself  to  such  a  chase. 
Thwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  be  great.    Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.    And  God  gives  to  ev'ry  man 
The  virtue,  temper,  understanding,  taste,  790 

That  lifts  him  into  life ;  and  lets  him  fall 
Just  in  the  niche  he  was  ordained  to  fill. 
To  the  deliverer  of  an  injm''d  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t'  enlarge  upon,  an  heart 
To  feel,  and  courage  to  redress  her  wrongs ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long  800 

Found  here  that  leisure  and  that  ease  I  wished. 

^  Mignonette  [C.]. 

771  pass'd  1800  (8vol        785  emolument  1785-1793, 1S03 : 

emoluments  1795-1800, 
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BOOK  V 

THE  WINTER  MORNING  WALK 

Argument  of  the  Fifth  Book.— A  frosty  morning— The  fod- 
dering of  cattle— The  woodman  and  his  dog— The  poultry- 
Whimsical  effectsof  frost  ata  waterfall— TheJ^press  of  Russia's 
TMklaoe  of  ice— A 
WarSj_whenoe— i 


Amusements  of  monarohs— War,  one  of  them — 
-And  wh^nbepi6kiat>6hy-Thft6Vlfe01  it-ABgHBh 
mill  i«i|iij'miiiii-iiii![  lymiim  iipi  t  iiP»&w 


ii-i!S29  I5l»ii)  !(A«^  fT3F3  iTH .  ---   .- 


timftnrtiL».inn  of    *hi»   npnpfrir- 

B.  and  why— The  perishaMe  na 


lureoRhe  [JeslKumaninstituticms— spiritual  liberty  not  perish- 
able—The slavish  state  of  man  bv  nature— Deliver  him.  Deist, 
if  you  can-Grace,  must  do  it-Thft  jyflngfitiiYe.menTfl  OT  nftfinnts 
am  UmftVWmmwl—Tlmll'dlfferent  treatment— Happy  freiafom 

of  iiod— Aadress  to  the  Ureatdr.  » 

'Tis  morning ;  and  the  siin,  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascending,  fires  th'  horizon :  while  the  clouds, 
That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  wind, 
More  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more, 
Resemble  most  some  city  in  a  blaze, 
Seen  through  the  leafless  wood.    His  slanting  ray 
Slides  ineflfectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 
And,  tinging  all  with  his  own  rosy  hue. 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ev'ry  spiry  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  shadow  o'er  the  field.  10 

Mine,  spindling  into  longitude  inmiense, 
In  spite  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.    With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  muscular  proportioned  limb 
Transform'd  to  a  lean  shank.    The  shapeless  pah*, 
As  they  designed  to  mock  me,  at  my  side 
Take  step  for  step ;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plastered  wall. 
Preposterous  sight  I  the  legs  without  the  man.     20 
The  verdure  of  the  plain  hes  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazzling  deluge ;  and  the  bents, 
And  coarser  grass,  upsi)earing  o'er  the  rest, 
Of  late  unsightly  and  imseen,  now  shine 
Conspicuous,  and,  in  bright  apparel  clad 
And  fledg'd  with  icy  feathers,  nod  superb. 
The  cattle  mourn  in  comers  where  the  fence 
Screens  them,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  imrecumbent  sadness.    There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  hungering  man,    30 
Fretful  if  unsupply'd;  but  silent,  meek, 
And  patient  of  the  slow-pac'd  swain's  delay. 
He  from  the  stack  carves  out  th'  accustom'd  load, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


202  THE  TASK  [bookv 

Beneath  the  frozen  clod ;  all  seeds  of  herbs 

lie  covered  dose ;  and  berry-bearing  thorns, 

That  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever  some  suppose) 

Afford  the  smaller  minstrels  no  supply. 

The  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year 

Thins  all  their  nmn^rous  flocks.  In  chinks  and  holes 

Ten  thousand  seek  an  immolested  end, 

As  instinct  prompts ;  self -buried  ere  they  die. 

The  veiy  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fields, 

Where  neitiier  grub,  nor  root,  nor  earth-nut,  now 

Repays  their  labour  more ;  and,  perched  aloft       91 

By  the  way-side,  or  stalking  in  the  iMith, 

Lean  pensioners  upon  the  larav'ler's  track, 

Pick  up  their  nauseous  dole,  though  sweet  to  l^em, 

Of  voided  pulse  or  half -digested  grain. 

The  streams  are  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 

Overwhelming  all  distinction.    On  the  flood. 

Indurated  and  fixt,  tiie  snowy  weight 

lies  imdissolv^d ;  while  silently  beneath. 

And  unperceiv'd,  the  current  steals  away,  100 

Not  so  where,  scornful  of  a  check,  it  leaps 

The  mill-dam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel. 

And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulph  below : 

No  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  its  utmost  force 

Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist 

That  in  its  fall  the  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

And  see  where  it  has  hung  th'  embroider'd  banks 

With  forms  so  various,  that  no  pow'rs  of  art, 

The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene  I 

Here  glitt'ring  tm^rets  rise,  upbearing  high         110 

(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  on  the  roof 

Large  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling  trees 

And  shrubs  of  fairy  land.    The  crystal  drops 

That  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  conge«d'd. 

Shoot  into  pillars  of  pellucid  length, 

And  prop  the  pile  they  but  adom'd  before. 

Here  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 

The  sun-beam ;  there,  emboss'd  and  fretted  wild, 

The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thou8a^d  shapes 

Capricious,  in  which  fancy  seeks  in  vain  -120 

The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

Thus  nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  art, 

And  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs ; 

By  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 

Performing  such  inimitable  feats 

As  she  wili  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

Less  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  admired, 

Because  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man. 
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At  hawing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  himian  wonders  mountain-high. 
Some  have  amus'd  the  dull,  sad  years  of  life       180 
(Life  spei;it  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad) 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fame ;  and  sought 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp. 
Short-lived  themselves,  t'  immortalize  their  bones. 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field, 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport. 
But  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise, 
Rings  would  not  play  at.    Nations  would  do*well 
T'  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds  190 

Are  gratified  with  mischief ;  and  who  spoil, 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  world. 

When  Babel  was  confoimded,  and  the  great 
Confederacy  of  projectors  wild  and  vain 
Was  split  into  diversity  of  tongues, 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flock, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drave  asunder,  and  assigned  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.    Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  its  distribution  fair  200 

And  equal,  and  he  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care:  they  ploughed,  and 

sow'd, 
And  reaped  their  plenty,  without  grudge  or  strife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 
Than  human  passions  please.    In  ev'ry  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fi'ry  war ; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaze. 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  blood : 
The  deluge  wash'd  it  out ;  but  left  unquench'd 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man.  210 

Soon,  by  a  righteous  judgment,  in  the  line 
Of  his  descending  progeny  was  f  oimd 
The  first  artificer  of  death ;  the  shrewd 
Contriver  who  first  sweated  at  the  forge, 
And  f orc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  steel 
To  SL  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times. 
The  sword  and  f aulchion  their  inventor  claim  ; 
And  the  first  smith  was  the  first  murd'rer's  son. 
His  art  surviv'd  the  waters ;  and  ere  long,  220 

188  would]  should  1785, 1786.        215  unblooded  1785,  1786. 
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He  gulps  the  windy  diet ;  and  ere  long, 
Adoptmg  their  mistake,  profoundly  thinks         270 
The  world  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 
Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle :  drudges  bom 
To  bear  his  burdens ;  drawing  in  his  gears, 
And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  caprice 
Becomes  the  soul  that  animates  them  all. 
He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  l^ousand  lives. 
Spent  in  the  piux^hase  of  renown  for  him. 
An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  the  same. 
Thus  kings  were  first  invented,  and  thus  kings 
Were  bumish'd  into  heroes,  and  became  280 

The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 
Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak'd  and  died. 
Strange,  that  such  folly  as  lifts  bloated  man 
To  eminence,  fit  only  for  a  god, 
Should  ever  drivel  out  of  hmnan  lips, 
Ev*n  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  world ! 
Still  stranger  much,  that,  when  at  length  mankind 
Had  reached  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youth, 
And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  they  were  yet       290 
Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 
And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  made ! 
But  above  measure  strange,  that  neiHier  proof 
Of  sad  experience,  nor  examples  set 
By  some  whose  patriot  vutue  has  prevailed. 
Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdom,  and  with  philosopluc  deeps 
Familiar,  serve  t'  emancii>ate  the  rest ! 
Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 
^  To  reverence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead       300 
A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use. 
That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  iUs, 
Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son. 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing ! 
But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 
Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man, 
Compounded  and  made  up  like  other  men 
Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  lust 
And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet 
As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  slaves  he  rules,  310 

Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 
Himself  the  only  freeman  of  his  land? 
Should,  when  he  pleases,  and  on  whom  he  will. 
Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 

297  deeds  1799,  1803. 
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Of  provocation  giv*n,  or  wrong  sustained, 

And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit,  by  means 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  from  the  clutch 

Of  poverty,  that  thus  he  may  iwrocure 

His  ttiousands,  weary  of  x>enurious  life, 

A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ?  820 

Say  ye,  who  (with  less  prudence  than  of  old 

Jotham  ascribed  to  his  assembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 

r  th'  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and,  reclin'd 

In  fancied  -pesLce  beneath  his  dang'rous  branch, 

Bejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  sway, 

Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude  ?   Whence  springs 

Your  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good 

To  stroke  the  prickly  grievance,  and  to  hang 

His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continual  praise  ?  330 

We,  too,  are  friends  to  loyalty.    We  love 

The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  boimds, 

And  reigns  content  within  them :  him  we  serve 

Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free : 

But  recollecting  still  that  he  is  man. 

We  trust  him  not  too  far.    King  though  he  be. 

And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak. 

And  vain  enough  to  be  ambitious  still ; 

May  exei*cise  amiss  his  proper  powers. 

Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant :    340 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.    He  is  our's, 

T'  administer,  to  guard,  t'  adorn  the  state, 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.    We  are  his 

To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 

True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 

Mark  now  the  diflTrence,  ye  that  boast  your  love 

Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  our's. 

We  love  the  man ;  the  paltry  pageant  you. 

We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonwealth ; 

You  tiie  regai^dless  author  of  its  woes.  350 

We,  for  the  sake  of  liberty,  a  king ; 

You  chains  and  bondage,  for  a  tymafs  sake. 

Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  its  root 

In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  free ; 

Your^s,  a  blind  instinct,  crouches  to  the  rod. 

And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  in  the  dust. 

Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems. 

Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man's  wish, 

I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  belov'd 

Causeless,  and  daub'd  with  undisceming  praise, 

Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throne,    361 

Not  to  the  man  who  fills  it  as  he  ought. 
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Whose  freedom  is  by  sufE'rance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
Exposed  to  manacles,  deserves  them  well. 
The  state  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  foil'd, 
And  forc'd  t'  abandon  what  she  bravely  sought, 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attempt, 
And  pity  for  her  loss.     But  that's  a  cause  370 

Not  often  imsuccessful :  pow'r  usurp'd 
Is  weakness  when  opposed ;  conscious  of  wrong, 
'Tis  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  flight. 
But  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  the  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 
The  scOm  of  danger,  and  united  hearts ; 
The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek  *. 

Then  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  more 
To  France  than  all  her  losses  and  defeats,  380 

Old  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land. 
Her  house  of  bondage,  worse  than  that  of  old 
Which  God  aveng'd  on  Pharaoh— the  Bastile  ! 
Ye  horrid  tow'rs,  th'  abode  of  broken  hearts ; 
Ye  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair. 
That  monarchs  have  supplied  from  age  to  age 
With  music  such  as  suits  their  sovereign  ears— 
The  sighs  and  groans  of  miserable  men ! 
There's  not  an  English  heart  that  would  not  leap 
To  hear  that  ye  were  falFn  at  last ;  to  know       390 
That  ev'n  our  enemies,  so  oft  employed 
In  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  free. 
For  he  who  values  liberty  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 
No  narrow  bounds ;  her  cause  engages  him 
Wherever  pleaded.    'Tis  tiie  cause  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  human  kind ; 
Immur'd  though  unaccused,  condemned  untried. 
Cruelly  spar'd,  and  hopeless  of  escape ! 
There,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen  400 

By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stump, 
And,  filletted  about  with  hoops  of  brass. 
Still  lives,  though  all  its  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change ; 

^  The  author  hopes  that  he  shall  not  be  censured  for  unneces- 
sary warmth  upon  so  interesting?  a  subject.  He  is  aware  that  it 
is  become  almost 'fashionable  to  stigmatise  such  sentiments  as  no 
better  than  empty  declamation ;  but  it  is  an  iU  symptom,  and 
peculiar  to  modem  times  [C.]. 
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And  ever,  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard, 

Still  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 

To  him  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace, 

Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  world  at  large 

Account  it  music ;  that  it  smnmons  some 

To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast  or  ball :  410 

The  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 

From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 

Its  long  delay,  feels  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 

Upon  his  heart-stiings,  trembling  with  delight — : 

To  fly  for  refuge  from  distracting  thought 

To  such  amusements  as  ingenious  woe 

Contrives,  hard-shifting,  and  without  her  tools — 

To  read  engraven  on  the  mouldy  walls. 

In  stagg'ring  types,  his  predecessor's  tale, 

A  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  his  own —  420 

To  turn  purveyor  to  an  overgorg'd 

And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamper'd  pest 

Is  made  familiar,  watches  his  approach, 

Comes  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  friend — 

To  wear  out  time  in  numbering  to  and  fro 

The  studs  that  thick  emboss  lus  iron  door ; 

Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant 

And  then  alternate ;  with  a  sickly  hope 

By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 

Some  relish ;  till  the  sum,  exactly  foimd  430 

In  all  dbections,  he  begins  again — 

Oh  comfortless  existence  I  hemm'd  around 

With  woes,  which  who  that  suffers  would  not  kneel 

And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 

That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fellow  man, 

Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights, 

Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  his  hold 

Upon  th'  endearments  of  domestic  life 

And  social,  nip  his  fruitfulness  and  use, 

And  doom  him  for  perhaps  an  heedless  word      440 

To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tears. 

Moves  indignation ;  makes  the  name  of  king 

(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  ca^  please) 

As.  dreadful  as  the  Manichean  god, 

Ador'd  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

'Tis  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flowY 
Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfume ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it.    All  constraint, 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
Is  evil ;  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes  450 

Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science ;  blinds 
The  eyesight  of  discovery ;  and  begets, 
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In  those  that  suffer  it,  a  sordid  mind 

Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  mifit 

To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 

Thee  therefore  still,  blame- worthy  as  thou  art, 

With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squeezed 

By  public  exigence  till  annual  food 

Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state, 

Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief  460 

Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free : 

My  native  nook  of  earth !  Thy  clime  is  rude, 

Beplete  with  vapours,  and  disposes  much 

All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mine : 

Thine  imadult'rate  manners  are  less  soft 

And  plausible  than  social  life  requires, 

And  thou  hast  need  of  discipline  and  art 

To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 

From  nature's  boimty — that  humane  address 

And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  is      470 

In  converse,  either  starved  by  cold  reserve. 

Or  flush'd  with  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  brawl : 

Yet,  being  free,  I  love  thee :  for  the  sake 

Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content. 

Disgraced  as  thou  hast  been,  poor  as  thou  art, 

To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 

But,  once  enslav'd,  farewell !   I  could  endure 

Chains  no  where  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home. 

Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all. 

Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain  480 

Of  British  natures,  wanting  its  excuse 

That  it  belongs  to  freemen,  would  disgust 

And  shock  me.    I  should  then,  with  double  pain, 

Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 

And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lost, 

For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bled, 

I  would  at  least  bewail  it  under  skies 

Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere ; 

In  scenes  which,  having  never  known  me  free, 

Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  loss  I  felt.        490 

Do  I  forebode  impossible  events. 

And  tremble  at  vain  dreams  ?  Heav'n  grant  I  may ! 

But  th'  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  pajst. 

And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 

Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere, 

And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.    He  that  takes 

Deep  in  his  soft  credulity  the  stamp 

Designed  by  loud  declaimers  on  the  part 

Of  liberty,  themselves  the  slaves  of  lust, 

Incurs  derision  for  his  easy  faith  500 
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And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  cause  enough :  \ 

For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found  i 

Where  private  was  not  ?   Can  he  love  the  whole 
Who  loves  no  part?   He  be  a  nation's  friend 
Who  is,  in  truth,  the  friend  of  no  man  there? 
Can  he  be  strenuous  in  his  country's  cause 
Who  slights  the  charities,  for  whose  dear  sake 
That  country,  if  at  all,  must  be  belov'd  ? 

'Tis  l&eref ore  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
For  England's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale  510 

And  sickly,  while  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain. 
Healthful  and  imdisturb'd  by  factious  fumes, 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen'ral  weal. 
Such  were  not  they  of  old,  whose  tempered  blades 
Dispersed  the  shackles  of  usurp'd  control, 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link :  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs ; 
And,  sinning  each  in  his  domestic  sphere,  520  ! 

Shone  brighter  still,  once  caU'd  to  public  view. 
'Tis  therefore  many,  whose  sequester'd  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  looking  on, 

An1icii>ate  perforce  some  dire  event ;  j 

And,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state,  j 

That  promis'd  once  more  firmness,  so  assail'd  i 

That  all  its  tempest-beaten  turrets  shake. 

Stand  motionless  expectants  of  its  fall.  I 

All  has  its  date  below ;  the  fatal  hour  ' 

Was  register'd  in  heav'n  ere  time  began.  630 

We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  works 
Die  too :  the  deep  f oimdations  that  we  lay,  j 

Time  ploughs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  witii  what  we  deem  eternal  rock ;  *  • 

A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood ; 
And  in  the  dust,  sifted  and  search'd  in  vain. 
The  undiscoverable  secret  sleeps.  ! 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  imsung  t 

By  poets,  and  by  senators  unprais'd,  [ 

Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow'rs  ! 

Of  earth  and  hell  conf  ed'rate  take  away :  641  [ 

A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud. 

Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  X)ower  to  bind ;  ; 

Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslav'd  no  more. 
'Tis  liberty  of  heart,  deriv'd  from  heav'n ;  3. 

Bought  with  HIS  blood  who  gave  it  to  mankind, 

m  they  not  1798^1800. 
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And  seaPd  with  the  same  token !    It  is  held 

By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanctioned  sure 

By  th'  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 

And  promise  of  a  God !    His  other  gifts  550 

AU  bear  the  royal  stamp  that  speaks  them  his, 

And  are  august ;  but  tlus  transcends  them  all. 

His  other  works,  the  visible  display 

Of  all-creating  energy  and  might, 

Are  grand,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  of  the  word 

That,  finding  an  interminable  space 

Unoccupied,  has  filFd  the  void  so  well, 

And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  dark  before. 

But  these  are  not  his  glory.    Man,  'tis  true, 

Smit  with  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  scene,  560 

Might  well  suppose  th'  artificer  divine 

Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 

Pronounc'd  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is, 

And,  still  designing  a  more  glorious  far, 

Doom'd  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise. 

These,  therefore,  are  occasional,  and  pass ; 

Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool, 

Whose  lyeing  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 

That  office  serv'd,  they  must  be  swept  away. 

Not  so  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  sMne  570 

In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  behold. 

And  fade  not.    There  is  paradise  that  fears 

No  forfeiture,  and  of  its  fruits  he  sends 

Large  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below. 

Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge 

And  confident  assurance  of  the  rest. 

Is  liberty ; — a  flight  into  his  arms 

Ere  yet  moi*tality's  fine  threads  give  way, 

A  clear  escape  from  tyrannizing  lust, 

And  full  immunity  from  penal  woe.  580 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man, 
Stripes  and  a  dungeon ;  and  his  body  serves 
The  triple  purpose.    In  that  sickly,  foiQ, 
Opprobrious  residence,  he  finds  them  all. 
Prepense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  jgilly  dotage  on  created  things. 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  powers 
To  a  vile  clod  so  draws  him,  with  such  force 
Resistless  from  the  centre  he  should  seek,  590 

That  he  at  last  forgets  it.    All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  sink, 
To  reach  a  depth  profoimder  still,  and  still 
Profounder,  in  the  fathomless  abyss 
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Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death. 
But,  ere  he  gain  tibe  comf ortlesB  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul, 
In  heav'n-renouncing  exile,  he  endures— 
What  does  he  not?  from  lusts  opx)08'd  in  vain, 
And  self -reproaching  conscience.    He  foresees  600 
The  fatal  issue  to  his  health,  fame,  peace. 
Fortune,  and  dignity ;  the  loss  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  frail  life. 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.     Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues  with  which  his  sins 
Infect  his  happiest  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  misery.    Future  death. 
And  death  still  future.    Not  an  hasty  stroke, 
like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  grave ; 
But  unrex)ealable  enduring  death !  610 

Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fears : 
What  none  can  prove  a  forg'ry,  may  be  true ; 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded,  must. 
That  scruple  checks  him.    Riot  is  not  loud, 
Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it.    In  the  midst 
Of  laughter  his  compimctions  are  sincere ; 
And  he  abhors  the  jest  by  which  he  shines. 
Remorse  begets  reform.    His  master-lust 
Falls  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethroned  and  vanquished.    Peace  ensues, 
But  spurious  and  short-liv'd ;  the  puny  child      621 
Of  self -Congratulating  pride,  begot 
On  fancied  innocence.    Again  he  falls. 
And  fights  .again ;  but  finds  his  best  essay 
A  presage  ominous,  portending  still 
Its  own  dishonour  by  a  worse  relapse. 
Till  Nature,  unavailing  Nature,  foiPd 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt. 
Scoffs  at  her  own  performance.*    Reason  now 
Takes  i)art  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  cause,  630 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  condemn'd ; 
With  shallow  shifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatter'd  in  the  service  of  debauch. 
Covering  his  shame  from  his  offended  sight. 
*'  Ha&  Gk)d  indeed  giv'n  appetites  to  man, 
And  stor'd  the  earth  so  plenteously  with  means 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  wish ; 
And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  damn, 
The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws  640 

m  said]  tai  1786,1786. 
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Bo  strict,  that  less  than  x>erf ect  must  despair  ? 

Falsehood  I  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  truth 

Dishonours  Gk>d,  and  makes  a  slave  of  man. 

Do  they  themselves,  who  undertake  for  hire 

The  teacher's  office,  and  dispense  at  large 

Their  weekly  dole  of  edifying  strains, 

Attend  to  their  own  music  ?  have  they  faith 

In  what  with  such  solenmity  of  tone 

And  gesture  they  propoimd  to  our  belief  ? 

Nay — conduct  hath  the  loudest  tongue.    The  voice 

Is  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest  651 

May  play  what  time  he  pleases.    In  the  deed, 

The  imequivocal  authentic  deed. 

We  find  soimd  argument,  We  read  the  heart." 

Such  reasonings  (if  that  name  must  need  belong 
T'  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compose  a  spirit  well  incUn'd 
To  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice. 
And  sin  without  disturbance.    Often  urg'd, 
(As  often  as,  libidinous  discourse  660 

Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import) 
They  gain  at  last  his  unreserved  assent ; 
Till,  hardened  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair. 
He  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.  Nothing  moves. 
Or  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tampering  has  but  f  oster'd  his  disease ; 
'Tis  desp'rate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death ! 
Haste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free.  67Q 

Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.    Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fiixiess,  morsd  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure, 
Consulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the  first  and  only  pair. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.    Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand. 
And  with  ix)etic  trappings  grace  thy  prose, 
Till  it  out-mantle  all  the  pride  of  verse.—  680 

Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high  sounding  brass, 
Smitten  in  vain  1  such  music  cannot  charm 
Th*  eclipse  that  intercepts  trutii's  heav'nly  beam, 
And  chUls  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  soul. 
The  STILL  SMALL  VOICE  is  Wanted.    He  must  speak, 
Whose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  its  effect ; 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  tiiey  come. 
655  needs  1785-1793. 
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Grace  makes  tihe  slave  a  freeman.    ^Tis  a  diange 
That  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast  690 

As  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 
They  had  indeed  ability  to  smooth 
The  shag  of  savage  nature,  and  were  each 
An  Orpheus,  and  omnipotent  in  song : 
But  transformation  of  apostate  man 
From  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  divine. 
Is  work  for  Him  that  made  him.    He  alone. 
And  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 
The  wonder ;  himianizing  what  is  brute  700 

In  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 
Of  asps  their  venom,  overpowering  strength 
By  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's  cause 
Bled  nobly ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
Receive  proud  recompense.    We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.    Th'  historic  muse, 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  sculpture,  in  her  turn. 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass         710 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  inmiortalize  her  trust : 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid. 
To  those  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  truth. 
Have  fallen  in  her  defence.    A  i)atriot's  blood. 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed. 
And  for  a  time  ensure,  to  his  lov'd  land. 
The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prize. 
And  win  it  with  more  -pam.    Their  blood  is  shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim —  720 

Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth, 
To  walk  witii  God,  to  be  divinely  free. 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  sMes ! 
Yet  few  remember  them.    They  liv'd  unknown 
Till  persecution  dragged  them  into  fame, 
And  chased  them  up  to  heaven.    Their  ashes  flew 
— No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  their  names 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 
And  history,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes, 
Is  cold  on  this.    She  execrates  indeed  730 

The  tyranny  that  doomed  them  to  tiie  fire. 
But  gives  the  glorious  suflfrers  little  praise*. 

He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free, 
Aud  all  are  slaves  beside.    There  ^s  not  a  chain 
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That  hellish  foes,  confed'rate  for  his  harm, 

Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off 

With  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  wyths. 

He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 

Of  nature,  and,  though  i)oor  perhaps  compared 

With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  his  sight, 

Calls  the  delightful  scen'ry  all  his  own.  741 

His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  vallies  his. 

And  the  resplendent  rivers.    His  t'  enjoy 

With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel, 

But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspired. 

Can  lift  to  heaven  an  unpresUmptuous  eye, 

And  smiling  say — My  Father  made  them  all ! 

Are  they  not  his  by  a  x>eculiar  right. 

And  by  an  emphaffls  of  int'rest  his. 

Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy,         75a 

Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted  mind 

With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 

That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  world 

So  cloth'd  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 

Yes — ye  may  fill  your  gamers,  ye  that  reap 

The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 

In  senseless  riot ;  but  ye  will  not  find, 

In  feast  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  dance, 

A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 

Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong,  760 

Appropriates  nature  as  his  father's  work, 

And  has  a  richer  use  of  your's  than  you. 

He  is  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth 

Of  no  mean  city;  plann'd  or  ere  thie  hills 

Were  built,  the  fountains  opened,  or  the  sea 

With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 

His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state ; 

And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life. 

So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'ry  day 

Brings  its  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less :  770 

For  he  has  wings  that  neither  sickness,  pain. 

Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 

No  nook  so  narrow  but  he  spreads  them  there 

With  ease,  and  is  at  large.    Th'  oppressor  holds 

His  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 

His  spirit  takes,  imconscious  of  a  chain ; 

And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt 

Whom  Qod  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  Gk)d,  if  thou  would'st  taste. 
His  works.    Admitted  once  to  his  embrace,        780 
Thou  shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before ;     . 
Thine  eye  shall  be  instructed ;  and  thine  heart, 
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Made  pure,  shall  relish,  with  divine  delight 

Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought. 

Brutes  graze  the  mountain-top,  with  faces  prone 

And  eyes  intent  upon  the  scanty  herb 

It  yidids  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  its  brow, 

Buminate  heedless  of  the  scene  outi^read 

Beneath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 

From  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main.  790 

Man  views  it,  and  admires ;  but  rests  content 

With  what  he  views.    The  landscape  has  his  praise, 

But  not  its  author.    Unconcerned  who  formed 

The  paradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such. 

And  such  well-pleas'd  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 

Not  so  the  mind  that  has  been  touched  from  heaven, 

And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taught 

To  read  his  wonders,  in  whose  thought  the  world, 

Fair  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 

Not  for  its  own  sake  merely,  but  for  his  800 

Much  more  who  fashioned  it,  he  gives  it  praise ; 

Praise  that,  from  earth  resulting,  as  it  ought. 

To  earth's  acknowledged  sovereign,  finds  at  once 

Its  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 

The  soul  that  sees  him,  or  receives  sublim'd 

New  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t'  employ 

More  worthily  the  pow'rs  she  own'd  before ; 

Discerns  in  all  things,  what,  with  stupid  gaze 

Of  ignorance,  till  then  she  overlooked — 

A  ray  of  heav'nly  light,  ^ding  all  forms  810 

Terrestrial  in  the  vast  and  the  minute ; 

The  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  Qod 

Who  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 

And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Much  conversant  with  heav'n,  she  often  holds 

With  those  fair  ministers  of  light  to  man, 

That  fill  the  skies  nightly  with  silent  pomp, 

Sweet  conference :  inquires  what  strains  were  they 

With  which  heav'n  rang,  when  ev'ry  star,  in  haste 

To  gratulate  the  new-created  earth,  820 

Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sons  of  Qod 

Shouted  for  joy.—*'  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts, 

That  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms. 

Beneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  cloud. 

If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 

Distinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man, 

And  systems  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 

Have  reach'd  this  nether  world,  ye  spy  a  race 

Favoured  as  our's ;  transgressors  from  the  womb, 

And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doom'd  to  rise,         830 
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And  to  possess  a  brighter  heav'n  than  your's  ? 

As  one  who  long  detam'd  on  foreign  shores 

Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  sees  afar 

His  country's  weather-bleach'd  and  battered  rocks, 

From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 

Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land ; 

So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold. 

And  many  an  aching  wish,  your  beamy  fires, 

That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss, 

Ordain'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home         840 

From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 

Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.    I  feel  desires 

That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success. 

And  that,  infus'd  from  heav'n,  must  thither  tend.". 

So  reads  he  nature  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.    Thy  lamp,  mysterious  word ! 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost, 
With  intellects  bemaz'd  in  endless  doubt. 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  built, 
With  means  that  were  not  till  by  thee  employed,  850 
Worlds  that  had  never  been  hadst  thou  in  strength 
Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow'r 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ears 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report. 
In  vaiii  thy  creatures  testify  of  thee 
Till  thou  proclaim  thyself.    Their's  is  indeed 
A  teaching  voice ;  but  'tis  the  praise  of  thine 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  learn, 
And  with  the  boon  ^ves  talents  for  its  use*        860 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  fables  false  as  hell ; 
Yet,  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  uninformed  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 
We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves  as  blind. 
The  glory  of  thy  work ;  whi A  yet  api)ears 
Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame. 
Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov'd 
Then  skilful  most  when  most  severely  judged. 
But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reign'st : 
Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow'r  871 

(If  power  she  be  that  works  but  to  confoimd) 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 
Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ourselves 
Gk)ds  such  as  guilt  makes  welcome ;  gods  that  sleep, 
Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  sit 
Amus'd  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


BK.V]  THE  WINTER  MORNING  WALK  219 

Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 
Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure ;  880 

Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  cause 
For  which  we  shunn'd  and  hated  thee  before. 
Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day. 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  heav'n 
ilres  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard  that  mortal  ears  hear  not 
Till  thou  hast  touch'd  them ;  *tis  the  voice  of  song — 
A  loud  hosanna  sent  from  all  thy  works ; 
Which  he  that  hears  it  wil^  a  shout  repeats, 
And  adds  his  rapture  to  the  gen'r^l  praise.  890 

In  that  blest  moment  Natm^,  throwing  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  willi  a  smile 
The  author  of  her  beauties,  who,  retired 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  power  denied. 
Thou  art  the  source  and  centre  of  all  minds, 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word ! 
From  thee  departing,  they  are  lost,  and  rove 
At  random,  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all  that  sooths  the  life  of  man,        900 
His  high  endeavour,  and  his  glad  success, 
His  strength  to  suffer,  and  his  will  to  serve. 
But  oh  thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good. 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  crown ! 
Give  what  thou  canst,  without  thee  we  are  poor ; 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 

BOOK  VI 
THE  WINTER  WALK  AT  NOON 

Argument  op  the  Sixth  Book.— Bells  at  a  distance— Tlieir 
effect — A  fine  noon  in  winter— A  sheltered  walk — Medita- 
tion better  than  hr>nVft— pjjr  fa.mih'aritv  with  thft  nnnrsft  nf 
nature  pakes^  ^1^  api;)ear  less  wonderful  than  it  ifi-The  trans- 
T<Srmation  that  spnngr  effects  m  a  shrubbery  described- A 
mistake  concerning  the  course  of  nature  corrected— God 
maintains  it  by  an  unremitted  a^t— TV^a  fiyp^if^^ynAnta  fa^Viinn. 
able  at  this  hoiir  ^{   th^   ^^v   rAnrnvpH^Ammiilfl   hurniTr    a 


lat  proof  illustrated  by  a 
il  and  unlawful  destruc- 
tion of  them— Their  good  and  useful  properties  insisted  on— 
Apology  for  the  ennpmiumR  bestowed  bv  t^e  author  iiynn 
animals— J  nstanneft  of  TtiatyR  PxtravairaTit  Tiraise  ^f  man— The 

yrw^or^g    ^f    f h^    ..t^ofi^n     choll     j^oiro     or.    AryT— A^IPXV    takcn    Of 

the  restoration  of  all  things— An  invocation  and  an  invitation 
of  him  who  shall  bring  it  to  pass  Tho  Potipod  bmu^  yindicated 
from  the  9l^^yge  of  uaelesgaiJ^s— Conclusion. 

JERE  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds ; 

And,  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd,  the  ear  is  pleas'd 

With  melting  airs,  or  martial,  brisk,  or  grave : 
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ftr^iYift  ohnvA  in  iiTiiann  with  wTm^  wp>  hftiir 


How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  heUs, 

Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 

In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 

Now  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still, 

Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on  I  10 

With  fiafiy  forrfi  iti  ftmnft  all  thfi  riftTlft     ^ 

Whftrft  MHUn'ry  «^*^p^-    Whftrftvftr  I  have  heard 

A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs. 

And  with  it  all  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 

8uch  comprehensive  views  the  spirit  takes, 

That  in  a  few  short  moments  I  retrace 

(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  hi^  coiu'se) 

The  windings  of  my  way  through  many  years. 

Short  as  in  retrospect  the  ioumev  se^mft^ 

It  seem  g  not  alwava  short !  the  rugged  nath.        20 

And  prospect  oft  so  dreary  and  forlorn, 

Mov'd  many  a  sigh  at  its  disheartening  length. 

Yet,  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  pajst 

Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all. 

How  readily  we  wish  time  spent*  revoked, 

That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 

(Through  inexperience,  as  we  now  perceive) 

We  miss'd  that  happiness  we  might  have  found ! 

Some  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  son's  best  friend ! 

A  father,  whose  authority  in  show  30 

When  most  severe,  arid  mustering  all  it&  force. 

Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love ; 

Whose  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might  low>. 

And  utter  now  and  then  an  awful  voice, 

But  had  a  blessing  in  its  darkest  frown, 

Threatening  at  once  and  nourishing  the  plant. 

We  lov'd,  but  not  enough,  the  gentiie  hand 

That  reared  us.    At  a  thoughtless  age,  allur'd 

By  ev'ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounced 

ffis  shelt'ring  side,  and  wilfully  forewent  40 

That  converse  which  we  now  in  vain  regret. 

How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 

The  boy's  neglected  sire !  a  mother  too. 

That  softer  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  still. 

Might  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  death. 

Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdu'd  and  tam'd 

The  playful  humour ;  he  could  nOw  endure, 

(Himself  grown  sober  in  _the  vale  of  tears) 

Ana  leei  frpa'yplTFrprftfiAy^P^'T]:^^  rAfttr^int 

But  not  to  iindftrfitftnd  a  trfiafflirpi'fl  worth  50 

TiUJimeJbLas  stoFn  away  the  slifi^hted  good. 
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Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel, 
_  Aftd  JMg^  th^  worm  tne  wudemess  it  is. 
^  Thd  16W  th^t  pray  at  au  pray  oft  amiss, 
And,  seeking  grace  t*  improve  the  prize  they  hold, 
Woiild.urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

The  night  was  winter  in  his  roughest  mood ; 
Ihe  morning  sharp  and  clear.    But  now  at  noon 
Upon  ihe  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills, 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  blast, 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage,  61 

And  has  the  warmth  of  May.    The  vault  is  hlue 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale ; 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  embattled  tow'r 
Whence  all  the  music.    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  strains, 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms,      70 
Whose  outspread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  moveable  through  all  its  length 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  sufficed, 
And,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fall 
The  fi^equent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought, 
The  redbreast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  than  half  suppressed: 
Pleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice,        81 
That  tinkle  in  the  withered  leaves  below. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments,  gere  the  heart 
May  give  an  useful  lesson  to  the  head, 
Aronroming  WlS^i*  j^^dW  Without  his  books. 
RnowUMlg^  Md  WUki6hi,  tar  trom  being  oner 
Have  otgfanies  no  connexion,     h  TiowiftflPPi  djgells 

.  I  minds  qtt^^T^lnvp  tfttilltiir  OWP>       > 

Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass, 
The  mere  materials  with  which  wisdom  builds. 
Till  smoothed  and  squar'd  and  fitted  to  its  place. 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  enrich. 
Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  leam'd  so  much; 
Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

57  his]  its  1800  KSvo), 
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Books  are  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells, 

By  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wits 

Holds  an  unthinking  multitude  enthralled.  100 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment,  hood-wink'd.    Some  the  style 

Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds  * 

Of  error  leads  them  by  a  tune  entranced. 

While  slo^  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear 

The  insupportable  fatigue  of  thought, 

And  swallowing,  therefore,  without  pause  or  choice. 

The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 

But  trees,  and  rivulets  whose  rapid  course 

Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer,         110 

And  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs. 

And  lanes  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time 

Peeps  through  the  moss  that  clothes  the  hawthorn 

root. 
Deceive  no  student.    Wisdom  there,  and  truth, 
Not  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 
By  slow  solicitation,  seize  at  once 
The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  themselves. 
What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform  * 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year, 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  ?  120 

Vami^iflr  with  th^  ftifftPf.  w^  alight  thft  Cftllfift. 

And,  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
The  regular  return  of  genial  montbs,~ 
And  renovation  of ^„f aged  wofI3, 
Sftft  noTigTTtow'n^^^fif  at.    Should  God  aiyain, 

^  j  ^l^?^  1r  ^ibeon,  interrupt  thejax^ 
Of  the  undeviatmg  flndpunciual  sun^ 

jir^w  wi^i^irt  tjift  ^(|]*|d  ^mireTl)ut  speaks  it  less 

An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 

His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise,       130 

Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course? 

All  we  behold  is  miracle :  but,  seen 

So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  vain. 

^here  now  the  vital  energy  that  mov'd, 

While  stunmer  was,  the  pure  and  subtile  lymph 

Through  th'  imperceptible  meandering  veins 

Of  leaf  and  flow'r  ?    It  sleeps ;  and  th'  icy  touch 

Of  unprolific  winter  has  impressed 

A  cold  stagnation  on  th'  intestine  tide. 

But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  months. 

And  all  shall  be  restored.    These  naked  shoots,  141 

Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 

Makes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes. 

Shall  put  their  graceful  foliage  on  again, 
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And,  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  spread, 
Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  thaii  they  have 

lost. 
Then,  each  in  its  peculiar  honours  clad, 
Shall  publish,  even  to  the  distant  eye. 
Its  family  and  tribe.    Laburnum,  rich 
In  streaming  gold ;  syringa,  iv'ry  pure ;  150 

The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red 
And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other  talCi^ 
And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  gloom 
Of  neighboring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew, 
Her  silver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf 
That  the  wind  severs  from  the  broken  wave ; 
The  lilac,  various  in  array,  now  white, ' 
Now  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  head  now  set 
With  purple  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if. 
Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unresolv'd  160 

Which  hue  she  most  approved,  she  chose  them  all ; 
Copious  of  flow'rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan. 
But  well  compensating  her  sickly  looks 
With  never-cloying  odours,  early  and  late ; 
Hypericum,  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 
Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  clothing  her  slender  rods, 
That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezerion,  too. 
Though  leafless,  well  attir'd,  and  thick  beset 
With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev'ry  spray ; 
Althaea  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom,  170 

Yellow  and  bright,  ds  bullion  unalloy'd. 
Her  blossoms ;  and,  luxuriant  above  all. 
The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweets. 
The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  unvamish'd  leaf 
Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more 
The  bright  profusion  of  her  scattered  stars. — 
These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  their  day ; 
And  all  this  imiform,  uncolour'd  scene, 
Shall  be  dismantled  of  its  fleecy  load. 
And  flush  into  variety  again.  180 

From  dftfli^t^  t-n  plft^lty,  and  from  dftath  f^  lifft. 

Is  T^flimrft'ft  pro^yrf^pya  w^on  nho  lorturm  mnn 
In  hf^nv'nljLirathi  evincing,  as  she  makes 
The  grand  transition,  that,  th^re  Hyes  and  works 
A  o^,,i  \^  on  ^^lufi^  ^Y^  f^pi^  f^iii  la  a^^ 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  nis. 

That  make  so  gay  the  solitary  place 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fairer  forms 

That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 


O' 
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He  sets  the  bright  procession  on  its  way,  190 

And  marshals  all  the  order  of  the  year ; 

He  marks  the  bounds  which  winter  may  not  xmuss, 

And  blunts  his  pointed  fury ;  in  its  case, 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ, 

Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 

And,  ere  one  fiow'ry  season  fades  and  dies, 

DeMsigns  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next, 

fi/^«iQ  Qoy  ^liQf,  ^n  the  origin  of  thjngR^ 
When  all^r^'^^'^"  «fArf/yi  intn  birth, 
The-infiSnelements  i-ecelv^d  a-iaw,  200 

•RVnm  whiAii  i:hAy  gwArvf^noft  pii^^   That  under  forco 
Of  that  controiding  ordinance  they  move. 
And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who  first 
Prescrib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  tiiey,  and  contrive  to  save  a  Gk)d 
Th'  incumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  spare 
The  great  Artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  imremitted  vigilance  and  care, 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task.  .         210 

So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seems, 
To  span  omnipotence,  and  measure  might 
Tnat  icnows  no  measure,  oy  tne  scantyrule 
And  standard  of  his  own,  tnat  is  to-cuiyr^ 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow's  sun  go  dovm ! 
Riit  h<;>^  ff^^n'^  ma^r  occupy  a  cnaSe 
Dull  aa  it  is.  and  sansfv  a  law 

go  Ywt  ffl  i^  ^^mainlH.  iinlftffl  impftlVfl 
To  fifjafiftlfw  ggryjce  1?y  a  cea^elfflg  force, 

Anri  iiti<1at*  prAflanrft  r>f  ftornft  nnTisnimiR  fiA.nflft>g      220 


fTO»r^iilllirHT?E5ff«[^^ 


RnatoiTiH,  s^na  i«  thft  lifi^  of  all  that  Uves. 

Wbnm  ruiliti  in  ftn^     He  feeds  the  secret  fire 

By  which  ^e  mighty  process  is  maintained, 

Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary ;  in  whose  sight 

Slow  circling  ages  are  as  transient  days ; 

Whose  work  is  without  labour ;  whose  designs 

No  flaw  deforms,  no  difficulty  thwarts ; 

And  whose  beneficence  no  charge  exhausts.       230 

Him  blind  antiquity  profan'd,  not  serv'd, 

With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  various  names. 

Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 

And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  earth 

With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods 

That  were  not ;  and  commen&ig,  as  they  would, 

To  each  some  province,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 
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But  all  are  under  one. 


Of  ni^  unnvftii  0  pencil,    iie  inspires 
Tneir  Dalmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues, 
And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  includes, 
In  grains  as  countless  as  the  sea-side  sands. 
The  forms  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  earth. 
^ppy  who  walks  with  him  1  whom  what  he  finds 
Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flow'r, 
Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand  1 

In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak  250 

To  the  green  blade  that  twinkles  in  the  sun. 
Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  present  Qod ! 
Has  presence,  who  made  all  so  fair,  perceived. 
Makes  all  still  fairer.    As  with  him  no  scene 
Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please. 
Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man  been  true. 
And  earth  be  punish'd  for  its  tenant's  sake, 
Yet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  this  smiling  sky, 
So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  night. 
And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  this  dear  stream 
Recovering  fast  its  Hquid  music,  prove.  261 

I'd 


170 


Who  pant  with  application  misapplied 

To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv'ry  balls 

Across  a  velvet  level,  feel  a  joy 

Akin  to  rapture  when  the  bawble  finds 

Its  destin'd  goal,  of  diflacult  access.— 

Nor  deems  he  wiser  him,  who  gives  his  noon 

To  miss,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  shop  to  shop 

Wand'ring,  and  litt'ring  with  unfolded  silks       280 

The  polish'd  counter,  and  approving  none, 

Or  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. — 

Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduc'd, 

230  wore]  bore  i7^5.  m  he]  been  1800  {8vo). 
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And  soothed  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 
The  diffrence  of  a  Guido  from  a  daub, 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction :  stationed  there 
As  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show, 
Witii  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand. 
And  tongue  accomplished  in  the  fulsome  cant 
And  pedantry  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease ;    290 
Oft  as  the  price-deciding  hammer  falls 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box; 
Swears  'tis  a  bargain,  rails  at  his  hard  fate 
That  he  has  let  it  pass — but  never  bids  I 

Here,  unmolested,  through  whatever  si^ 
rnie  sun  proceeds.!  wander.     T^eitliermist. 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me, 
Nor  stranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
Ev'n  in  the  spring  and  play-time  of  the  year, 
That  calls  th'  unwonted  villager  abroad  300 

With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train, 
To  gather  king-cup^  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  sallad  from  the  brook. 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  tim'rous  hare, 
Grown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stock-dove,  unalarm'd, 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  love-ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  sonxe  lonely  elm         310 
That  age  or  injury  has  hoUow'd  deep. 
Where,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves, 
He  has  outslept  the  winter,  ventures  forth 
To  frisk  awhile,  and  bask  in  the  warm  sun. 
The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play : 
He  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird, 
Ascends  the  neighboring  beach ;  there  whisks  his 

brush, 
And  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps  and  cries  aloud, 
With  all  the  prettiness  of  feigned  alarm. 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce.  320 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 


I M II it: 1 1« i^ I fiVi i:) n  W ":| 0) 


Tn  lAVft  anil  friATiiiflhip  hnfli,  f^hat  IS  not  pleased 
With  sight  of  Mumals  enjoying^e: 
Sorfeels  th^happingsfl  ftugmftntJuaimn. 
Theboimding  lawn,  that  darts  across  the  glade 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 

ai8  ones]  scolds  1786-1799. 
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And  spirits  btioyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 

The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet,  3S0 

That  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  full  speed, 

Then  stops  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  lus  heels, 

Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again ; 

The  very  Mne  that  gambol  at  high  noon, 

The  total  herd  receiving  first  from  one 

That  leads  the  dance  a  summons  to  be  gay, 

Though  wild  their  strange  v^aries,  and  uncouth 

Their  efforts,  yet  resolv'd  with  one  consent 

To  give  such  act  and  utterance  as  they  may 

To  ecstasy  too  big  to  be  suppressed—  340 

These,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss, 

With  which  kind  nature  graces  ev'ry  scene 

Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  design. 

Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 

All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleased, 

A  far  sui)erior  happiness  to  their's, 

■^MftfflMSffiWSe  Had  rS'n,  obed^Kto  his  call 
Who  form'd  him  from  the  dust,  lus  future  grave, 
When  he  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  since.  850 
God  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 
And  angel  choirs  attended.    Wondering  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  £am  pass'd, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  tiiieir  kind, 
The  clreatures  summoned  from  their  various  haunts 
To  see  their  sovereign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  pow'r, 
Or  boimded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
'TWas  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own— the  law  of  universal  love.  860 

He  rurd  with  meekness,  they  obey'd  with  joy ; 
No  cruel  purpose  lurk'd  within  his  heart, 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  their's. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  sport, 
Where  kindness  on  his  part  who  rul*d  the  whole 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all, 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  fear. 
But  sin  marr'd  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man, 
That  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet, 
Was  punish'd  with  revolt  of  his  from  him,         870 
Gkirden  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witnessed!  Ev'ry  heart, 
Each  animal  of  ev'ry  name,  ccmceiv'd 
A  jealousy  and  an  instinctive  fear, 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  either  fled 
Precipitate  the  loath'd  abode  of  man, 
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Or  growl'd  defiance  in  such  angry  sort, 

As  taught  him,  too,  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 

Thus  harmony  and  family  accord 

Were  driv'n  from  Paradise ;  and  in  that  hour     380 

The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  swelled 

To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growth, 

Were  sown  in  hiunan  nature's  fruitful  soil. 

Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain 

That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds, 

Regardless  of  their  plaints.    To  make  him  sport. 

To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath. 

Or  his  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 

And  just,  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 

Should  suffer  torture,  and  the  streams  be  dyed    390 

With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 

Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  of  a  war 

Wag'd  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he, 

Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 

Adds  tenfold  bitterness  to  death  by  pangs 

Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 

Now  happiest  they  that  occupy  the  scenes 

The  most  remote  from  his  abhorr'd  resort. 

Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  Gk)d  on  earth. 

They  fear'd,  and,  as  his  perfect  image,  lov'd.      400 

The  wilderness  is  their's,  with  all  its  caves, 

Its  hollow  glens,  its  thickets,  and  its  plains, 

Unvisited  by  man.    There  they  are  free. 

And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  imcontroFd; 

Nor  ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 

Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 

Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain  I 

The  lion  tells  him— I  am  monarch  here ! 

And,  if  he  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 

Of  royal  mercy,  and  tlu*ough  gen'rous  scorn      410 

To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot. 

In  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 

Or  by  necessity  constrained,  they  live 

Dependent  upon  man ;  those  in  his  fields,- 

These  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 

They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 

He  sells  protection.— -Witness  at  his  foot, 

The  spaniel  djring,  for  some  venial  fault, 

Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge—- 

Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yells     420 

Driv'n  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  aa  he  runs. 

To  madness ;  while  the  savage  at  his  heels 

40e.8pare]  spares  jrr^^. 
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Laughs  at  the  frantic  sufferer's  fury,  spent 

Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  overthrown. 

He,  too,  is  witness,  noUest  of  the  train 

That  wait  on  man,  the  flight-performing  horse : 

With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 

His  murd'rer  on  his  back,  and,  push'd  all  day. 

With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks  that  heave  for  lifo, 

To  the  far-distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies.  430 

So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much  I 

Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man, 

Denoimce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent? — None. 

He  lives,  and  o'er  his  brimming  bilker  boasts 

(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 

Th'  inglorious  feat,  and,  clamorous  in  praise 

Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suj^pose 

The  honours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own ! 

But  many  a  crime,  deemed  innocent  on  earth. 

Is  regi8t^*ed  in  heav'n ;  and  these,  no  doubt,      440 

Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annexed. 

Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart, 

But  God  will  never.    When  he  charged  the  Jew 

T^  assist  his  foe^s  down-fallen  beast  to  rise ; 

And  when  the  bush-exploring  boy,  that  seiz'd 

The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 

Prov'd  he  not  plainly  that  his  meaner  works 

Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  interest  all, 

All,  in  the  universal  Father's  love? 

On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind,  450 

The  charter  was  conferred,  by  which  we  hold 

The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 

O'er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 

But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  well : 

Th'  oppression  of  a  tyrannous  controul 

Can  find  no  warrant  there.    Feed  then,  and  yield 

Thanks  for  thy  food.    Carnivorous,  through  sin, 

Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  brute  1 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whose  attentive  ear  460 

The  unfiedg'd  raven  and  the  lion's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unassuag'd,  has  interpos'd. 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
Th'  injurious  trampler  upon  nature's  law. 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute.  * 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart ; 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  strike 
The  blameless  animal,  without  rebuke. 
On  which  he  rode.    Her  opportune  offence         470 
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Sav'd  him,  or  th*  unrelenting  seer  had  died. 

He  sees  that  human  equity  is  slack 

To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause ; 

And  makes  the  iaSk.  his  own.    Inspiring  dumb 

And  helpless  victims  with  a  sense  so  keen 

Of  inj'ry,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  strength, 

And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge. 

That  oft  the  beast  has  seem'd  to  judge  the  man. 

An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale. 

By  one  of  soimd  intelligence  rehearsed,  480 

(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  seem 

In  modem  eyes)  shall  make  the  doctrine  clear. — 

Where  England,  stretched  towards  the  setting  sun. 
Narrow  and  long,  overlooks  the  western  wave. 
Dwelt  young  Misagathus ;  a  soomer  he 
Of  Qod  and  goodness,  atheist  in  ostent. 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temx)er  savage-fierce. 
He  journeyed ;  and  his  chance  was  as  he  went 
To  join  a  traveller,  of  far  difTrent  note — 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years  490 

Deserving  honour,  but  for  wisdom  more. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  y'outh. 
Whose  face,  too,  was  familiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  land, 
O'er  the  green  summit  of  l£e  rocks,  whose  base 
Beats  back  the  roaring  sur^,  scarce  heard  so  high. 
The  charity  that  warm'd  his  heart  was  mov'd 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.    With  a  smile 
Gfentle,  and  affable,  and  full  of  grace,  500 

As  fearful  of  offending  whom  he  vnsh'd 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  truths 
Not  harshly  thundered  forth  or  rudely  pressed, 
But,  like  his  purpose,  gracious,  kind,  and  sweet. 
*^And  dost  thou  dream,"  th*  impenetrable  man 
Exclaimed,  *^that  me  the  lullabies  of  age. 
And  fantasies  of  dotards,  such  as  thou. 
Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment^s  fear  in  me  ? 
Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  that  the  brave 
Need  no  such  aids  as  superstition  lends  510 

To  steel  their  hearts  agahist  the  dread  of  death." 
He  spoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hand 
Push'd  lyith  a  madman's  fury.    Fancy  shrinks, 
And  the  blood  thrills  and  curdles,  at  the  thought 
Of  such  a  gulph  aa  he  designed  his  grave. 
But,  though  vie  felon  on  hiis  back  could  dare 
The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  his  steed 
Dedin'd  the  death,  and  wheeling  swiftly  round, 
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Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  pressed  the  cruml^ing  verge, 

Baffled  his  rider,  sav'd  against  his  will !  520 

The  frenzy  of  the  brain  may  be  redressed 

By  med'eine  well  applied,  but  without  grace 

The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  cure. 

Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have  reformed 

His  horrible  intent,  again  he  sought 

Destruction,  with  a  z^  to  be  destroyed. 

With  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  dyed  in  blood. 

But  still  in  vain.    The  Providence,  that  meant 

A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  beast. 

Spared  yet  again  th'  ignobler,  for  his  sake.  530 

And  now,  his  {Nrowess  proved,  and  his  sincere 

Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd, 

His  rage  grew  cool ;  and,  pleas'd  perhaps  t'  have 

eam'd 
So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt. 
With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resumed 
His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  amaze 
Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 
Fixt  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 
So  on  they  far'd.    Discourse  on  other  themes 
Ensuing,  seem'd  t'  obliterate  the  past ;  640 

And,  tamer  far  for  so  much  fury  shown, 
(As  is  the  course  of  rash  and  fiery  men) 
The  rude  companion  smil'd,  as  if  transformed. 
But  'twas  a  transient  calm.    A  storm  was  near. 
An  unsusx)ected  storm.    His  hour  was  come. 
The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine 
Was  now  to  learn  that  Heav'n,  tho'  slow  to  wrath. 
Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 
His  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood, 
Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage,  550 

Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  control'd, 
Rush'd  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reach'd  it,  stood. 
At  once  the  shock  unseated  him :  he  flew 
Sheer  o'er  the  craggy  barrier ;  and,  immers'd 
Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  when  he  sought  it  not, 
The  death  he  had  deserv'd— and  died  alone  1 
So  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 
The  victim  of  his  own  tremendous  choice. 
And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends  560 

(Tho'  grac'd  with  polish'd  manners  and  fine  sense, 
Yet  wanting  sensibility)  the  man 
Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 

527  dyed  1785, 1786, 1798\  1803  \  dy'd  1787, 1788  \  died 
1793, 1795, 1798^-1800. 
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An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail 

That  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  public  path ; 

But  he  that  has  humanity,  forewam'd, 

Will  tread  aside,  and  let  the  reptile  live. 

The  creeping  yermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 

And  cha^'d  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 

A  visitor  unwdcome,  into  scenes  570 

Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose— th'  alcove, 

The  chamber,  or  refectory— may  die : 

A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 

Not  so  when,  held  within  their  proper  bounds. 

And  guiltless  of  offence,  they  range  the  air, 

Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field : 

There  they  are  privileged ;  and  he  that  hunts 

Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong. 

Disturbs  th'  economy  of  nature's  realm. 

Who,  when  she  f  orm'd,  designed  them  an  abode.    580 

The  stun  is  this. — ^If  man^s  convenience,  health. 

Or  safety,  interfere,  his  rights  and  claims 

Are  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  their's. 

Else  they  are  all—the  meanest  things  that  are— 

As  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life. 

As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first, 

Who,  in  his  sovereign  wisdom,  made  them  all. 

Ye,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  sons 

To  love  it  too.    The  spring-time  of  our  years 

Is  soon  dishonoured  and  defil'd  in  most  590 

By  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  hand 

To  check  t£em.    But,  alas !  none  sooner  shoots, 

If  tmrestrain'd,  into  luxuriant  growth, 

Than  cruelty,  most  dev'lish  of  them  all. 

Mercy  to  him  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 

And  righteous  limitation  of  its  act. 

By  which  Heav'n  moves  in  pardoning  guilty  man ; 

And  he  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  years. 

And  conscious  of  the  outrage  he  commits. 

Shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn.  600 

Distinguished  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
By  our  capacity  of  grace  divine. 
From  creatures  that  exist  but  for  our  sake, 
Which,  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  are  held 
Accountable ;  and  God,  some  future  day. 
Will  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th'  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust. 
Superior  as  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  oq  human  help  than  we  on  their's. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv'n 
In  aid  of  our  defects.    In  some  are  found  611 
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Such  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts, 

That  man's  attainmentB  in  his  own  concerns, 

Matched  with  th'  expertness  of  the  brutes  in  their's, 

Are  oft-times  vanquished  and  thrown  far  behind. 

Some  show  that  nice  sagacity  of  smell, 

And  read  with  such  dis^mment,  in  the  port 

And  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim, 

That  oft  we  owe  our  safety  to  a  skill 

We  could  not  teach,  and  must  despair  to  learn.  620 

But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 

To  quadrupede  instructors,  many  a  good 

And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too. 

Rarely  exemplified  among  ourselves. 

Attachment  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  changed 

By  any  change  of  fortune ;  proof  alike 

Against  imkindness,  absence,  and  neglect ; 

Fflelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 

Can  move  or  waxp ;  and  gratitude  for  small 

And  trivial  favours,  lasting  as  the  life,  630 

And  glist'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praises  man.    Desert  in  arts  or  arms 
Wins  public  honour ;  and  ten  thousand  sit 
Patiently  iiresent  at  a  sacred  song, 
Conmiemoration-mad ;  content  to  hear 
(Oh  wonderful  effect  of  music's  pow'r !) 
Messiah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  sake  I 
But  less,  methmks,  than  sacrilege  might  serve-^ 
(For,  yrsB  it  less,  what  heathen  would  have  dar'd 
To  strip  Jove's  statue  of  his  oak^i  wreath,         640 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  might  serve,  when  all  that  we  design 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear. 
And  give  the  day  to  a  musician's  praise. 
Remember  Handel  ?   Who,  that  was  not  bom 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmcmy,  forgets. 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age? 
Yes — ^we  remember  him ;  and,  while  we  praise 
A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 
That  His  most  holy  book  from  whom  it  came     650 
Was  never  meant,  was  never  us'd  before. 
To  buckram  out  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 
But  hush  I — the  muse  perhaps  is  too  severe ; 
And,  with  a  gravity  beyond  the  size 
And  measure  of  th'  offence,  rebukes  a  deed 
Less  impious  than  absurd,  and  owing  more 
To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design. 
So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 
When  wand'ring  Charles,  who  meant  to  be  the  third, 

18 
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Had  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  fresh, 

The  simple  clerk,  but  loyal,  did  announce,  661 

And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  staves. 

Sung  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  King  G^rge ! 

— Man  praises  man ;  and  G^arrick's  mem'ry  next, 

When  time  hath  somewhat  mellow'd  it,  and  made 

The  idol  of  ovi  worship  while  he  liv'd 

The  god  of  our  idolatry  once  more, 

Shallhave  its  altar;  and  the  world  shall  go 

In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 

The  theatre,  too  small,  shall  suffocate  670 

Its  squeezed  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 

Shall  si^h  at  their  exclusion,  and  return 

Ungratified.    For  there  some  noble  lord 

Shall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  king  Bichard's  bunch, 

Or  wrap  himself  in  Hainlet's  inky  cloak, 

And  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp,  and  stare. 

To  show  the  world  how  Ckurick  did  not  act — 

For  Garrick^was  a  worshipper  himself ; 

He  drew  the  liturgy,  and  fnim'd  the  rites 

And  solemn  ceremonial  of  the  day,  680 

And  caU'd  the  world  to  worship  on  the  banks 

Of  Avon,  fam'd  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 

That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 

Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  extinct ! 

The  mulb'ry  tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths ; 

The  mulb'ry  tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ; 

The  mulb'ry  tree  was  hymned  with  dulcet  airs  ; 

And  from  his  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb'ry  tree 

Supplied  such  relics  as  devotion  holds 

StUl  sacred,  and  preserves  with  pious  care.         690 

So  'twas  an  hallow'd  time :  decorum  reign'd. 

And  mirth. without  offence.    No  few  returned, 

Doubtless,  much  edified,  and  all  refreshed. 

— Man  praises  man.    The  rabble,  all  alive. 

From  tippling-benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  styes. 

Swarm  in  the  streets.    The  statesman  of  the  day, 

A  pompous  and  slow-moving  pageant,  comes. 

Some  i^out  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car. 

To  gaze  in's  eyes,  and  bless  him.    Maidens  wave 

Their  'kerchiefis,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy :  700 

While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  imhorse 

The  gilded  equipage,  and,  turning  loose 

His  steeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 

Why?  what  has  charmed  them?  Hath  he  sav'd  the 

state!. 
No.    Doth  he  purpose  its  salvation  ?    No. 
{Inehanting  novel^,  that  moon  at  full, 
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That  finds  out  ev'ry  crevice  of  the  head 

That  is  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  in  their's 

Wrought  this  disturbance.    But  the  wane  is  near. 

And  his  own  cattle  must  suffice  him  soon.  •        710 

Thus  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  praise, 

And  dedicate  a  tribute^  in  its  use 

And  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  thing 

DoomU  to  the  dust,  or  lodg'd  already  there  ! 

Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet^s  work ; 

But,  poets  having  lavishly  long  since 

Exhausted  all  materials  of  the  art. 

The  task  now  falls  into  the  public  hand ; 

And  I,  contented  with  an  humble  theme^ 

Have  pour'd  my  stream  of  panegyric  down        720 

The  vale  of  nature,  where  it  creeps,  and  winds 

Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 

And  imambitious  course,  reflecting  dear, 

If  not  the  virtues,  yet  tiie  worth,  ^  brutes. 

And  I  am  recompensed,  and  deem  the  toils 

Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 

May  stand  between  an  animal  and  woe. 

And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

The  groans  of  nature  in  this  neth^  world. 
Which  Heav'n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung,  731 

Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets^  lamp. 
The  tune  of  rest,  the  promised  sabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  well-nigh 
Fulfilled  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  a  sinful  world ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  state  of  hiunan  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest : 
For  He,  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  clouds 
The  dust  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march,        741 
When  sin  hath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot, 
Shall  visit  earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend. 
Propitious,  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  love ; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  defaced 
For  man's  revolt  shall  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrpng'd  by  a  mere  mortal  toudi : 
Nor  can  the  ponders  it  records  be  smig 
To  meaner  mtisic,  and  not  suffer  loss.  75Q 

But,  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow'rs, 
Though  ixx>r  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
On  some  fair  theme,  some  theme  divinely  fair, 
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Such  is  the  unpulse  and  the  spur  he  feels 
To  give  it  praise  proportion'd  to  its  worth, 
That  not  t'  attempt  it,  arduous  as  he  deems 
The  labour,  were  a  task  more  arduous  still. 
Oh  scenes  surpassing  fable,  and  yet  true. 
Scenes  of  accomplished  bliss  I  which  who  can  see, 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel      761 
His  sord  refreshed  witii  foretaste  of  the  joy  ? 
Rivers  Of  gladness  water  all  the  earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty ;  the  reproa<2h 
Of  barrenness  is  past.    The  fruitful  field 
Laughs  with  abundance ;  and  the  land,  once  lean. 
Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  disgrace. 
Exults  to  see  its  thistly  curse  repealed. 
The  various  seasons  woven  into  one, 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring,  770 

The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence. 
For  tiiere  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 
The  lion,  and  the  Hbbard,  and  the  bear 
Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks;  all  bask  at  noon 
Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shade 
Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  common  stream. 
Antipathies  are  none.    No  foe  to  man 
Lurks  in  the  serpent  now :  the  mother  sees. 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  infant's  playful  hand 
Stretch'd  forth  to  dally  with  the  crested  worm,  780 
To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 
The  lambent  homage  of  his  arrowy  tongue. 
All  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  mankind 
One  Lord,  <Hie  Father.    Error  has  no  place : 
That  creeping- i)estilence  is  driven  away ; 
The  breath  of  heav'n  has  chas'd  it.    In  the  heart 
No  passion  touches  a  discordant  string. 
But  all  is  harmony  and  love.    Disease 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  unoontam'nate  blood 
Holds  its  due  course,  nor  fears  the  frost  of  age.  790 
One  song  employs  all  nations  ;  and  all  cry, 
**  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  us  I" 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  a|id  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  eadi  other,  and  the  mountain  tops 
I^m  distant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy ; 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  hosanna  round. 
Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  filled ; 
See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  Gtodl 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  dty  shines ;  800 

All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  earth 
Flock  to  ttiat  light;  the  glory  of  all  lands 
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Flows  into  her ;  unbounded  ig  her  joy, 
And  endless  her  increase.    Thy  rams  are  there, 
Nehaioth^  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there ; 
The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind, 
And  Saba's  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there. 
Praise  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls, 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacioujs  courts, 
Is  heard  salvation.    Eastern  Java  there  810 

Eiieels  with  the  native  of  the  farthest  west ; 
And  .^hiiiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand, 
And  worships.    Her  report  has  travelled  forth 
Into  all  lands*    From  ev'ry  clime  they  come 
To  see  thy  beauty  and  to  share  thy  joy, 
O  Sion !  an  assembly  such  as  earth 
Saw  never,  such  as  heav'n  stoops  down  to  see. 
Thus  heav'n-ward  all  things  tend.    For  all  were 
once 
Perfect,  and  all  must  be  at  length  restored. 
So  Qod  has  greatly  purposed ;  who  would  else    820 
In  his  dishonoured  works  himself  endure 
Dishonour,  and  be  wrong'd  without  redress. 
Haste,  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  world. 
Ye  slow-revolving  seasons !  we  would  see 
(A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  yet) 
A  world  that  does  not  dread  and  hate  his  laws, 
And  suffer  for  its  crime ;  would  learn  how  fair 
The  creature  is  that  God  pronounces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him. 
Here  ev*ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting,  830 

Worms  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flow'rs ; 
And  ev'n  the  joy  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  heav'n,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  best  impure. 
Oh  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish !  over  which 
Custom  and  prejudice  shall  bear  no  sway. 
That  govern  all  things  here,  shouldering  aside 
The  meek  and  modest  truth,  and  forcing  her      840 
To  seek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  strife 
In  nooks  obscmre,  far  from  the  ways  of  men : — 
Where  vi(dence  shall  never  lift  the  sword. 
Nor  cunning  justify  the  proud  man's  wrong. 
Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears  :— 

^  Nebaioth  and  Kedar,  the  sons  of  Ishmael,  and  progenitors  of 
the  Arabti^  in  the  prophetic  scripture  here  alluded  to,  may  be  reason- 
ably considered  as  representatives  of  the  Gentiles  at  large  [C.]. 
830  Here]  How  i^W  (5vo). 
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Where  he  that  fills  an  office  shall  esteem 
Th'  occasion  it  presents  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquisite ; — ^where  law  shall  speak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  wisdom  prompts 
And  equity ;  not  jealous  more  to  guard  850 

A  worthless  form,  than  to  decide  aright : — 
Where  fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abuse, 
Nor  smooth  good-breeding  (supplemental  grace) 
With  lean  performance  ape  the  work  of  love ! 
Come  theiu,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns. 
Receive  yet  one,  tiie  crown  of  all  the.  earth, 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy  I   It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  nature's  birth ; 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purchase  since, 
And  overpaid  its  value  with  thy  blood.  860 

Thy  saints  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
Dipt  in  the  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  saints  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long-desir'd, 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hills, 
And  flee  for  safety  to  the  f aUing  rocks. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir'd 
Of  its  own  taunting  question,  ask'd  so  long,        870 
**  Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approach  ?" 
The  infidel  has  shot  his  bolts  away, 
Till,  his  exhausted  quiver  3delding  none. 
He  gleans  the  blunted  shafts  that  have  recoil'd. 
And  aims  them  at  the  shield  of  truth  again. 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent  too  by  priestly  hands, 
That  hides  divinity  from  mortal  eyes ; 
And  all  the  mysteries  to  faith  prox)os'd, 
Insulted  and  traduc'd,  are  cast  aside. 
As  useless,  to  tiie  moles  and  to  the  bats.  880 

They  now  are  deem'd  the  faithful,  and  are  prais'd, 
Who,  constant  only  in  rejecting  thee. 
Deny  thy  Gk)dhead  with  a  martjrr's  zeal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  error's  sake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darimess  I  yet  ev'n  these 
Worthy,  compar'd  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ! 
So  fares  thy  church.   But  how  thy  church  may  fare 
The  world  takes  little  thought.  Who  will  may  preach, 
And  what  they  will.    All  pastors  are  alike         890 
To  wand'ring  sheep,  resolv'd  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  them  all — Pleasure  and  Gain : 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  to  these, 
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And  in  their  service  wage  perjiietual  war  ' 
With  conscience  and  with  thee.   Lust  in  their  hearts. 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  earth 
To  prey  upon  each  other ;  stubborn,  fierce, 
High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgrace. 
Thy  prophets  speak  of  such ;  and,  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  last  d^en'rate  times,  900 

Exhibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  re6t. 
Due  to  thy  last  and  most  effectual  work. 
Thy  word  fulfilled,  the  conquest  of  a  world ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  ev'n  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doomed  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state, 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  choose, 
Would  make  his  fate  his  choice ;  whom  x)eace,  the 
fruit  910 

Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faith, 
Prepare  for  happiness ;  bespeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 
Below  the  sMes,  but  having  there  his  hcmie. 
The  world  overlooks  him  in  her  busy  search 
Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view ; 
And,  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she. 
Though  more  sublimely,  he  overlooks  l^e  world. 
She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  them  not ; 
He  seeks  not  her's,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain.  920 
He  cannot  skim  the  ground  like  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  flies ;  and  such  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoliunents,  her  joys. 
Therefore  in  contemplation  is  his  bliss. 
Whose  pow'r  is  such,  that  whom  she  lifts  from  earth 
She  makes  familiar  with  a  heav'n  imseen. 
And  i^ows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 
Not  slothful  he,  though  seeming  unemployed. 
And  censur'd  oft  as  useless.    Stillest  streams 
Oft  water  fairest  meadows,  and  the  bird  930 

That  flutters  least  is  longest  on  the  wing. 
Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  raised, 
V  Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  fame 
He  purposes,  and  he  shall  answer — None. 
His  warfare  is  within.    There  unfatigu'd 
His  f erv^it  spirit  labours.    There  he  fights. 
And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  o'er  himself. 
And  never  withering  wreaths,  compar'd  with  which 
The  laurels  that  a  CsBsar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  the  self -approving  haughty  world,        940 
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That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  her  whistling  silks    . 

Soaroe  deigns  to  notice  him,  or,  if  she  see, 

Deems  him  a  C3rpher  in  the  works  of  Qod, 

Receives  advantage  fr(»n  his  noiseless  hours, 

Of  which  she  little  dreams.    Perhaps  she  owes 

Her  sunshine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 

And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pray'r  he  makes, 

Wlien,  Isaac  like,  the  solitary  saint 

Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  even  iide. 

And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  not  for  herself.    950 

Forgive  him,  then,  thou  bustler  in  concerns 

Of  Uttle  worth,  an  idler  in  the  best, 

n,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good. 

He  seek  his  proper  happiness  by  means 

Tliat  may  advance,  but  cannot  hinder,  thine. 

Nor,  though  he  treiad  the  secret  path  of  life, 

Engage  no  nolice,  and  enjoy  much  ease, 

Account  him  an  incumbrance  on  the  state. 

Receiving  benefits,  and  rendering  none. 

His  sphere  though  humble,  if  that  humble  sphere 

Shine  with  his  fair  example,  and  though  small  961 

EKs  influence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 

In  soothing  sorrow  and  in  quenching  strife, 

In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works 

From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive 

Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  woe. 

Then  let  the  supercilious  great  confess 

He  s^*ves  his  country,  recompenses  well 

The  state,  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  vine 

He  sits  secure,  and  in  the  scale  of  life  970 

Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 

The  man,  whose  virtues  are  more  felt  than  seen, 

Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praise  ^ 

But  he  may  boast  what  few  that  win  it  can — 

That  if  his  country  stand  not  by  his  skill. 

At  least  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  fall. 

Polite  refinement  offers  him  in  vain 

Her  golden  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  world 

Draws  gross  impurity,  and  likes  it  well. 

The  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  th^  offence.        980 

Not  that  he  x)eevishly  rejects  a  mode 

Because  that  world  adopts  it.    If  it  bear 

The  stamp  and  clear  impression  of  good  sense, 

And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  wortii, 

He  puts  it  on,  and,  for  decorum  sake. 

Can  wear  it  e'en  as  gracefully  as  she. 

952  an]  and  1785-1788, 
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She  judges  of  refinement  by  the  eye, 

He  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 

Not  soon  deceiv'd ;  aware  that  what  is  base 

No  polish  can  make  sterling ;  and  that  vice.       990 

Though  well  perfumed  and  elegantly  dressed, 

lake  an  unburied  carcase  trick'd  with  flowers. 

Is  but  a  garnished  nuisance,  fitter  far 

For  cleanly  riddance  than  for  fair  attire. 

So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away, 

More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  gold 

Renown'd  in  ancient  song ;  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  stain'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  its  end.  . 

So  glide  my  life  away  I  and  so  at  last,  1000 

My  share  of  duties  decently  fulfilled. 

May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 

Its  destined  office,  yet  with  gentle  stroke. 

Dismiss  me,  weary,  to  a  safe  retreat. 

Beneath  the  turf  that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  shall  not  grieve  me,  then,  that  once,  when  calFd 

To  dress  a  Sofa  with  the  flow'rs  of  verse, 

I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair,  1008 

With  that  light  task ;  but  soon,  to  please  her  more, 

Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  please. 

Let  fall  th'  unfinished  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  fruit ; 

Rov'd  far,  and  gathered  much :  some  harsh, 'tis  true, 

Kck'd  from  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof. 

But  wholesome,  well-digested ;  grateful  some 

To  palates  that  can  taste  immortal  truth ; 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despised. 

But  all  is  in  his  hand  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hears. 

If  he  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 

'Tis  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime  1020 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrePs  lyre, 

To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart ; 

Whose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  strain, 

Whose  approbation — prosper  even  mine. 
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It  is  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 

Strength  join'd  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace, 

That  man,  the  master  of  this  globe,  derives 

EKs  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 

That  form,  indeed,  th'  associate  of  a  znind 

Vast  in  its  pow'rs,  ethereal  in  its  kindi. 

That  form,  the  labour  of  ahnighty  skill, 

Fram'd  for  the  service  of  a  foee-bom  will, 

Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control. 

But  borrows  all  its  grandeur  from  the  soul.         10 

Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the  throne, 

An  intellectual  kingdom  all  her  own. 

For  her  the  memory  fills  her  ample  page 

With  truths  pour'd  down  from  ev'ry  distant  age ; 

For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store. 

The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more : 

Though  laden,  not  incumber'd  with  her  spoil ; 

Laborious,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil ; 

When  copiously  supplied,  then  most  enlarged ; 

Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surcharg'd.  20 

For  her  the  fancy,  roving  unconfin'd. 

The  present  muse  of  ev'ry  pensive  mind, 

11  Here]  Here  1195-1800, 
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Works  magic  wcmd^rs,  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  nature's  scenes  than  nature  ever  knew. 
At  her  command  winds  rise  and  waters  roar, 
Again  she  Ia3n3  them  slumbering  on  the  shore ; 
With  flow'r  and  fruit  the  wilderness  supplies, 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 
For  her  the  judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife 
That  giace  and  nature  have  to  wage  through  life, 
Quick-sighted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill,  31 

Appointed  sage  preceptor  to  the  will, 
Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  faithful  voice 
Guides  the  decision  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birtti 
To  yon  fair  sun  and  his  attendant  earth  ? 
And,  when  descending  he  resigns  the  skies. 
Why  takes  the  gentler  moon  her  turn  to  rise. 
Whom  ocean  feels  through  all  his  coimtless  waves, 
And  owns  her  pow'r  on  ev'ry  shore  he  laves  ?       40 
Why  do  the  seasons^  still  enrich  the  year, 
Fruitful  and  young,  as  in  their  first  career? 
Spring  haags  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  western  breeze ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge  receives 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leaves, 
Till  autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues.— 
'Twere  wild  profusion  all,  and  bootless  waste, 
Pow'r  ihisemployM,  munificence  misplac'd,  50 

Had  not  its  author  dignified  the  plan. 
And  crown'd  it  with  ttie  majesty  of  man. 
Thus  form'd,  thus  plac'd,  intelligent,  and  taught. 
Look  where  he  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wrought. 
The  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause, 
To  press  th.'  important  question  on  his  heart, 
**  Why  form'd  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  art  ? " 
If  man  be  what  he  seems — this  hour  a  slave, 
The  next  mere  dust  and  ashes  in  the  grave ;         60 
Endu'd  with  reason  only  to  descry 
His  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
With  passions,  just  that  he  may  prove,  with  pain, 
The  force  he  spends  against  their  fury  vain ; 
And  if,  soon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns. 
With  ev'ry  lust  with  wMch  frail  nature  bums. 
His  being  end  where  death  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond — 
Then  he,  of  all  that  nature  has  brought  forth, 
Stands  self -impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth. 
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And,  useless  while  he  lives,  and  when  he  dies,      71 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Truths  that  the  leam'd  pursue  with  eager  thought 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear  bought, 
Proving  at  last,  though  told  in  pompous  strains, 
A  childish  waste  of  philosophic  pains ; 
But  truHis  on  which  depends  our  main  concern. 
That  'tis  our  shame  and  mis'ry  not  to  learn, 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev'ry  patti  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  read.  80 

'Tis  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  sun-set  of  their  latest  day. 
Then  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore 
like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more. 
Were  all  that  Heav'n  required  of  human  kind. 
And  all  the  plan  Hieir  destiny  designed, 
What  none  could  rev'rence  all  might  justly  blame. 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  his  Maker's  shame. 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd, 
At  once  the  dreaming  mind  is  disabus'd.  90 

If  all  we  find  possessing  earth,  sea,  air. 
Reflect  his  atMbutes  who  plac'd  them  there. 
Fulfil  the  purpo«ie,  and  appear  design'd 
Proofs  of  the  wisdom  of  th'  all-seeing  mind ; 
'Tis  plain  the  creature,  whom  he  chose  t'  invest 
With  kingship  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest, 
Receiv'd  his  nobler  nature,  and  w|U3  made 
Pit  for  the  pow'r  in  which  he  stands  array'd. 
That  first  or  last,  hereafter  if  not  here, 
He  too  might  make  his  author's  wisdom  clear,    100 
Praise  him  on  earth,  or,  obstinately  dumb. 
Suffer  his  justice  in  a  world  to  come. 
This  once  believ'd,  'twere  logic  misappHed 
To  prove  a  consequence  by  none  denied, 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heav'nly  trutifi, 
That,  taught  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise. 
Nor,  ignorantly  wand'ring,  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost :  110 

Pr^rv'd  from  guilt  by  salutary  fears. 
Or,  guilty,  soon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  years  proceed, 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  we  read, 
Our  xMirents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care 
To  feed  our  infant  minds  with  proper  fare ; 
And  wisely  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  wholesome  learning,  yet  acquir'd  with  ease. 
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Neatly  secured  from  being  soil'd  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  thin  translucent  horn,  120 

A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
'Tis  call'd  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
Presents  the  pray'r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  teach, 
Which  childrenuse,  andparstxis — ^when  they  preach. 
Lisping  our  syllables,  we  scramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  world  began, 
Who  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  ransom'd  man : 
Points  which,  unless  the  scripture  made  them  plain, 
The  wisest  heads  might  agitate  in  vain.  130 

Oh  thou,  whom,  borne  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Back  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 
I  plefus'd  remember,  and,  while  mem'ry  yet 
Holds  fast  her  c^ce  here,  can  ne'er  forget ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevail ; 
Whose  hum'rous  vein,  strong  sense,  and  simple  style. 
May  teach  the  gayest,  make  the  gravest  smile ; 
Witty,  and  well  employ'd,  and,  like  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  slighted  word ;  140 

I  name  &ee  not,  lest  so  despis'd  a  name 
Should  paove  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fame ; 
Yet  e'en  in  transitory  life's  late  day, 
That  mingles  all  my  brown  with  sober  gray, 
Kevere  the  man,  whose  pilgrim  marks  &e  road. 
And  guides  the  progress  of  l^e  soul  to  God. 
'Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Their  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 
The  man,  approving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy, 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ;      150 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  art  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  his  imguarded  soul. 
The  stamp  of  artless  piety,  impress'd 
By  kind  tuiticm  on  his  yielding  breast. 
The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw, 
Boards  with  scorn,  though  once  received  with  awe ; 
And,  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of.  lies. 
That  babblers,  call'd  philosophers,  devise. 
Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man.  160 

Touch  but  his  nature  in  its  ailmg  x)art, 
Assert  the  native  evil  of  his  heart. 
His  i)ride  resents  the  charge,  although  the  proof* 
Rise  in  his  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 

»  See  2  Chron.  ch.  xxvi.  ver.  19  [0.). 
Wi  ATtl  heart  2798\  X800. 
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Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  cross 
As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss, 
The  young  apostate  sickens  at  the  view, 
And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  nature  proves, 
Oppos'd  against  the  pleasures  nature  loves  I        170 
While,  self-betray'd,  and  wilfully  undone. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo'd  than  won. 
Try  now  the  merits  of  this  blest  exchange 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  eccentric  range. 
Time  was  he  cloe'd,  as  he  began,  the  day, 
Wi^  decent  duty,  not  asham'd  to  pray  r 
The  practice  was  a  bond  ui)on  his  he^, 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 
Nor  could  he  dare  presumptuously  displease 
A  i)ow'r,  confess'd  so  lately  on  his  knees.  180 

But  now  farewell  all  legendary  tales — 
The  shadows  fly,  philosophy  prevails  I 
Pray'r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  waves ; 
Religion  makes  the  free  by  nature  slaves  I 
Priests  have  invented,  and  the  world  admir'd 
What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  inspir'd ; 
Till  reason,  now  no  longer  overaw'd. 
Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  fraud ; 
And,  common-sense  difhising  real  day, 
The  meteor  of  the  gospel  dies  away  I  190 

Such  rhapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  youth 
Learn  from  expert  inquirers  after  trutii ; 
Whose  only  care,  might  truth  presume  to  speak, 
Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  seek. 
And  thus,  well-tutor'd  oiiy  while  we  share 
A  mother's  lectures  and  a  nurse's  care ; 
And  taught  at  schools  much  mythologic  stuff', 
But  sound  religion  sparingly  enough ; 
Our  early  notices  of  toith,  disgrac'd. 
Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  all  effac'd.  20Q 

Would  you  your  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dunce. 
Lascivious,  headstrong ;  or  all  these  at  once ; 
That,  in  good  time,  the  stripling's  finish'd  taste 
For  loose  expense  and  fashionable  waste 
Should  prove  your  ruin  and  his  own  at  last ; 


^  The  author  begs  leave  to  explain. — Sensible  that,  without 
such  knowleck^e,  neither  the  ancient  poets  nor  historians  can  be 
tasted,  or  inaeed  understood,  he  does  not  mean  to  censure  the 
pains  that  are  taken  to  instruct  a  school-boy  in  the  religion^  of 
the  heathen,  but  merely  that  neglect  of  Christian  "culture  which 
leaves  him  shamefully  ignorant  of  his  own  [G.]. 

.  192  inquiries  i^(^(^t;aV. 
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The  slaves  of  custom  and  established  mode, 
With  pack-horse  constancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crooked  or  straight,  through  quags   or  thorny 

dells. 
True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 
To  foHow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think : 
And  such  an  age  as  our's  balks  no  expense, 
Except  of  caution  and  of  common-sense ; 
Else,  sure,  notorious  fact  and  proof  so  plain 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train.  260 

I  blame  not  those  who  with  what  care  they  can 
O'erwatch  the  numerous  and  unruly  dan ; 
Or,  if  I  blame,  'tis  only  that  they  dare 
Promise  a  work  of  which  they  must  despair. 
Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole, 
An  ubiquarian  presence  and  control — 
Elisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gehazi  stray'd, 
Went  with  him, and  saw  all  the  game  he  play'd? 
Yes — ye  are  conscious ;  and  on  aJl  the  shelves 
Your  pupils  strike  ui)on,  have  struck  yourselves. 
Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then,  271 

Boys  as  ye  were,  the  gravity  of  men ; 
Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofs  addressed 
To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  ttie  rest. 
But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure. 
And  evils  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure. 
Lest  pow'r  exerted,  but  Mdthout  success, 
Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  still  less. 
Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  bringing  forth 
Undoubted  scholarship  and  genuine  worth ;        280 
And  in  the  firmament  of  fame  still  shines 
A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  signs, 
Of  poets  rais'd  by  you,  and  statesmen,  and  divines. 
Peace  to  them  aU  I  those  brilliant  time^  are  fled, 
And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stead. 
Our  striplings  shine,  indeed,  but  vrith  such  rays 
As  set  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaze ; 
And  seem,  if  judg'd  by  their  expressive  looks, 
Deeper  in  none  t&m  in  their  surgeons'  books. 

Say,  muse  (for,  education  made  the  song,        2d0 
No  muse  can  hesitate  or  linger  long) 
What  causes  move  us,  knowing,  as  we  must. 
That  these  menageries  all  fail  tiieir  trust. 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  and  scamper  tliere. 
While  colts  and  pui)pies  cost  us  so  much  care? 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise ; 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days — 
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The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone 

That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graying  skill,    300 

The  very  name  we  carv'd,  subsisting  still ; 

The  bench  on  which  we  sat  while  deep  employed, 

Tho'  mangled,  hacked,  and  hew'd,  not  yet  destroyed : 

The  little  ones,  imbutton'd,  glowing  hot. 

Playing  our  g^ones,  and  on  the  very  iq)ot ; 

As  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  draw 

The  chalky  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 

To  pitch  the  b^  into  the  grounded  hat. 

Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'rous  pat — 

The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites  310 

Such  recollection  of  our  own  delights, 

That^  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 

Our  mnocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 

This  fond  attachment  to  the  well-lmown  place. 

Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race. 

Maintains  its  hold  with  sudi  unfailing  sway, 

We  feel  it  ev'n  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 

Hark  I  how  the  sire  of  chits,  whose  future  share 

Of  classic  food  begins  to  be  his  care. 

With  his  own  likeness  placed  on  eitiier  knee,      S20 

Indulges  all  a  father's  heart-felt  glee ; 

And  tells  them,  as  he  strokes  their  silver  locks. 

That  they  must  soon  learn  Latin,  and  to  box ; 

Then,  turning,  he  regales  his  listening  wife 

With  all  th'  adventures  of  his  early  life ; 

His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  chaise, 

In  bilking  tavern  bills,  and  si)outing  plays ; 

What  shifts  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  scrape. 

How  he  was  fiogg'd,  or  had  the  luck  t'  escape ; 

What  sums  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  sold       330 

Watch,  seals,  and  all—till  all  his  pranks  are  told. 

Retracing  thus  his  frolics^  ('tis  a  name 

That  palhates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  shame) 

He  gives  the  local  bias  all  its  sway ; 

Resolves  that  where  he  play'd  his  sons  shall  play, 

And  destines  their  bright  genius  to  be  shown 

Just  in  the  scene  where  he  displayed  his  own. 

The  meek  and  bashful  boy  will  soon  be  taught 

To  be  as  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought ;  339 

The  rude  will  scuffle  through  with  ease  enough, 

Great  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  rough. 

Ah,  happy  designation,  prudent  choice, 

Th'  event  is  sure ;  expect  it,  and  rejoice ! 

Soon  see  your  wish  fulfilled  in  either  child — 

The  pert  madeperter,  and  the  tame  made  wild. 
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The  great,  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  birth, 

Excused  th^  incumbrance  of  more  solid  worth, 

Are  best  disposed  of  where  with  most  success 

They  may  acquire  that  confident  address, 

Those  habits  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense,  350 

That  scorn  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense. 

Which,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  condemn, 

With  so  mudi  reason  all  expect  from  them. 

But  families  of  less  illustrious  fame, 

Whose  chief  distinction  is  their  spotless  name. 

Whose  heirs,  their   honours  none,  their  income 

Must  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all —      [small. 

What  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  little  care 

They  risk  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure,  there  ? 

They  dream  of  little  Charles  or  William  grac'd  360 

With  wig  prolix,  down-flowing  to  his  waist ; 

They  see  th*  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw, 

They  hear  him  speak — the  oracle  of  law ! 

The  father,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest, 

Dreams  him  episcopally  such  at  least ; 

And,  while  the  pla3rful  jockey  scours  the  room 

Briskly,  astride  \ipon  the  parlour  brocmi. 

In  fancy  sees  him  more  superbly  ride 

In  coach  with  purple  Im'd,  and  mitres  on  its  side. 

Events  improbable  and  strange  as  these,  370 

Which  only  a  parental  eye  foresees, 

A  public  school  shall  bring  to  pass  with  ease. 

But  how !  resides  such  virtue  in  that  air 

As  must  create  an  appetite  for  pray Y  ? 

And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  zeal 

That  candidates  for  such  a  -prize  should  feel, 

To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  still 

In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skill? 

**Ah,  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 
The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought ! 
Church-ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best     381 
By  learned  clerks  and  Latinists  professed. 
Th'  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look, 
Not  to  be  found  by  poring  on  a  book. 
Small  skill  in  Latin,  and  still  less  in  Greek, 
Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 
Let  erudition  grace  him  or  not  grace, 
I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  place ; 
His  wealth,  fame,  honours,  all  that  I  intend, 
Subsist  and  centre  in  one  point — a  friend  I         390 
A  friend,  whatever  he  studies  or  neglects, 
ShaU  give  him  consequence,  heal  aU  defects. 
357  not]  none  1798^  180(K 
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His  intercourse  with  peers,  and  sons  of  i)eers — 
There  dawns  the  splendotuvof  his  future  years ; 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 
Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rise. 
Your  Lordship^  and  Your  Grace!  what  school 

can  teach 
A  rheVric  equal  to  those  parts  of  speech? 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse  or  Tully's  prose, 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  those  ?         400 
Let  rev'rend  churls  his  ignorande  rebuke, 
Who  starve  upon  a  dog's-ear'd  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enough  who  knows  a  diike.  "— 
Egregious  purpose !  worthily  begun 
In  b^b'rous  prostitution  of  your  son ; 
Press'd  on  his  part  by  means  that  would  disgrace 
A  scriv'ner's  clerk  or  footman  out  of  place. 
And  ending,  if  at  last  its  end  be  gain'd. 
In  sacrilege,  in  Gk)d's  own  house  prof  an'd ! 
It  may  succeed,  and,  if  his  sins  should  call  410 

For  more  than  common  punishment,  it  shall ; 
The  wretch  shall  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  earth 
Least  qualified  in  honour,  learning,  worth. 
To  occupy  a  sacred,  awful  poet, 
In  whidfi  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  most. 
The  royal  Utters  are  a  thing  of  course — 
A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 
And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voice, 
As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  dioice. 
Behold  your  bishop  I  well  he  plays  his  part —    420 
Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 
Ghostly  in  of&ce,  earthly  in  his  plan, 
A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady^s  man  I 
Dumb  as  a  senator,  and,  as  a  priest, 
A  piece  of  mere  church-furniture  at  best ; 
To  live  estranged  from  Gk)d  his  total  scope, 
And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope ! 
But,  fair  although  and  feasible  it  seem, 
I>ex)end  not  mudi  upon  your  golden  dream ; 
For  Providence,  that  seems  concerned  t'  exempt 
The  hallow'd  bench  from  absolute  contempt,      431 
In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  place, 
Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worl3i  and  grace ; 
And  therefore  'tis,  that,  though  the  sight  be  rare. 
We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  there. 
Besides,  school-friendships  are  not  always  found, 
ThoiUgh  fair  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound ; 
The  most  disinterested  and  virtuous  minds. 
In  early  years  connected,  time  unbinds ; 
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New  situations  give  a  different  cast  440 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste ; 
And  he,  that  seem'd  onr  counterpart  at  first, 
Soon  shows  the  strong  similitude  reversed. 
Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  are  warm, 
And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 
Boys  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 
Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  guess'd  than 

known; 
Each  dreams  that  &ch  is  just  what  he  appears, 
But  learns  his  error  in  maturer  years. 
When  disposition,  like  a  sail  unfurFd,  450 

Shows  all  its  rente  and  patches  to  the  world. 
If,  therefore,  ev'n  when  honest  in  design, 
A  boyish  friendship  may  so  soon  decline, 
'Twere  wiser  sure  t'  inspire  a  little  heart 
With  just  abhorrence  of  so  mean  a  part, 
Than  set  your  son  to  work  at  a  vile  trade 
For  wages  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  of  puerile  resort. 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approv'd  rei)ort, 
To  such  base  hopefi,  in  many  a  sordid  soul,         460 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pretensions  pass 
Unquestioned,  though  the  jewel  be  but  glass — 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  over-nice. 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  vice ; 
Or  rather  a  gross  compound,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  pride — 
Contributes  most  perhaps  t^  enhance  their  fame ; 
And  emulation  is  its  specious  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  zeal,     470 
Feel  all  the  rage  that  female  rivals  feel ; 
The  prize  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  eyes 
Not  brighter  than  in  their's  the  scholar's  prize. 
The  spirit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  all  varieties  of  iU  by  turns ; 
Each  vainly  magnifies  his  own  success, 
Resents  his  fellow's,  wishes  it  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  miscarriage  if  he  fail, 
Deems  his  reward  too  great  if  he  prevail, 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  night,         480 
Less  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  spite. 
The  spur  is  i)owerful,  and  I  grant  ite  force ; 
It  pricks  the  genius  forward  in  its  course, 
Allows  short  time  for  play,  and  none  for  sloth ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both : 
4m  And]  An  1795-1800. 
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But  judge,  wh^«  so  much  evil  intery^nes, 
The  end,  though  plausiUe,  not  worth  the  means. 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  classical  desert 
Agamst  an  heart  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt ; 
Hurt,  too,  perhaps  for  life ;  for  early  wrong,      490 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  it  long ; 
And  you  are  staunch  indeed  in  leaming^s  cause, 
If  you  can  crown  a  discipline,  that  draws 
Such  nodschief s  after  it,  with  much  applause. 
C!onnexion  formed  for  interest,  and  endear'd 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censur'd  and  cashiered ; 
And  emulation,  as  engendering  hate. 
Doomed  to  a  no  less  ignominious  fate ; 
The  props  of  such  proud  seminaries  fkll. 
The  Jachin  and  the  Boaz  of  them  all.  500 

Great  schools  rejected,  then,  as  those  that  swell 
Beyond  a  size  thkt  can  be  managed  well, 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  the  bays. 
And  small  academies  win  all  the  praise  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  its  just  intent, 
I  praise  a  school  as  Pope  a  government ; 
So  take  my  judgment  in  his  language  dressed — 
*' Whatever  is  best  administered  is  best.'' 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  excel. 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well ;  510 

Then  ask  not.  Whether  limited  or  large  ? 
But,  Watch  they  strictly,  or  neglect  &eir  charge  ? 
If  anxious  only  that  their  boys  may  learn. 
While  morcUs  languish,  a  despis'd  concern. 
The  great  and  small  deserve  one  common  blame. 
Different  in  size,  but  in  effect  the  same. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boast. 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most ; 
Therefore  in  towns  and  cities  they  abound. 
For  there  the  game  they  seek  is  easiest  found ;  ^20 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  care  can  do, 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  most  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  well-constructed  brain. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vigorous  to  retain. 
Your  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill ; 
As,  wheresoever  taught,  so  form'd,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  self-complacent  air. 
Claims  more   than  half   the  praise  as  his  due 

share. 
But,  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  betray. 
Not  more  intelligent  than  loose  and  gay,  530 

Such  vicious  habits  as  disgrace  his  name, 
Threaten  his  health,  his  fortune,  and.his  fame ; 
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Though  want  of  due  restraint  alone  have  bred 
The  symptoms  that  you  see  with  so  much  dread ; 
Unenvy'd  ttiere,  he  may  sustain  alone 
The  whole  reproach— the  fault  was  all  his  own ! 

Oh  'tis  a  sight  to  be  with  joy  i)erus'd, 
By  all  whom  sentiment  has  not  abused ; 
New-fangled  sentiment,  the  boasted  grace 
Of  tiiose  who  never  feel  in  the  right  place ;         540 
A  sight  surpassed  by  none  that  we  can  show, 
Though  Vestris  on  one  leg  still  shine  below ; 
A  father  blest  with  an  ingenuous  son- 
Father,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 
How  I— turn  again  to  tales  long  since  forgot, 
^sop,  and  PhsBdrus,  and  the  rest?— -Why  not? 
He  will  not  blush  that  has  a  father's  heart. 
To  take  in  childish  plays  a  childish  part ; 
But  bends  his  sturdy  back  to  any  toy 
That  youth  takes  pleasure  in,  to  please  his  boy : 
Then  why  resign  into  a  stranger's  hand  551 

A  task  as  much  within  your  own  command. 
That  God  and  nature,  and  your  int'rest  too. 
Seem  Mritii  one  voice  to  delegate  to  you? 
Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  house  unknown 
For  one  whose  tend'rest  thoughts  all  hover  round 
This  second  weaning,  needless  as  it  is,  [your  own? 
How  does  it  lac'rate  both  your  heart  and  his  I 
Th'  indented  stick,  that  loses  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  are  smootix'd  away,     66Q 
Bears  witness,  long  ere  his  dismission  come. 
With  what  intense  desire  he  wants  his  home. 
But,  though  the  joys  he  hopes  beneath  your  roof 
Bid  fair  enough  to  answer  in  the  proof. 
Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat'ral,  as  they  are, 
A  j|sapx)ointment  waits  him  even  there : 
Arriv'd,  he  feels  an  imexpected  change ; 
He  blushes,  hangs  his  head,  is  shy  and  strange, 
No  longer  takes,  as  once,  with  fearless  ease. 
His  fav'rite  stand  between  his  father's  knees,     570 
But  seeks  the  comer  of  some  distant  seat. 
And  eyes  the  door,  and  watches  a  retreat. 
And,  least  familiar  where  he  should  be  most. 
Feels  all  his  happiest  privileges  lost. 
Alas,  poor  boy  I— the  natural  effect 
Of  love  by  absence  chill'd  into  respect. 
Say,  what  accomplishments,  at  school  acquir'd, 
Brings  he,  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undesir'd  ? 
Thou  well  deserv'st  an  alienated  son. 
Unless  thy  conscious  heart  acknowledge— none; 
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None  that,  in  thy  domestic  snug  recess,  681 

He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  address, 

Though  some  i)erhap6  that  shock  thy  feeling  mind. 

And  better  never  leam'd,  or  left  behind. 

Add  too,  that,  thus  estranged,  thou  canst  obtain 

By  no  kind  arts  his  confidence  again ; 

lliat  here  begins  with  most  that  long  complaint 

Of  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grown  faint, 

Which,  oft  neglected,  in  life's  waning  years 

A  parent  pours  into  regardless  ears.  590 

like  caterpillars,  dangling  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  ^d  swinging  in  the  breeze, 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boughs  in  which  are  bred  th*  unseemly  race ; 
While  ev'ry  worm  industriously  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivell'd  leaves ; 
So  num'rous  are  the  follies  that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  every  sprightly  boy ; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverse. 
Which  admonition  can  alone  disperse.  600 

Th'  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faithful  hand, 
Patient,  affectionate,  of  high  command, 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  which  they  feed, 
'Tis  not  enough  that  Greek  or  Rconan  page. 
At  stated  hours,  his  freakish  thoughts  engage ; 
Ev'n  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  friend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  to  imbend, 
O'er  all  his  pleasures  gently  to  preside. 
Watch  his  emotions,  and  control  their  tide ;        610 
And,  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  sway, 
A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play, 
T*  impress  a  value,  not  to  be  eras'd, 
On  moments  squandered  else,  and  running  all  to 

waste. 
And  seems  it  nothing  in  a  father's  eye 
That  unimprov'd  those  many  moments  fly  ? 
And  is  he  well  content  his  son  should  find 
No  nourishment  to  feed  his  growing  mind. 
But  conjugated  verbs  and  nouns  declin'd  ? 
For  such  is  all  the  mental  food  purvey'd  620 

By  public  hacknies  in  the  schooling  trade ; 
Who  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  store 
Of  syntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 
Dismiss  their  cares  when  they  disftiiss  their  flock — 
Machines  themselves,  and  govem'd  by  a  clock* 
Perhaps  a  father,  blest  with  any  brains, 
Would  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains. 
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T'  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, 

With  say 'ry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 

To  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  delight,  630 

To  some  not  steep,  though  philosophic,  height. 

Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wondering  eyes 

Yon  circling  worlds,  their  distance,  and  their  size, 

The  moons  of  Jove,  and  Saturn's  belted  ball, 

And  the  harmonious  order  of  them  aU ; 

To  show  him,  in  an  insect  or  a  flower, 

Sudi  microscopic  proof  of  skill  and  pow'r. 

As,  hid  from  ages  past,  God  now  dii^days 

To  combat  atheists  with  in  modem  days ; 

To  spread  the  earth  before  him,  and  commend,   640 

With  designation  of  the  finger's  end. 

Its  various  parts  to  his  attentive  note, 

Thuis  bringing  home  to  him  the  most  remote ; 

To  teach  his  heart  to  glow  with  generous  flame, 

Caught  from  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fame ; 

And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due. 

To  set  some  living  worthy  in  his  view. 

Whose  fair  example  may  at  once  insinre 

A  wish  to  copy  what  he  must  admire. 

Such  knowledge,  gained  betimes,  and  which  ai^pears, 

Though  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years,       651 

Sweet  in  itself,  and  not  forbidding  sport, 

When  health  demands  it,  of  athletic  sort, 

Would  makehim— what  some  lovely  boys  havebeen, 

And  more  than  one,  perhaps,  that  I  have  seen — 

An  evidence  and  reprehension  both 

Of  the  mere  school-boy's  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  professionally  tied, 
With  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  applied, 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care  660 

Than  how  t'  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir ; 
Or  art  tiiiou  (as,  though  rich,  i)erhaps  thou  art) 
But  poor  in  knowle^e,  having  none  t'  impart ; — 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad ; 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  other  men ;  ^ 
No  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  discourse. 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  clear,  and  full  of  force ; 
And  his  address,  if  not  quite  French  in  ease,       670 
Not  English  stiff,  but  frank,  and  form'd  to  please ; 
Low  in  the  world,  because  he  scorns  its  arts ; 
A  m^  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts ; 

637  proofs  1785-1787, 
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Unpatroniz'd,  and  therefore  little  known ; 

Wise  for  himself  and  his  few  friends  alone — 

In  him  thy  well-appointed  proxy  see, 

Arm'd  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  thee ; 

Prepared  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  tpue  worth, 

To  form  thy  son,  to  strike  his  genius  forth ; 

Beneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove     680 

The  force  of  discipline  when  backed  by  love ; 

To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child, 

His  mind  informed,  his  morals  undefil'd. 

Safe  under  such  a  wing,  the  boy  shall  show 

No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below, 

Nor  taint  his  speech  with  meannesses,  dedgn'd 

By  footman  Tom  for  vritty  and  refin'd. 

There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  LLv'ried  herd. 

Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  f ear'd ; 

For,  since  (so  fashion  dictates)  all,  who  claim     690 

An  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian  fame, 

Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mischief  may, 

To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 

(And  they  that  can  afford  th'  expense  of  more, 

Some  half  a  dozen,  and  some  half  a  score) 

Great  cause  occurs  to  save  him  from  a  band 

So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand ; 

A  point  secured,  if  once  he  be  supplied 

With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 

Are  such  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  abound 

Were  occupation  easier  to  be  found,  701 

Were  education,  else  so  sure  to  fail. 

Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale, 

And  schools,  that  have  out-liv^d  all  just  esteem, 

Exchanged  for  the  secure  domestic  scheme. — 

But,  having  foimd  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl. 

Show  tixou  hast  sense  enoiigh  to  prize  the  p^l. 

And,  as  thou  would'st  th'  advancement  of  thine 

heir 
In  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care. 
Respect,  as  is  but  rational  and  just,  710 

A  man  deemed  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust. 
Deepis'd  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 
From  youthful  folly  than  the  same  neglect  ? 
A  flat  and  fatal  negative  obtains. 
That  instant,  upon  all  his  future  -pains ; 
His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  off^id. 
And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son's  best  friend 
Are  a  stream  choak'd,  or  trickling  to  no  end. 
Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ; 
But  recollect  that  he  has  sense  and  feels ;  720 
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And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refined, 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultiyated  mind, 

His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown, 

He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 

Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 

Offend  not  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 

From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdains ; 

Much  less  transfix  his  feelings  with  an  oath ; 

Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  cloth. —    730 

And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 

To  more  than  he  is  hir'd  or  bound  to  teach ; 

Much  trash  imutter'd,  and  some  ills  undone, 

Through  rev'rence  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean. 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obscene. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  following  her  old  plan, 
The  world  accounts  an  honourable  man, 
Because  forsooth  tiiy  courage  has  been  tried 
And  stood  the  test,  perhaps  on  the  wrong  side ;  740 
Though  thou  hadst  never  grace  enough  to  prove 
That  anything  but  vice  could  win  thy  love ; — 
Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  card-playing  wtfe. 
Chained  to  the  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 
Who,  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore. 
Flies,  wing'd  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door ; 
And  thrice  in  ev'ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town. 
Thyself  meanwhile  e'en  shifting  as  thou  may'st ; 
Not  very  sober  though,  not  very  chaste ; —         760 
Or  is  thine  house,  though  less  superb  thy  rank, 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  blank, 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  sob'rest  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  of  all  good ; — 
Though  mercy  for  thyself  thou  canst  have  none. 
Hear  nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son. 
Sav'd  from  Ym  home,  where  ev'ry  day  brings  forth- 
Some  mischief  fatal  to  his  future  worth. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 
Within  some  pious  pastor's  humble  cot,  760 

Where  vile  example  (your's  I  chiefly  mean, 
The  most  seducing  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 
May  never  more  be  stamped  ux)on  his  breast, 
Not  yet  X)erhap6  incurably  impressed : — 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sure, 
Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure, 

760  not  1795-1800 :  nor  1785-1793, 1803. 
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Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 
Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starv'd  out  again : — 
Where  all  th^  attention  of  his  faithful  host, 
Disareetiy  limited  to  two  at  most,  770 

May  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  his  care, 
And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : — 
Where,  stUlness  aiding  study,  and  his  mind 
Serene,  and  to  his  duties  much  inclined. 
Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home, 
Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 
His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  last 
In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste.— 
But  whom  do  I  advise?  the  fashion-led, 
Th'  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf,  the  dead  I         780 
Whom  care  and  cool  deUberation  suit 
Not  better  much  than  spectacles  a  brute ; 
Who,  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share. 
Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whose,  or  where ; 
Too  proud  t'  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown, 
And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 
But,  courage,  man !  methought  the  muse  replied, 
Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  is  wide : 
The  ostrich,  silliest  of  the  feather'd  kind. 
And  form'd  of  God  without  a  i)arent's  mind,      790 
Commits  her  eggs,  incautious,  to  the  dust. 
Forgetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 
And,  while  on  public  n\irs'ries  they  rely. 
Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why, 
Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer, 
No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 
But  all  are  not  alike.    Thy  warning  voice 
May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice ; 
And  some  perhaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are, 
Yet  make  their  progeny  their  dearest  care,         800 
(Whose  heartsmll  ache,once told  what  ills  may  reach 
Their  offering,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach) 
Will  need  no  stress  of  argument  t'  enforce 
Th'  expedience  of  a  less  advent'rous  course : 
The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel,  or  condemn ; 
But  they  have  human  feelings — turn  to  them. 
To  you,  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  state. 
Securely  plac'd  between  the  small  and  great, 
Whose  character,  yet  undebauch'd,  retains 
Two  thirds  of  all  tiie  virtue  that  remains,  810 

Who,  wise  yourselves,  desire  your  sons  should  learn 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways — to  you  I  turn. 
Look  round  you  on  a  world  perversely  blind ; 
See  what  contempt  is  f  all'n  on  human  kind ; 
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See  wealth  abus'd,  and  dignities  misplaced, 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  disgraced, 
Long  lines  of  ancestry,  renown'd  of  old. 
Their  noble  qualities  all  quenched  and  cold ; 
See  Bedlam's  dosetted  and  hand-cuffd  charge 
Surpassed  in  frenzy  by  the  mad  at  large ;  820 

See  great  commanders  making  war  a  trade, 
Great  lawyers,  lawyers  without  study  made ; 
Churchmen,  in  whose  esteem  their  blest  employ 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy, 
Who,  far  enough  from  furnishing  ti^eir  shelves 
With  gospel  lore,  turn  infidels  themselves ; 
See  womanhood  despised,  and  manhood  shamed 
With  infamy  too  nauseous  to  be  nam'd, 
Fops  at  all  comers,  lady-like  in  mien, 
Civeted  fellows,  smelt  ere  they  are  seen ;  830 

Else  coarse  and  rude  in  manners,  and  their  tongue 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  with  nonsense  hung. 
Now  fiush'd  with  drunk'ness,  now  with  whoredom 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  night's  regale ;  [pale. 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vilest  arts. 
Men  well  endowed,  of  honourable  parts. 
Designed  by  nature  wise,  but  self-made  fools ; 
All  ti^ese,  and  more  like  these,  were  bred  at  schools! 
And,  if  it  chance,  as  sometimes  chance  it  will. 
That,  though  school-bred,  the  boy  be  virtuous  still ; 
Such  rare  exceptions,  shining  in  the  dark,  841 

Prove,  rather  than  impeach,  the  just  remark ; 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkling  star  descried 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  is  all  beside. 
Now  look  on  him,  whose  very  voice  in  tone 
Just  echoes  thine,  whose  features  are  tbdne  own. 
And  stroke  his  polished  che€(k  of  imrest  red, 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  his  flaxen  head. 
And  say — My  boy,  th'  unwelcome  hour  is  come. 
When  thou,  transplanted  from  thy  genial  home. 
Must  find  a  colder  soil  and  bleaker  air,  851 

And  trust  for  safety  to  a  stranger's  care ; 
What  character,  what  turn,  thou  wilt  assume 
From  constant  converse  with  I  know  not  whom ; 
Who  there  will  courtthy  friendship,  with  what  views, 
And,  artless  as  thou  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choose; 
Though  much  depends  on  what  thy  choice  shall  be, 
Is  all  chance-me^ey,  and  unknown  to  me. — 
Can'st  thou,  the  tear  just  trembling  on  thy  lids. 
And  while  the  dreadful  risque  foreseen  forbids;  860 

Sa3heHtl800{8vo).   . 
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Free,  too,  and  tinder  no  constraining  force, 

UsJees  the  sway  of  custom  warp  thy  course ; 

Lay  such  a  stake  uxx>n  the  losing  side. 

Merely  to  gratify  so  blind  a  guide? 

Thou  can^st  not !    Nature,  pulling  at  thine  heart, 

Condemns  th'  unfatherly,  tii^  imprudent  part. 

Thou  would'st  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tend'rest  plea, 

Turn  him  adrift  uix>n  a  rolling  sea, 

Nor  say,  Go  thither^  conscious  that  there  lay 

A  brood  of  asps,  or  quicksands  in  his  way ;         870 

Then,  only  governed  by  the  self -same  rule 

Of  natural  pity,  send  him  not  to  school. 

No — guard  him  better.    Is  he  not  thine  own. 

Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone? 

And  hop'st  thou  not  ('tis  ev'ry  father's  hope) 

That,  since  thy  strength  must  with  thy  years 

elope, 
And  thou  wilt  need  some  comfort  to  assuage 
Health's  last  farewell,  a  staff  of  thine  old  age, 
That  then,  in  recompense  of  all  thy  cares. 
Thy  child  shall  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs,  880 
Befriend  thee,  of  all  other  friends  bereft. 
And  give  thy  life  its  only  cordial  left? 
Aware  then  how  much  danger  intervenes. 
To  compass  that  good  end,  forecast  the  means. 
His  hea[rt,  now  jyassive,  yields  to  thy  command  ;— 
Secure  it  thine,  its  key  is  in  thine  hand. 
If  thou  desert  thy  charge,  and  throw  it  wide, 
STor  heed  what  guests  there  enter  and  abide. 
Complain  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  base 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  usurp  thy  place.  890 

But,  if  thou  guard  its  sacred  chambers  sure 
From  vicious  inmates  and  delights  impure, 
Either  his  gratitude  shall  hold  hihi  fast. 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  last ; 
Or,  if  he  prove  unkind  (as  who  can  say 
But,  being  man,  and  therefore  frail,  he  may?) 
One  comfert  yet  shall  cheer  thine  aged  heart— 
Howe'er  he  slight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part. 

Oh  barb'rous !  would'st  thou  with  a  Gothic  hand 
Pull  down  the  schools— what!— all  the  schools  i' 

thMand;  900 

Or  throw  l^em  up  to  liv'ry-nags  and  grooms, 
Or  turn  them  into  shops  and  auction  rooms? 
A  captious  question,  sir,  (and  your's  is  one) 
'  Deserves  an  answer  similar,  or  none. 

^S^itVm  1800  {8vo). 
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Would'st  thou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  employ 

(Apprized  that  he  is  such)  a  careless  boy, 

And  feed  him  well,  and  give  him  handsome  pay. 

Merely  to  sleep,  and  let  them  run  astray  ? 

Survey  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 

A  sight  not  much  unlike  my  siniile.  910 

From  education,  as  the  leading  cause. 

The  public  character  its  colour  draws ; 

Thence  the  prevailing  manners  take  their  cast. 

Extravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  chaste. 

And,  though  I  would  not  advertise  i^em  yet, 

Nor  write  on  each— This  Building  to  he  Let, 

Unless  the  world  were  all  prepared  t'  embrace 

A  plan  well  worthy  to  supply  their  place ; 

Yet,  backward  as  tiiey  are,  and  long  have  been. 

To  cultivate  and  keep  the  morals  clean,  920 

(Forgive  the  crime)  I  wish  them,  I  confess. 

Or  better  managed,  or  encouraged  less. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 

VERSES 

WRITTEN  AT  BATH  ON  FINDING  THE  HEEL 
OF  A  S^HOE 

[Written  1748.  Published  by  Hayley,  1803,  and  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Fortune  !  I  thank  thee :  gentle  Gkxidess !  thanks  I 
Not  that  my  muse,  tho'  bashful,  shall  deny 
She  woi:Qd  have  thank'd  thee  rather,  hadst  thou  cast 
A  Measure  in  her  way ;  for  neither  meed 
Of  early  breakfast,  to  dispel  the  fumes 
And  bowel-raking  pains  of  emptiness, 
Nor  noon-tide  feast,  nor  ev'ning's  cool  repast, 
Hopes  she  from  this — presumptuous, — tho\  per- 
haps, 
The  cobbler,  leather-carving  artist,  might ! 
Nathless  she  thanks  thee,  and  accepts  ttiy  boon,  10 
Whatever,  not  as  erst  the  fabled  cock. 
Vain-glorious  fool,  unknowing  what  he  found, 
Spum'd  the  rich  gem  thou  gav^st  him.    Wherefore 

ah! 
Why  not  on  me  that  favour,  (worthier  sure !) 
Conferr'dst  thou,  Gknidess  I  Thou  art  blind,  thou 

say'st: 
Enough  ! — Thy  blindness  shall  excuse  the  deed. 

Nor  does  my  muse  no  benefit  exhale 
From  this  thy  scant  indulgence, — even  here 
Hints,  worthy  sage  philosophy,  are  found ; 
Illustrious  hints  to  moralize  my  song !  20 

This  ponderous  Heel  of  perforated  hide 
Compact,  with  pegs  indented,  many  a  row. 
Haply  (for  such  ite  mafey  form  bespeaks) 
The  weighty  tread  of  some  rude  peasant  clown 
Upbore :  on  this  supported  oft  he  stretched. 
With  uncouth  strides,  along  the  furrow'd  glebe. 
Flattening  the  stubborn  clod,  till  cruel  time, 
(What  wUl  not  cruel  time  ?)  on  a  wry  step. 
Severed  the  strict  cohesion ;  when,  alas ! 
He,  who  could  erst  with  even  equal  pace  30 

Pursue  his  destin'd  way  with  symmetry 
And  some  proportion  form'd,  now,  on  one  side. 
Curtailed  and  maim'd,  the  si)ort  of  vagrant  boys, 
Cm'sing  his  frail  supporter,  treacherous  prop, 
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With  toilsome  steps,  and  difficult,  moves  on ! 

Thus  fares  it  oft  with  other  than  the  feet 

Of  humble  villager :— the  statesman  thus, 

Up  the  steep  road,  where  proud  ambition  leads. 

Aspiring  first  uninterrupted  winds 

His  prosperous  way ;  nor  fears  miscarriage  foul,    40 

While  policy  prevails,  and  friends  iprove  true : 

But  that  support  soon  failing,  by  him  left 

On  whom  he  most  depended,  basely  left, 

Betray'd,  deserted,  from  his  airy  height 

Head-long  he  falls ;  and  thro'  the  rest  of  life 

Drags  the  dull  load  of  disappointment  on. 


PSALM  CXXXVH 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  18K.] 

To  Babylon's  proud  waters  brought. 

In  bondage  where  we  lay. 
With  tears  on  Sion's  Hill  we  thought, 

And  sigh'd  our  hours  away ; 
Neglected  on  the  willows  hung 
Our  useless  harps,  while  ev'ry  tongue 

Bewailed  the  fatal  day.  7 

Then  did  the  base  insulting  foe 

Some  joyous  notes  demand, 
Such  as  in  Sion  used  to  flow 

From  Judah's  happy  band- 
Alas  I  what  joyous  notes  have  we, 
Our  country  spoiled,  no  longer  free, 

And  in  a  foreign  land  ?  14 

Oh  Sol3ntna  I  if  e'er  thy  praise 

Be  sUent  in  my  song. 
Rude  and  unpleasing  be  the  lays. 

And  artless  be  my  tongue  I 
Thy  name  my  fancy  still  employs ; 
To  thee,  great  foimtain  of  my  joys. 

My  sweetest  airs  belong.  21 

Remember,  Lord !  that  hostile  sound, 

When  Edom's  children  cried, 
Raz'd  be  her  turrets  to  the  ground, 

And  hmnbled  be  her  pride  ! 
Remember,  Lord  I  and  let  the  foe 
The  terrors  of  thy  vengeance  know — 

The  vengeance  they  defied.  28 
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Thou  too,  great  Babylon,  shalt  fall 

A  victim  to  our  Grod ; 
Thy  monstrous  crimes  already  call 

For  Heav'n's  chastising  rod. 
Happy  who  shall  thy  little  ones 
Eelentless  dash  against  the  stones. 

And  spread  their  limbs  abroad.  35 

SONG 
[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 
No  more  shall  hapless  Celia's  ears 

Be  flatter'd  with  the  cries 
Of  lovers  drown'd  in  floods  of  tears, 

Or  murdered  by  her  eyes ; 
No  serenades  to  break  her  rest, 
Nor  songs  her  slumbers  to  molest,  6 

With  my  fa,  la,  la. 
The  fragrant  flowers  that  once  would  bloom 

And  flourish  in  her  hair. 
Since  she  no  longer  breathes  perfume 

Their  odours  to  rei)air. 
Must  fade,  alas  I  and  wither  now. 
As  plac'd  on  any  common  brow,  13 

With  my  fa,  la,  la. 
Her  lip,  so  winning  and  so  meek, 

No  longer  has  its  charms ; 
As  well  she  might  by  whistling  seek 

To  lure  us  to  her  arms ; 
Affected  once,  'tis  real  now, 
As  her  forsaken  gums  may  show,  20 

With  my  fa,  la,  la. 
The  down  that  on  her  chin  so  smooth 

So  lovely  once  appear'd, 
That,  too,  has  left  her  with  her  youth, 

Or  sprouts  into  a  beard ; 
As  fields,  so  green  when  newly  sown, 
With  stubble  stiff  are  overgrown,  27 

With  my  fa,  la,  la. 
Then,  Celia,  leave  your  apish  tricks, 

And  change  your  girlish  airs, 
For  ombre,  smiff,  and  politics. 

Those  joys  that  suit  your  years ; 
No  patehes  can  lost  youth  recal. 
Nor  whitewash  prop  a  tumbling  wall,        34 
With  my  fa,  la,  la. 

p8almCXXXVIL-iS)&\i9ltSouth€v:  shall Cro/t,       Song,-ZO{ 
Southey :  And  Crqft^ 
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A  SONG 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  18^] 

On  the  ^een  margin  of  the  brook 

Despairing  Phyllida  reclin'd, 
Whilst  ev'ry  sigh  and  ev'ry  look 

Declared  the  anguish  of  her  mind.  4 

Am  I  less  lovely  then?  (she  cries, 
And  in  the  waves  her  form  surveyed ;) 

Oh  yes,  I  see  my  languid  eyes, 
My  faded  cheek,  my  colour  fled : 

These  eyes  no  more  like  lightening  pierc'd, 

These  cheeks  grew  pale  when  Damon  first 
His  PhyUida  betrayed.  11 

The  rose  he  in  his  bosom  wore. 
How  oft  uxx>n  my  breast  was  seen  I 

And  when  I  kiss'd  the  drooping  flower, 
Behold,  he  cried,  it  blooms  again ! 

The  wreaths  that  bound  my  braided  hair. 

Himself  next  day  was  proud  to  wear 
At  church  or  on  the  green.  18 

While  thus  sad  Phyllida  lamented. 
Chance  bix)ught  unlucky  Thyrsis  on ; 

Unwillingly  the  nymph  consented. 
But  Damon  first  the  cheat  bogun. 

She  wip'd  the  fall'n  tears  away. 

Then  sigh'd  and  blush'd,  as  who  should  say 
Ah!  Thyrsis,  I  am  won.  25 

AN"  EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,  ESQ. 

[Written  1754.    Publiahed  by  Hayley,  1803,  and  by 
Johnson,  1815.] 

^Tis  not  that  I  design  to  rob 

Thee  of  thy  birthright,  gentle  Bob, 

For  thou  art  bom  sole  heir,  and  single. 

Of  dear  Mat  Prior's  easy  jingle ; 

Nor  that  I  mean,  while  thtis  I  faiit 

My  thread-bare  sentiments  together. 

To  show  my  genius  or  my  wit. 

When  Qod  and  you  know  I  have  neither ; 

Or  such,  as  might  be  better  shown 

By  letting  poetry  alone.  10 

Tis  not  with  eitiier  of  thefie  views. 

That  I  presume  t'  address  the  Muse : 

23  She  Soulhey  i  He  Crq/i. 
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But  to  divert  a  fierce  banditti 

(Sworn  foes  to  ev'ry  thing  that^B  witty), 

That,  with  a  black  infernal  train, 

Make  cruel  inroads  in  my  brain, 

And  daily  threaten  to  drive  thence 

My  little  garrison  of  sense : 

The  fierce  banditti,  which  I  mean, 

Are  gloomy  thoughts  led  on  by  Spleen.         20 

Then  there's  another  reason  yet. 

Which  is,  that  I  may  fairly  quit 

The  debt,  which  justly  became  due 

The  moment  when  I  heard  from  you  : 

And  you  might  grumble,  crony  mine. 

If  i>aid  in  any  otiier  coin ; 

Since  twenty  sheets  of  lead,  Gk)d  knows, 

(I  would  say  twenty  sheets  of  prose,) 

Can  ne'er  be  deem'd  worth  half  so  much 

As  one  of  gold,  and  yours  was  such.  30 

Thus,  the  preliminaries  settled, 

I  fairly  find  myself  pitch-kettled*; 

And  cannot  see,  though  few  see  better. 

How  I  shall  hammer  out  a  letter. 

First,  for  a  thought — since  all  agree— 
A  thought — I  have  it — let  me  see — 
'Tis  gone  again— plague  on 't!  I  thought 
I  had  it — but  I  have  it  not 
Dame  Gurton  thus,  and  Hodge  her  son, 
That  useful  thing,  her  needle,  gone,  40 

Bake  well  the  cinders — sweep  the  floor, 
And  sift  the  dust  behind  the  door; 
While  eager  Hodge  beholds  the  prize 
In  old  GrimaUdn^s  glaring  eyes ; 
And  Gammer  finds  it  on  her  knees 
In  every  shining  straw  she  sees. 
This  simile  were  apt  enough ; 
But  I've  another,  critic-proof ! 
The  virtuoso  thus,  at  noon. 
Broiling  beneath  a  July  sun,  50 

The  ^ded  butterfly  pursues 
O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  gaps  and  mews ; 
And  af  t^  many  a  vain  essay 
To  captivate  the  tempting  prey, 
Gives  him  at  length  the  lucky  pat. 
And  has  him  safe  ben^,th  his  hat : 


\  Pitch-kettled,  a  favourite  phrase  at  the  time  when  this 
epistle  was  written*  expressive  of  being  puzsded,  or  what  in  the 
Spectator's  time,  would  have  beeI]^called  bamboozled  [H.]. 
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Then  lifts  it  gently  from  the  ground ; 

But  ah !  'tis  lost  as  soon  as  found ; 

Culprit  his  liberty  regains ; 

Flits  out  of  sight  and  mocks  his  pains.  60 

The  sense  was  dark ;  'twas  therefore  fit 

With  simile  t'  illustrate  it ; 

But  as  too  much  obscures  the  sight, 

As  often  as  too  little  light, 

We  have  our  similes  cut  short, 

For  matters  of  more  grave  import. 

That  Matthew's  numbers  run  with  ease 
Each  man  of  common-sense  agrees ; 
All  men  of  common-sense  allow, 
That  Robert's  lines  are  easy  too ;  70 

Where  then  the  preference  shall  we  place. 
Or  how  do  justice  in  this  case  ? 
Matthew,  (says  Fame)  with  endless  pains 
Smoothed  and  refin'd  the  meanest  strains ; 
Nor  suffered  one  ill-chosen  rhyme 
T'  escape  him,  at  the  idlest  time ; 
And  thus  o'er  all  a  lustre  cast, 
That,  while  the  language  lives,  shall  last. 
An't  please  your  Ladyship,  (quoth  I, 
For  'tis  my  business  to  reply ;)  80 

Sure  so  much  labour,  so  much  toil, 
Bes^>eak  at  least  a  stubborn  soil. 
Theirs  be  the  laurel- wreath  decreed. 
Who  both  write  well  and  write  fiQl-speed ! 
Who  throw  their  Helicon  about 
As  freely  as  a  conduit  spout  I 
Friend  Robert,  thus  like  chien  acavantj 
Lets  fall  a  poem  en  passant, 
Nor  needs  his  genuine  ore  refine ; 
'Tis  ready  polish'd  from  ttie  mine.  90 


[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Mortals  I  around  your  destin'd  heads 
Thick  fly  the  shafts  of  death, 

And  lo  I  the  savage  si)oiler  spreads 
A  thoTisand  toils  beneath. 


In  vain  we  trifle  with  our  fate. 

Try  every  art  in  vain ; 
At  best  we  but  prolong  the  date, 

And  lengthen  out  our  pain. 

2  Thick  Soumey  i  Which  Crofl* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


^MORTALS!  AROUND'  269 

Fondly  we  think  all  danger  fled, 

For  death  is  ever  nigh ; 
Outstrips  our  unavailing  speed, 

Or  meets  us  as  we  fly. 

Thus  the  wrecked  mariner  may  strive 

Some  desert  shore  to  gain, 
Secure  of  life  if  he  survive 

The  fury  of  the  main  :  16 

But  there,  to  famine  doomed  a  prey, 

Finds  the  mistaken  wretch ! 
He  but  escap'd  the  troubled  sea. 

To  perish  on  the  beach. 

Since  then  in  vain  we  strive  to  guard 

Our  frailty  from  the  foe ; 
Lord,  let  me  live  not  unprepared 

To  meet  the  fatal  blow !  24 

OF  HIMSELF 

[Written  1752.    Published  by  Croft,  1825.    This  and  the  next 
eighteen  poems  are  concerned  with  Cowper's  attachment  to 
Delia,'  his  cousin  Theodora  CJowper.] 

William  was  once  a  bashful  youth, 

His  modesty  was  such, 
That  one  might  say  (to  say  the  tinith) 

He  rather  had  too  much. 

Some  said  that  it  was  want  of  sense, 

And  others,  want  of  spirit, 
(So  blest  a  thing  is  impudence,) 

While  others  could  not  bear  it.  8 

But  some  a  different  notion  had, 

And  at  each  other  winking. 
Observed  that  though  he  little  said. 

He  paid  it  off' with  thinking. 
Howe'er,  it  happen'd,  by  degrees, 

He  mended  and  grew  perter. 
In  company  was  more  at  ease. 

And  dress'd  a  little  smarter :  16 

Nay,  now  and  then  would  look  quite  gay, 

As  other  people  do ; 
And  sometimes  said,  or  tried  to  say, 

A  witty  thing  or  so. 
He  eyed  the  women,  and  made  free 

To  comment  on  their  shapes. 
So  that  there  was,  or  seem'd  to  be. 

No  fear  of  a  relapse.  24 

0/ Hi7)iS€lf.'-20  so]  Bruce  suggests  two. 
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The  women  said,  who  thought  him  rough, 

But  now  no  longer  foolish, 
The  creature  may  do  well  enough, 

But  wants  a  deal  of  xx>lish. 

At  length,  improved  from  head  to  heel, 

*Twere  scarce  too  much  to  say. 
No  dancing  bear  was  so  genteel, 

Or  half  so  degage.  32 

Now,  that  a  miracle  so  strange 

May  not  in  vain  be  shown. 
Let  the  dear  maid  who  wrought  the  change 

E'er  claim  him  for  her  own. 


THE  SYMPTOMS  OF  LOVE 

[Written  1752  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Would  my  Delia  know  if  I  love,  let  her  take 

My  last  thought  at  night,  and  the  first  when  I  wake ; 

With  my  prayers  and  best  wishes  preferred  for  her 


Let  her  guess  what  I  muse  on,  when  rambling  alone 
I  stride  o'er  the  stubble  each  day  with  my  g^un. 
Never  ready  to  shoot  till  the  covey  is  flown.  6 

Let  her  think  what  odd  whimsies  I  have  in  my  brain. 
When  I  read  one  page  over  and  over  ag^iin. 
And  discover  at  last  that  I  read  it  in  vain. 

Let  her  say  why  so  fix'd  and  so  steady  my  look. 
Without  ever  regarding  the  person  who  sxx>ke. 
Still  affecting  to  laugh,  without  hearing  the  joke.  12 

Or  why  when  with  pleasure  her  praises  I  hear, 
(That  sweetest  of  melody  sure  to  my  ear) 
I  attend,  and  at  once  inattentive  appear. 

And  lastly,  when  stunmon'd  to  drink  to  my  flame, 
Let  her  guess  whyl  never  once  mention  her  name,  17 
Though  herself  and  the  woman  I  love  are  the  mme. 

AN  APOLOGY 
FOR  NOT  SHOWING  HER  WHAT  I  HAD  WROTE 
[Written  at  Catfield,  July,  1752.    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 
Did  not  my  muse  (what  can  she  less  ?) 
Perceive  her  own  unworthiness, 
Could  she  by  some  well  chosen  theme, 
But  hope  to  merit  your  esteem, 
She  would  not  thus  conceal  her  lays, 
Ambitious  to  deserve  your  praise. 
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But  should  my  Delia  take  offence, 

And  frown  on  her  impertinence, 

In  silence,  sorrowing  and  forlorn, 

Would  the  despairing  trifler  mourn,  10 

Curse  her  ill-tun'd,  impleasing  lute. 

Then  sigh  and  sit  for  ever  mute. 

In  secret,  therefore,  let  her  play, 

Squandering  her  idle  note©  away ; 

In  secret  as  she  chants  along, 

Cheerful  and  careless  in  her  song ; 

Nor  heed  she  whether  harsh  or  clear. 

Free  from  each  terror,  ev'ry  fear. 

From  that,  of  all  most  dreaded,  free, 

The  terror  of  offending  Thee.  20 

[Written  at  the  same  place,  1752.    Published  by  Croft,  18^.] 

Delia,  th'  imkindest  girl  on  earth, 

When  I  besought  the  fair, 
That  favour  of  intrinsic  worth, 

A  ringlet  of  her  hair,— 

Befus'd  that  instant  to  comply 

With  my  absurd  request, 
For  reasons  she  could  specify, 

Some  twenty  score  at  least.  8 

Trust  me,  my  dear,  however  odd 

It  may  appear  to  say, 
I  sought  it  merely  to  defraud 

Thy  spoiler  of  his  prey. 

Yet,  when  its  sister  locks  shall  fade. 

As  quickly  fade  they  must. 
When  all  their  beauties  are  decay'd. 

Their  gloss,  their  colour,  lost,  16 

Ah  then !  if  haply  to  my  share 

Some  slender  pittance  fall. 
If  I  but  gain  (me  single  hair, 

Nor  age  usurp  them  all ; — 

When  you  behold  it  still  as  sleek. 

As  lovely  to  the  view. 
As  when  it  left  thy  snowy  neck-— 

That  Eden  where  it  grew —  24 

Then  shall  my  Delia's  self  declare. 

That  I  profess'd  the  truth. 
And  have  preserved  my  little  share 

In  everlasting  youth. 
Apology,^17  heedj  heeds  Southey,        Delia,—}?  Yet]  Yes  Bruce^ 
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[Written  at  the  same  place,  1752.    Published  by  Crofts  1825.] 

Tffls  evening,  Delia,  you  and  I 
Have  managed  most  delightfully, 

For  with  a  frown  we  jxaxted ; 
Haying  contrived  some  trifle  that 
We  both  may  be  much  troubled  at, 

And  sadly  disconcerted.  G 

Yet  well  as  each  performed  their  part, 
We  might  perceive  it  was  but  art, 

And  that  we  both  intended 
To  sacrifice  a  little  ease ; 
For  all  such  petty  flaws  as  these 

Are  made  but  to  be  mended.  12 

You  knew,  Dissembler !  all  the  while, 
How  sweet  it  was  to  reconcile 

After  this  heavy  pelt ; 
That  we  should  gain  by  this  allay 
When  next  we  met,  and  laugh  away 

The  care  we  never  felt.  18 

Happy !  when  we  but  seek  t'  endure 
A  htible  pain,  then  find  a  cure 

By  double  joy  requited ; 
For  friendship,  like  a  severed  bone, 
Improves  and  joins  a  stronger  tone 

When  aptly  reunited.  24 


AN  ATTEMPT  AT  THE  MANNER  OF  WALLER 
[Written  at  Drayton,  March  1753.    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 
Did  not  thy  reason  and  thy  sense, 
With  most  i)ersuasive  eloquence, 
CJonvince  me  that  obedience  due 
None  may  so  justly  claim  as  you, 
By  right  of  beauty  you  would  be 
Mistress  o'er  my  heart  and  me.  6 

Then  fear  not  I  should  e'er  rebel, 
My  gentle  love  I  I  might  as  well 
A  forward  peevishness  put  on. 
And  quarrel  with  the  mid-day  sun ; 
Or  question  who  gave  him  a  right 
To  be  so  fiery  and  so  bright.  12 

23  Joins]  gains  Bruee, 
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Nay,  this  were  less  absurd  and  vain 

Than  disobedience  to  thy  reign : 

His  beams  are  often  too  severe ; 

But  thou  art  mild,  as  thou  art  fair ; 

First  from  necessity  we  own  your  sway,        17 

Then  scorn  our  freedom,  and  by  choice  obey. 


A  SONG 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

The  sparkling  eye,  the  mantling  cheek. 
The  polish'd  front,  the  snowy  neck. 

How  seldom  we  behold  in  one ! 
Glossy  locks,  and  brow  serene, 
Venus'  smiles,  Diana's  mien, 

All  meet  in  you,  and  you  alone.  6 

Beauty,  like  other  jww'rs,  maintains 
Her  empire,  and  by  union  reigns ; 

Each  single  feature  faintly  warms, 
But  where  at  once  we  view  displayed 
Unblemish'd  grace,  the  perfect  maid 

Our  eyes,  our  ears,  our  heart  alarms.  12 

So  when  on  earth  the  God  of  day 
Obliquely  sheds  his  tempered  ray. 

Through  convex  orbs  the  beams  transmit, 
The  beams  that  gently  warm'd  before, 
Collected,  gently  warm  no  more. 

But  glow  with  more  prevailing  heat.  18 

UPON  A  VENERABLE   RIVAL 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1826.] 

Pull  thirty  frosts  since  thou  wert  young 

Have  chiird  the  withered  grove. 
Thou  wretch !  and  hast  thou  liv'd  so  long. 

Nor  yet  forgot  to  love  ? 

Ye  Sages !  spite  of  your  pretences 

To  wisdom,  you  must  own 
Your  folly  frequently  commences 

When  you  acknowledge  none.  8 

Not  that  I  deem  it  weak  to  love. 

Or  folly  to  admire. 
But  ah !  the  x)angs  we  lovers  prove 

Far  other  years  require. 

Song— 4  Glossy  Southey  :  Glassy  CrxifL 
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Unheeded  on  the  youthful  brow 

The  beams  of  Phoebus  play, 
But  unsupix>rted  Age  stoops  low 

Beneath  the  sultry  ray.  16 

For  once,  then,  if  untutored  youth, 

Youth  unapproved  by  years, 

•  May  chance  to  deviate  into  tiaith, 

When  your  experience  errs ; 

For  once  attempt  not  to  despise 

What  I  esteem  a  rule : 
Who  early  loves,  though  yoimg,  is  wise— 

Who  old,  though  grey,  a  fool.  24 


WRITTEN  IN  A  QUARREL, 

THE  DELIVERY  OF  IT  PREVENTED  BY  A 
RECONCILIATION 

[Written  1753  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Think,  Delia,  with  what  cruel  haste 

Our  fleeting  pleasures  move. 
Nor  heedless  thus  in  sorrow  waste 

The  moments  due  to  love. 

Be  wise,  my  fair,  and  gently  treat 

These  few  that  are  our  friends ; 
Think,  thus  abtis'd,  what  sad  regret 

Their  speedy  flight  attends !  8 

Sure  in  those  eyes  I  lov'd  so  well. 

And  wish'd  so  long  to  see, 
Anger  I  thought  could  never  dwell. 

Or  anger  aim'd  at  me. 

No  bold  offence  of  mine  I  knew 

Should  e'er  provoke  your  hate ; 
And,  early  taught  to  think  you  true. 

Still  hop'd  a  gentler  fate.  16 

With  kindness  bless  the  pres^it  hour. 

Or  oh !  we  meet  in  vain ! 
What  can  we  do  in  absence  more 

Than  suffer  and  complain  ? 

Fated  to  ills  beyond  redress. 

We  must  endure  our  woe  ; 
The  days  allowed  us  to  possess, 

'Tis  madness  to  forego.  24 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


'SEE  WHERE  THE  THAMES'      275 

[Written  1753  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

See  where  the  Thames,  the  purest  stream 
That  wavers  to  the  noon-day  beam, 

Divides  the  vale  below : 
While  like  a  vein  of  liquid  ore 
His  waves  enrich  the  happy  shore. 

Still  shining  as  they  flow.  6 

Nor  yet,  my  Delia,  to  the  main 
Runs  the  sweet  tide  without  a  stain, 

Unsullied  as  it  seems : 
The  nymphs  of  many  a  sable  flood 
Deform  with  streaks  of  oozy  mud 

The  bosom  of  the  Thames.  12 

Some  idle  rivulets,  that  feed 
And  suckle  ev'ry  noisome  weed, 

A  sandy  bottcon  boast : 
For  ever  bright,  for  ever  clear. 
The  trifling  shallow  rills  appear 

In  their  own  channel  lost.  18 

Thus  fares  it  with  the  human  soul, 
Where  copious  floods  of  passion  roll, 

By  genuine  love  supplied : 
Fair  in  itself  the  current  shows. 
But  ah !  a  thousand  anxious  woes 

Pollute  the  noble  tide.  24 

These  are  emotions  known  to  few ; 
For  where  at  most  a  vap'ry  dew 

Surrounds  the  tranqiul  heart. 
Then,  as  the  triflers  never  prove 
The  glad  excess  of  real  love. 

They  never  prove  the  smart.  30 

Oh  then,  my  life,  at  last  relent, 
Though  cruel  the  reproa<;h  I  sent, 

My  sorrow  was  unf  eign'd : 
Your  passion,  had  I  lov'd  you  not, 
You  might  have  scom'd,  renounced,  forgot. 

And  I  had  ne'er  complained.  36 

While  you  indulge  a  groundless  fear, 
Th'  imaginary  woes  you  bear 

Are  r^  woes  to  me : 
But  iliou  art  kind,  and  good  thou  art, 
Nor  wilt,  by  wronging  thine  own  heart. 

Unjustly  punish  me.  42 

11  Defonn  Sauthey :  Deform'd  Crq/t, 
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[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

How  blest  the  youth  whom  Fate  ordains 
A  kind  relief  from  all  his  pains, 

In  some  admired  fair ; 
Whose  tend'rest  wishes  find  expressed 
Their  own  resemblance  in  her  breast 

Exactly  copied  there.  6 

What  good  soe'er  the  Gods  dispense, 
Th'  enjoyment  of  its  influence 

StiU  on  her  love  depends ; 
Her  love  the  shield  that  guards  his  heart, 
Or  wards  the  blow,  or  blunts  the  dart, 

That  peevish  Fortune  sends.  12 

Thus,  Delia,  while  thy  love  endures, 
The  flame  my  happy  breast  secures 

From  Fortune's  fickle  pow'r ; 
Change  as  she  list,  she  may  increase, 
But  not  abate  my  happiness. 

Confirmed  by  thee  before.  18 

Thus  while  I  share  her  smiles  with  thee^ 
Welcome,  my  love,  shall  ever  be 

The  favours  she  bestows ; 
Yet  not  on  those  I  found  my  bliss. 
But  in  the- noble  ecstasies 

The  faithful  bosom  knows.  24 

And  when  she  prunes  her  wings  for  flight. 
And  flutters  nimbly  from  my  sight, 

Contented  I  resign 
Whatever  she  gave ;  thy  love  alone 
I  can  securely  call  my  own, 

Happy  while  that  is  mine.  30 

ODE 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  ON  THE  MARRIAGE 

OF  A  FRIEND 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft.  1825.] 

Thou  magic  lyre,  whose  fascinating  sound 

Seduc'd  the  savage  monsters  from  their  cave, 
Drew  rocks  and  trees,  and  forms  uncouth  ai*ound, 
And  bade  wild  Hebrus  hush  his  list'ning  wave ; 
No  more  thy  undulating  warblings  flow 
O'er  Thra<3ian  wilds  of  everlasting  snow !  6 

Awake  to  sweeter  sounds,  thou  magic  lyre, 
And  paint  a  lover's  bliss — a  lover's  pain ! 
Far  nobler  triumphs  now  thy  notes  inspire, — 

How  blest— 4  find  Southeyi  finds  Croft.         Ode— 1-6  see  notes. 
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For  see,  Etiridice  attends  thy  strain ; 
Her  smile,  a  prize  beyond  the  conjuror's  aim — 
Superior  to  the  cancell'd  breath  of  fame.  12 

From  her  sweet  brow  to  chase  the  gloom  of  care, 
To  check  that  tear  that  dims  the  beaming  eye, 

To  bid  her  heart  the  rising  sigh  forbear, 
And  flush  her  orient  cheek  with  brighter  joy. 

In  that  dear  breast  soft  symi)athy  to  move, 

.^d  touch  the  springs  of  rapture  and  of  love !      18 

Ah  me !  how  long  bewildered  and  astray, 
Lost  and  benighted,  did  my  footsteps  rove. 

Till,  sent  by  heav'n  to  cheer  my  pathless  way, 
A  star  arose — the  radiant  star  of  love. 

The  Qod  propitious  join'd  our  willing  hands. 

And  Hymen  wreath'd  us  in  his  rosy  bands.  24 

Yet  not  the  beaming  eye,  or  placid  brow, 
Or  golden  tresses,  hid  the  subtle  dart ; 

To  charms  superior  far  than  those  I  bow. 
And  nobler  worth  enslaves  my  vanquished  heart ; 

The  beauty,  elegance,  and  grace  combined,  29 

Which  beam  transcendant  from  that  angel  mind ; 

While  vulgar  passions — meteors  of  a  day, 
E^ire  before  the  chilling  blasts  of  age, 

Our  holy  flame,  with  pure  and  steady  ray. 
Its  glooms  shall  brighten,  and  its  pangs  assuage ; 

By  Virtue  (sacred  vestal)  fed,  shall  i&iine,  35 

And  warm  our  fainting  souls  with  energy  divine. 


ON  HER  ENDEAVOURING  TO  CONCEAL 
HER  GRIEF  AT  PARTING 

[Written  1764  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Ah  !  wherefore  should  my  weeping  maid  suppress 
Those  gentle  signs  of  undissembled  woe  ? 

When  from  soft  love  proceeds  the  deep  disti^ess. 
Ah  I  why  forbid  the  willing  tears  to  flow  ? 

Since  for  my  sake  each  dear  translucent  drop 
Breaks  forth,  best  witness  of  thy  truth  sincere. 

My  lips  should  drink  the  precious  mixture  up. 
And,  ere  it  falls,  receive  the  trembling  tear.       8 

Trust  me,  these  symptoms  of  thy  faithful  heart. 
In  absence,  shidl  my  dearest  hopes  sustain, 

Delia !  since  such  thy  sorrow  that  we  part. 
Such  when  we  meet  thy  joy  shall  be  again. 

21  way  Bmce  :  ray  Crqfl, 
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Hard  is  that  heart  and  unsubdued  by  love 
That  feels  no  pain,  nor  ever  heaves  a  sigh, 

Such  hearts  the  fiercest  passions  only  prove, 
Or  freeze  in  cold  insensibility.  16 

Oh !  then  indulge  thy  grief,  nor  fear  to  tell 
The  ^ntle  source  from  whence  thy  sorrows  flow  I 

Nor  thmk  it  weakness  when  we  love  to  feel. 
Nor  think  it  weakness  what  we  feel  to  show. 


[Written  at  Berkhamstead  1754  (?).    Published  by  Oroft,  1825.] 
Bid  adieu,  my  sad  heart,  bid  adieu  to  thy  peace, 
Thy  pleasure  is  past,  and  thy  sorro wa  increase ; 
See  the  shadows  of  ev'ning  how  far  they  extend. 
And  a  long  night  is  coming,  that  never  may  end ; 
For  the  sim  is  now  set  that  enHven'd  the  scene. 
And  an  age  must  be  past  ere  it  rises  again.  6 

Already  deprived  of  its  splendour  and  heat, 
I  feel  thee  more  slowly,  more  heavily  beat ; 
Perhaps  overstrained  with  the  quick  pulse  of  plea- 
sure,   ' 
Thou  art  glad  of  this  respite  to  beat  at  thy  leisure ; 
But  the  sigh  of  distress  shall  now  weary  tiiee  more 
Than  the  flutter  and  tumult  of  passion  before.     12 

The  heart  of  a  lover  is  never  at  rest. 

With  joy  overwhelmed,  or  with  sorrow  oppressed : 

When  Delia  is  near,  aUis  ecstasy  then, 

And  I  even  forget  I  must  lose  her  again : 

When  absent,  as  wretched  as  happy  before. 

Despairing  I  cry,  I  shall  see  her  no  more.  18 


WRITTEN  AFTER  LEAVING  HER  AT 

NEW  BURNS 

[Written  at  Berkhamstead  1754  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

How  quick  the  change  from  joy  to  woe, 

How  chequer'd  is  our  lot  below ! 

Seldom  we  view  the  prospect  fair ; 

Dark  clouds  of  sorrow,  pain,  and  care, 

(Some  pleasing  intervals  between,) 

Scowl  over  more  than  half  the  scene. 

Last  week  with  Delia,  gentle  maid ! 

Far  hence  in  happier  fields  I  stray'd. 

While  on  her  dear  enchanting  tongue 

Soft  sounds  of  grateful  welcome  hung,  10 

For  absence  had  withheld  it  long. 
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Welcome  my  long-lost  love,  she  said, 

fi'er  since  our  adverse  fates  decreed 

That  we  must  part,  and  I  must  mourn 

Till  once  more  blest  by  thy  return, 

Love,  on  whose  influence  I  relied 

For  all  the  transports  I  enjoyed, 

Has  play'd  the  cruel  tyrant's  part, 

And  tum'd  tormentor  to  my  heart ; 

But  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  breast,  20 

Dear  partner  of  my  joy  and  rest. 

And  not  a  pain,  and  not  a  fear, 

Or  anxious  doubt,  shall  enter  there. — 

Happy,  thought  I,  the  favoured  youth. 

Blest  with  such  undissembled  truth  !— 

Five  suns  successive  rose  and  set. 

And  saw  no  monarch  in  his  state, 

Wrapt  in  the  blaze  of  majesty. 

So  free  from  every  care  as  I. — 

Next  day  the  scene  was  overcast,  30 

Such  day  till  then  I  never  pass'd, — 

For  on  tiiat.day,  relentless  fate  I 

Delia  and  I  must  separate. 

Yet  ere  we  look'd  our  last  farewell, 

From  her  dear  Hps  this  comfort  fell  :— 

**  Fear  not  that  time,  where'er  we  rove. 

Or  absence,  shall  abate  my  love." 

And  can  I  doubt,  my  charming  maid ! 

As  unsincere  what  you  have  said  ? 

Banished  from  thee  to  what  I  hate,  40 

Dull  neighbours  and  insipid  chat. 

No  joy  to  cheer  me,  none  in  view. 

But  the  dear  hope  of  meeting  you  ;— 

And  that  through  passion's  optic  seen, 

With  ages  interpos'd  between, — 

Blest  with  the  kind  support  you  give, 

'Tis  by  your  promis'd  truth  I  Hve ; 

How  deep  my  woes,  how  fierce  my  flame, 

You  b^  may  tell,  who  feel  the  same. 


R.  S.  S. 

[Written  1756  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

All- WORSHIPPED  Gk)ld  I  thou  mighty  mystery  ! 
Bay  by  what  name  shall  I  address  thee  rather, 
Our  blessing,  or  our  bane  ?  without  thy  aid, 
The  generous  pangs  of  pity  but  distress 

26  set  Souihey  t  sat  Crqft. 
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The  human  heart,  that  fain  would  feel  the  bliss 
Of  blessing  otliers ;  and,  enslaved  by  thee. 
Far  from  relieving  woes  which  others  feel, 
Misers  oppress  themselves.    Our  blessing  then 
With  virtue  when  i)ossess'd ;  without,  our  bane ! 
If  in  my  bosom  unperceiv'd  there  lurk  10 

The  deep-sown  seeds  of  av'rice  or  ambition, 
Blame  me,  ye  great  ones,  (for  I  scorn  your  censure) 
But  let  the  gen'rous  and  the  good  commend  me ; 
That  to  my  Delia  I  direct  them  all, 
The  worthiest  object  of  a  virtuous  love. 
Oh !  to  some  distant  scene,  a  willing  exile 
From  the  wild  uproar  of  this  busy  world, 
Were  it  my  fate  with  Delia  to  retire ; 
With  her  to  wander  through  the  sylvan  shade, 
Each  mom,  or  o'er  the  moss-imbrowned  turf,      20 
Where,  blest  as  the  prime  parents  of  mankind 
In  their  own  Eden,  we  would  envy  none; 
But,  greatly  pitying  whom  the  world  calls  happy, 
Gtently  spin  out  the  silken  thread  of  life ; 
While  from  her  lips  attentive  I  receive 
The  tend'rest  dictates  of  the  purest  flame. 
And  from  her  eyes  (where  soft  complacence  sits 
Ulimiin'd  with  the  radiant  beams  of  sense) 
Tranquillity  beyond  a  monarch's  reach! 
Forgive  me,  heav'n !  this  only  avarice  30 

My  soul  indulges ;  I  confess  the  crime, 
(If  to  esteem,  to  covet  such  perfection 
Be  criminal,)  Oh  grant  me  Delia !  grant  me  wealth  I 
Wealth  to  alleviate,  not  increase  my  wants, 
And  grant  me  virtue,  without  which  nor  wealth 
Nor  Delia  can  avail  to  make  me  blest. 


R.  S.  S. 
WRITTEN  IN  A  FIT  OF  ILLNESS 

[Written  1755  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

In  these  sad  hours,  a  prey  to  ceaseless  pain, 

While  feverish  pulses  leap  in  ev'ry  vein, 

When  each  faint  breath  the  last  short  effort  seems 

Of  life  just  parting  from  my  feeble  limbs ; 

How  wild  soever  my  wandering  thoughts  may  be, 

Still,  gentle  Delia,  still  they  tmn  on  thee  1 

At  length  if,  sliunb'ring  to  a  short  repose, 

A  sweet  oblivion  frees  me  from  my  woes^ 

Thy  form  appears,  thy  footsteps  I  pursue, 

Through  springy  vales,  and  meadows  wash'd  in  dew ; 
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Thy  arm  supports  me  to  the  fountain's  brink,      li 
Where,  by  some  secret  pow'r  forbid  to  drink, 
Gkusping  with  thirst,  I  view  the  tempting  fLood 
That  flies  my  touch,  or  thickens  into  mud, 
Till  thine  own  hand  immerg'd  tiie  goblet  dips, 
And  bears  it  streaming  to  my  burning  lips; 
There  borne  aloft  on  Fancy's  wing  we  fly, 
like  souls  embodied  to  their  native  sky ; 
Now  ev'ry  rock,  each  moimtain,  disappears. 
And  the  round  earth  an  even  surface  wears ;        20 
When  lo  I  the  force  of  some  resistless  weight 
Bears  me  straight  down  from  that  pernicious  height ; 
Parting,  in  vain  our  struggling  arms  we  close ; 
Abhorred  forms,  dire  phantoms  interpose ; 
With  trembling  voice  on  thy  lov'd  name  I  caU, 
And  gulphs  yawn  ready  to  receive  my  fall ; 
From  these  fallacious  visions  of  distress 
I  wake ;  nor  are  my  real  sorrows  less. 
Thy  absence,  Delia  I  heightens  every  ill. 
And  gives  e'en  trivial  pains  the  pow'r  to  kill.       80 
Oh !  wert  tiiou  near  me ;  yet  that  wish  forbear ! 
'Twere  vain,  my  love — 'twere  vain  to  wish  thee  near; 
Thy  tender  heart  would  heave  with  anguish  too. 
And  by  partaking  but  increase  my  woe. 
Alone  I'll  grieve,  tiU,  gloomy  sorrow  past. 
Health,  like  the  cheerful  day-spring,  comes  at  last — 
Comes  fraught  with  bliss  to  banish  ev'ry  pain, 
Hope,  joy,  and  peace,  and  Delia  in  her  train  I 

TO  DELIA 

[Written  1756.    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Ms  to  whatever  state  the  Gods  assign, 
Believe,  my  love,  whatever  state  be  mine. 
Ne'er  shall  my  breast  one  anxious  sorrow  know, 
Ne'er  shall  my  heart  confess  a  real  woe ; 
If  to  thy  share  heav'n's  choicest  blessings  fall. 
As  thou  hast  virtue  to  deserve  them  all. 
Yet  vain,  alas !  that  idle  hope  would  be 
That  builds  on  happiness  remote  from  thee. 
Oh !  may  tiiy  charms,  whate'er  our  fate  decrees, 
Please,  as  they  must,  but  let  them  only  please—  10 
Not  like  the  sim  with  equal  influence  shine. 
Nor  warm  with  transport  any  heart  but  mine. 
Ye  who  from  wealth  th'  iU-grotmded  title  boast 
To  claim  whatever  beauty  charms  you  most ; 
Ye  sons  of  fortune,  who  consult  alone 
Her  parents'  will,  regardless  of  her  own. 
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Know  that  a  love  like  otirs,  a  gen'rous  flame, 
No  wealth  can  purchase,  and  no  pow'r  reclaim. 
The  soul's  affection  can  be  only  given 
Free,  unextorted,  as  the  grace  of  heaven.  20 

Is  there  whose  faithful  bosom  can  endure 
Pangs  fierce  as  mine,  nor  ever  hope  a  cure? 
Who  sighs  in  absence  of  the  dear-lov'd  maid, 
Nor  summons  once  indifference  to  his  aid? 
Who  can,  like  me,  the  nice  resentment  prove, 
The  thousand  soft  disquietudes  of  love ; 
The  trivial  strifes  that  cause  a  real  pain ; 
The  real  bliss  when  reconcil'd  again  ? 
Let  him  alone  dispute  the  real  prize. 
And  read  his  sentence  in  my  Delia's  eyes ;  30 

There  shall  he  read  all  gentleness  and  truth, 
But  not  himself,  the  dear  distinguished  youth ; 
Pity  for  him  perhaps  they  may  express — 
Pity,  that  will  but  heighten  his  distress. 
But,  wretched  rival  I  he  must  sigh  to  see 
The  sprightUer  rays  of  love  directed  aU  to  me. 

And  thou,  dear  antidote  of  ev'ry  pain 
Which  fortune  can  inflict,  or  love  ordain, 
Since  early  love  has  taught  thee  to  despise 
What  the  world's  worthless  vot'ries  only  prize,    40 
Believe,  my  love !  no  less  the  gen'rous  God 
Rules  in  my  breast,  his  ever  blest  abode ; 
There  has  he  driven  each  gross  desire  away. 
Directing  ev'ry  wish  and  ev'ry  thought  to  tiiee ! 
Then  can  I  ever  leave  my  Delia's  arms, 
A  slave,  devoted  to  inferior  charms  ? 
Can  e'er  my  soul  her  reason  so  disgrace  ? 
For  what  blest  minister  of  heav'nly  race 
Would  quit  that  heav'n  to  find  a  happier  place? 

[Written  1757  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 
Hope,  like  the  short-liv'd  ray  that  gleams  awhile 

Through  wintry  skies  upon  the  frozen  waste. 
Cheers  e'en  the  face  of  misery  to  a  smile ; 

But  soon  the  momentary  pleasure's  past ! 

How  oft,  my  Delia !  since  our  last  farewell, 
(Years  that  have  roll'd  since  that  distressful  hour, ) 

Griev'd  I  have  said,  when  most  our  hopes  prevail 
Our  promis'd  happiness  is  least  secure.  8 

Oft  I  have  thought  the  scene  of  troubles  closed. 
And  hop'd  once  more  to  gaze  upon  your  charms; 

As  oft  some  dire  mischance  has  interpc^ed, 
And  snatch'd  th'  expected  blessing  from  my  arms. 
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The  seaman  thus,  his  shattered  vessel  lost. 
Still  vainly  strives  to  shun  the  threatening  death; 

And  while  he  thinks  to  gain  the  friendly  coast, 
And  drops  his  feet,  and  feels  the  sands  beneath :  16 

Borne  by  the  wave,  steep-sloping  from  the  shore, 
Back  to  th'  inclement  deep  again  he  beats 

The  surge  aside,  and  seems  to  tread  secure ; 
And  now  the  refluent  wave  his  baffled  toil  defeats. 

Had  you,  my  love,  forbade  me  to  pursue 
My  fond  attempt,  disdainfully  retired. 

And  with  proud  scorn  compeU'd  me  to  subdue 
Th'  ill-fated  passion  by  yourself  inspired ;  24 

Then  haply  to  some  distant  spot  removed. 
Hopeless  to  gain,  unwilling  to  molest 

With  fond  entreaties  whom  I  dearly  loved, 
Despair  or  absence  had  redeem'd  my  rest. 

But  now,  sole  partner  in  my  Delia's  heart. 
Yet  doom'd  far  off  in  exile  to  complain. 

Eternal  absence  cannot  ease  my  smart. 
And  hope  subsists  but  to  prolong  my  pain.        32 

Oh  then  I  kind  heav'n,  be  this  my  latest  breath ; 

Here  end  my  life,  or  make  it  worth  my  care ; 
Absence  from  whom  we  love  is  worse  than  death, 

And  frustrate  hope  severer  than  despair. 


AN  ODE 

ON  READING  MR.  RICHARDSON'S  HISTORY  OF 
SIR  CHARLES  GRANDISON 

[Written  1753.    Published  complete  by  Croft,  1825 ;  last  four 
stanzas  published  by  Hayley,  18(l3.] 

Say,  ye  apostate  and  profane 
Wretches  who  blush  not  to  disdain 

Allegiance  to  your  God,— 
Did  e'er  your  idly- wasted  love 
Of  virtue  for  her  sake  remove 

And  Hf t  you  from  the  crowd  ?  6 

Would  you  the  race  of  glory  run, 
Know,  the  devout,  and  they  alone. 

Are  equal  to  the  task : 
The  labours  of  th'  illustrious  course 
Far  other  than  th'  unaided  force 

Of  human  vigour  ask.  12 
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To  arm  against  repeated  ill 

The  patient  heart  too  brave  to  feel 

The  tortures  of  despair ; 
Nor  suffer  yet  high-crested  Pride, 
When  wealth  flows  in  with  ev'ry  tide, 

To  gain  admittance  there ;  18 

To  rescue  from  the  tyrant's  sword 
Th' oppressed ;  unseen,  and  unimplor'd, 

To  cheer  the  face  of  woe ; 
From  lawless  insult  to  defend 
An  orphan's  right,  a  fallen  friend, 

Aiid  a  forgiven  foe ;  24 

These,  these  distinguish  from  the  crowd, 
And  these  alone,  the  great  and  good. 

The  guardians  of  mankind : 
Whose  bosoms  with  these  virtues  heave, 
Oh  with  what  matchless  speed  they  leave 

The  multitude  behind !  30 

Then  ask  ye  from  what  source  on  earth 
Virtues  like  these  derive  their  birth  ? 

Deriv'd  from  Heaven  alone, 
Full  on  that  favoured  breast  they  shine 
Where  feith  and  resignation  join 

To  call  the  blessing  down.  36 

Such  is  that  heart : — ^but  while  the  muse 
Thy  theme,  O  Richardson,  pursues. 

Her  feebler  spirits  faint ; 
She  cannot  reach,  and  shall  not  wrong 
That  subject  for  an  angeVs  song. 

The  hero,  and  the  saint  I  42 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  W.  RUSSELL 

[Written  in  a  letter  to  Harriet  CoMrper,  afterwards  Lady  Hesketh, 
1757.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Doom'd  as  I  am  in  solitude  to  waste 
The  present  moments,  and  regret  the  past ; 
Deprived  of  ev*ry  joy  I  valued  most. 
My  friend  torn  from  me,  and  my  mistress  lost ; 
Call  not  this  gloom  I  wear,  this  anxious  mien, 
The  dull  effect  of  humour,  or  of  spleen ! 
Still,  still  I  mourn,  with  each  returning  day. 
Him*  snatch'd  by  fate,  in  early  youth  away, 
*  Sir  William  Russell,  the  favourite  friend  of  the  young  poet  [H.]. 
16  suffer]  safer  all  previous  edd,  31  source  Crqfli  cause 

HayUy.  40  shall  Crqfl :  would  Hayley. 
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And  her — through  tedious  years  of  doubt  and  pain, 
Fix'd  in  her  choice,  and  fai&ful — but  in  vain.     10 
O  prone  to  pity,  gen'rous,  and  sincere, 
Whose  eye  ne'er  yet  refused  the  wretch  a  tear ; 
Whose  heart  the  real  claim  of  friendship  knows, 
Nor  thinks  a  lover's  are  but  fancied  woes ; 
See  me— ere  yet  my  destin'd  course  half  done. 
Cast  forth  a  wand'rer  on  a  wild  imknown ! 
See  me  neglected  on  the  world's  rude  coast, 
Each  dear  companion  of  my  voyage  lost ! 
Nor  ask  why  clouds  of  sorrow  shade  my  brow, 
And  r^idy  tears  wait  only  leave  to  flow !  20 

Why  all  that  soothes  a  heart  from  anguish  free. 
All  that  delights  the  happy— palls  with  me  I 


ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  MACARTNEY 

ON  READING  THE  PRAYER  FOR  INDIFFERENCE^ 

[Written  1762.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

And  dwells  there  in  a  female  heart. 

By  bounteous  heav'n  designed 
Tlie  choicest  raptures  to  impart. 

To  feel  the  most  refin*d-^ 

Dwells  there  a  wish  in  such  a  breast 

Its  nature  to  forego. 
To  smother  in  ignoble  rest 

At  once  both  bliss  and  woe?  8 

Far  be  the  thought,  and  far  the  strain. 

Which  breathes  the  low  desire, 
How  sweet  soe'er  the  verse  complain, 

Tho'  Phoebus  string  the  lyre. 

Come  then  fair  maid  (in  nature  wise) 

Who,  knowing  them,  can  tell 
From  generous  sympathy  what  joys 

The  glowing  bosom  swell :  16 

In  justice  to  the  various  pow'rs 

Of  pleasing,  which  you  share, 
Join  me,  amid  your  suent  hours. 

To  form  the  better  pray'r. 

*  For  Mrs.   Greville*8   Ode   see  Annual   Register,    vol.   v. 
p.  202  [J.] 
Death  cfSir  W.  JRus8€U—15  distant  ffayley  {181S), 
Tq  Mi$$  Macartney— Title  blank  in  1815. 
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With  lenient  balm  may  OVron  hence 

To  fairy-land  be  driv'n ; 
With  ev'ry  herb  that  blunts  the  sense 

Mankind  received  from  heav'n.  24 

'*  Oh !  if  my  Sovereign  Author  please, 

Far  be  it  from  my  fate, 
To  Hve,  imblest,  in  torpid  ease, 

And  slumber  on  in  state ; 

Each  tender  tie  of  life  defied, 

Whence  social  pleasures  spring, 
Unmov'd  with  all  the  world  beside, 

A  solitary  thing."—  32 

Some  Alpine  mountain,  wrapt  in  snow, 

Thus  braves  the  whirling  blast. 
Eternal  winter  doom'd  to  £iow, 

No  genial  spring  to  taste. 

In  vain  warm  suns  their  influence  shed, 

The  zephyrs  sport  in  vain. 
He  rears  unchanged  his  barren  head. 

Whilst  beauty  decks  the  plain.  40 

What  though,  in  scaly  armour  drest. 

Indifference  may  repel 
The  shafts  of  woe — in  such  a  breast 

No  joy  can  ever  dwell. 

'Tis  woven  in  the  world  s  great  plan. 

And  fix'd  by  heav'n's  decree, 
That  all  the  true  delights  of  man 

Should  spring  from  Sympathy,  48 

'Tis  nature  bids,  and  whilst  the  laws 

Of  nature  we  retain. 
Our  self -approving  bosom  draws 

A  pleasure  from  its  pain. 

Thus  grief  itself  has  comforts  dear. 

The  sordid  never  know ; 
And  ecstasy  attends  the  tear. 

When  virtue  bids  it  flow.  56 

For,  when  it  streams  from  that  pure  source, 

No  bribes  the  heart  can  win. 
To  check,  or  alter  from  its  course. 

The  luxury  within. 

Peace  to  the  phlegm  of  sullen  elves, 

Who,  if  from  labotir  eas'd. 
Extend  no  care  beyond  themselves, 

Unpleasing  and  impleas'd.  64 
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Let  no  low  thought  suggest  the  pray'r, 

Oh  I  grant,  kind  heav'n,  to  me, 
Long  as  I  draw  ethereal  air, 

Sweet  Sensibility. 

Where'er  the  heav'nly  nymph  is  seen, 

With  lustre-beaming  eye, 
A  train,  attendant  on  their  queen, 

(Her  rosy  chorus)  fly.  72 

The  jocimd  Loves  in  Hymen's  band. 

With  torches  ever  bright, 
And  gen'rous  Friendship  hand  in  hand. 

With  Pity's  wat'ry  sight ; 

The  gentler  Virtues  too  are  join'd. 

In  youth  immortal  warm, 
The  soft  relations  which,  combin'd. 

Give  life  her  ev'ry  charm.  80 

The  Arts  come  smiling  in  the  close. 

And  lend  celestial  fire. 
The  marble  breathes,  the  canvas  glows. 

The  Muses  sweep  the  Ijre, 

*'  Still  may  my  melting  bosom  cleave 

To  suff 'rings  not  my  own ; 
And  still  the  sigh  responsive  heave. 

Where'er  is  heard  a  groan.  88 

So  Pity  shall  take  Virtue's  part, 

Her  natural  ally. 
And  fashioning  my  soften'd  heart, 

Prei)are  it  for  the  sky." 

This  artless  vow  may  heav'n  receive. 

And  you,  fond  maid,  approve : 
So  may  your  guiding  angel  give 

Whate'er  you  wish  or  love.  96 

So  may  the  rosy-finger'd  hours 

Lead  on  the  various  year, 
And  ev'ry  joy,  which  now  is  yours, 

Extend  a  larger  sphere : 

And  suns  to  come,  as  round  they  wheel, 

Your  golden  moments  bless. 
With  all  a  tender  heart  can  feel, 

Or  lively  fancy  guess.  104 
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AN  ODE 
SECUNDUM  ARTEM 

[Written  1703  (?).  Published  in  the  St.  Jamee  Magazine,  edited 
by  Robert  Lloyd,  Nov.,  1763.  First  claimed,  on  somewhat 
doubtful  evidence,  as  probably  Oowper's  by  Southey.] 

I 

Shall  I  begin  with  Ah,  or  Oh  f 

Be  sad?  Oh!  yes.    Be  glad?  Ah!  no. 
Light  subjects  suit  not  grave  Pindaric  ode, 
Which  walks  in  metre  down  the  Strophic  road. 

But  let  the  sober  matron  wear 

Her  own  xnechanic  sober  air : 
Ah  me!  ill  suits,  aJaa!  the  sprightly  jig, 
Long  robes  of  ermine,  or  Sir  Cloudsley^s  wig. 

Come,  placid  Dullness,  gently  come, 

And  all  my  faculties  benumb,  10 

Let  thought  turn  e±ile,  while  the  vacant  mind 
To  trickle  words  and  pretty  phrase  confin'd, 

Pumping  for  trim  description's  art, 

To  win  tiie  ear,  neglects  the  heart. 
So  shall  thy  sister  Taste's  peculiar  sons, 
Lineal  Descendants  from  the  Gk>THS  and  Huns, 

Struck  with  the  true  and  grand  sublime 

Ot  rythm  converted  into  Rime, 
Court  the  quaint  Muse ;  and  con  her  lessons  o^er, 
When  sleep  the  sluggish  waves  by  Granta's  shore : 

There  shall  each  poet  pare  and  trim,  21 

Stretch,  cramp,  or  lop  the  verse's  hmb, 
While  rebel  Wit  beholds  them  with  disdain, 
And  Fancy  flies  aloft,  nor  heeds  their  servile  chain. 

II 

Oh  Fancy,  bright  aerial  maid  I 

Where  have  thy  vagrant  footsteps  stray 'd  ? 
For  ah!  I  miss  thee  midst  thy  wonted  haunt, 
Since  silent  now  th'  enthusiastic  chaunt, 

Which  erst  like  frenzy  roll'd  along, 

Driv'n  by  th'  impetuous  tide  of  song,  30 

Rushing  secure  where  native  genius  bore. 
Not  Cautious  Coasting  by  the  Shelving  Shore. 

Hail  to  the  sons  of  modem  Rime, 

Mechanic  dealers  in  sublime, 
Whose  lady  Muse  full  wantonly  is  dress'd, 
In  light  expressions  (|uaint,  and  tinsel  vest, 

Where  swelling  epithets  are  laid 

(Art's  ineffectual  parade) 
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As  varnish  on  the  cheek  of  Harlot  light ; 
The  rest  thin  sown  with  profit  or  delight,  40 

But  ill  compares  with  antient  song, 
Where  Gtenius  pour'd  its  flood  along ; 
Yet  such  is  Art's  presumptuous  idle  claim, 
She  marshals  out  the  way  to  modem  fame ; 
From  Grecian  fables'  pompous  lore. 
Description's  studied,  glittering  store. 
Smooth,  Soothing  Sounds,  and  sweet  alternate  rime, 
Clinking  like  change  of  bells,  in  tingle  tangle  chime. 

Ill 
The  lark  shall  soar  in  ev'ry  Ode, 
With  flow'rs  of  light  description  strew'd,  50 

And  sweetly,  warbling  Philomel,  shall  flow 
Thy  Soothing  Sadness  in  mechanic  woe. 
Trim  Epithets  shall  spread  their  gloss, 
While  ev'ry  Cell's  o'ergrown  with  moss : 
Here  Oaks  shall  rise  in  chains  of  ivy  bound, 
There  Smould'ring  Stones  o'er-spread  the  rugged 
groimd. 
Here  forests  brown,  and  azure  hills. 
There  babbling  fonts,  and  prattling  rills ; 
Here  some  gay  river  floats  in  crisped  streams, 
While  the  bright  Sun  now  gilds  his  morning  beams, 
Or  sinking  to  his  Thetis'  breast,  61 

Drives  in  description  down  the  west. 
— Oh  let  me  boast,  with  pride  becoming  skill, 
I  crown  the  summit  of  Parnassus'  Hill : 
While  Taste  with  Gtenius  shall  dispense, 
And  soimd  shall  triumph  over  sense ; 
O'er  the  gay  mead  with  curious  steps  I'll  stray ; 
And,  like  the  Bee,  steal  all  its  sweets  away. 
Extract  its  beauty,  and  its  pow'r, 
From  every  new  poetic  flow'r,  70 

Whose  sweets  collected  may  a  wreath  compose, 
To  bind  the  Poet's  brow,  or  please  the  Critic's  nose. 


LINES  WRITTEN  DURING  A  PERIOD  OF 

INSANITY 

CWrH;^n  1763.    Published  in  the  Autobiography,  1816.] 

HATOftD  aiid  vjengeance,  my  eternal  portion, 
ScalHce  can  endxire  delay  of  execution, 
Wait,  with  impatient  readiness,  to  seize  my 
'    Soul  in  a  moment. 
71  wreath  SoiUhey :  wreathe  176S 
L 
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Damn'd  below  Judas :  more  abhorred  than  he  was, 
Who  for  a  few  i)enee  sold  his  holy  Master. 
Twice  betrayed  Jesus  me,  the  last  delinquent, 

Deems  the  prof anest.  8 

Man  disavows,  and  Deity  disowns  me : 
Hell  might  afford  my  miseries  a  shelter ; 
Therefore  hell  keeps  her  ever  himgry  mouths  all 
Bolted  against  me. 

Hard  lot!  encompassed  with  a  thousand  dangers ; 
Weary,  faint,  trembling  with  a  thousand  terrors ; 
I'm  called,  if  vanquished,  to  receive  a  sentence 

Worse  than  Abiram's.       16 

Him  the  vindictive  rod  of  angry  justice 
Sent  quick  and  howling  to  the  centre  headlong ; 
J,  fed  with  judgment,  in  a  fleshly  tomb,  am 
Buried  above  ground. 


A  SONG  OF  MERCY  AND  JUDGMENT 

[Written  1764.   Published,  from  the  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS., 
in  The  Univergal  Rev^iew,  1890.] 

Lord,  I  love  the  habitation 

Where  the  Saviour's  honour  dwells ; 
At  the  sound  of  thy  salvation 
With  delight  my  bosom  swells. 

Grace  Divine,  how  sweet  the  sound, 
Sweet  the  grace  that  I  have  found.  6 

Me  thro'  waves  of  deep  affliction. 

Dearest  Saviour !  thou  hast  brought, 
Fiery  deeps  of  sharp  conviction 
Hard  to  bear  and  passing  thought. 
Sweet  the  sound  of  Grace  Divine, 
Sweet  the  grace  which  makes  me  thine.  12 

From  the  cheerful  beams  of  morning 

Sad  I  tum'd  mine  eyes  away : 
And  the  shades  of  night  returning 

Fiird  my  soul  with  new  dismay.  16 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 

Food  I  loath'd  nor  ever  tasted 

But  by  violence  constrained. 
Strength  decajW  and  body  wasted, 

Spoke  the  terrors  I  sustain'd.  20 

Sweet  the  soimd,  &c. 

XmM— 15  if  vanquished]  South^y  sti^geHs  in  anfiruish. 
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Bound  and  watch'd,  lest  life  abhorring 

I  should  my  own  death  procure, 
For  to  me  the  Pit  of  Boaring 

Seem'd  more  easy  to  endure.  24 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 

Fear  of  Thee,  with  gloomy  sadness, 

Overwhelmed  thy  guilty  worm. 
Till  reduced  to  moping  madness 

Reason  sank  benea&  the  storm.  28 

Sweet  the  soimd,  &c. 

Then  what  soul-distressing  noises 
Seem'd  to  reach  me  from  below. 
Visionary  scenes  and  voices, 
Flames  of  Hell  and  screams  of  woe  *  32 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 
But  at  length  a  word  of  Healing 
Sweeter  than  an  angel's  note, 
From  the  Saviour's  lips  discing 
Chas'd  despair  and  changed  my  lot.  3(5 

Sweet  the  sound,  &c. 
'Twas  a  word  well  tim'd  and  suited 

To  the  need  of  such  an  hour. 
Sweet  to  one  like  me  polluted, 
Si)oke  in  love  and  seal'd  with  pow'r.  40 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 
I,  He  said,  have  seen  thee  grieving, 

Lov'd  thee  as  I  pass'd  thee  by ; 
Be  not  faithless,  but  believing. 
Look,  and  live,  and  never  die.  44 

Sweet  the  sound,  &c. 
Take  the  Bloody  Seal  I  give  thee, 
Deep  impressed  upon  Siy  soid ; 
God,  thy  God,  will  now  receive  thee, 
Faith  hath  sav'd  thee,  thou  art  whole.  48 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 
All  at  once  my  chains  were  broken, 

From  my  feet  my  fetters  fell, 
And  that  word  in  pity  spoken, 
Snatch'd  me  from  the  gates  of  Hell.  52 

Grace  Divine,  &c. 
Since  that  hour,  in  hope  of  glory. 
With  thy  followers  I  am  found. 
And  relate  the  wond'rous  story 
To  thy  list'ning  saints  aroxmd.  66 

Sweet  the  sound  of  Grace  Divine, 
Sweet  the  grace  which  makes  me  thine. 
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ODE  TO  PEACE 

[Written  1773  (?).    Published  1782.    There  is  a  copy  among  the 
AshMSS.] 

Come,  peace  of  mind,  delightful  guest ! 
Return  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart ! — 
Nor  riches  I,  nor  pow'r,  pursue, 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  view ; 

We  therefore  need  not  part.  6 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell  if  not  with  me, 
Prom  av'rice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles? 
For  whom,  alas !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets  that  I  was  wont  to  share, 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ?  12 

The  great,  the  gay.  Shall  they  partake 
The  heav'n  that  thou  alone  canst  make  ? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  grove  and  the  sequestered  shed. 

To  be  a  guest  with  them?  18 

For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  priz'd. 
For  thee  I  gladly  sacrific'd 

Whatever  I  lov'd  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away. 
And,  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  thee  say — 

Farewell  I  we  meet  no  more  ?  24 

THE  SHRUBBERY, 
WRITTEN  IN  A  TIME  OF  AFFLICTION 

[Written  1773.    Published  1782.) 

Oh,  happy  shades— to  me  imblest ! 

Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me ! 
How  ill  the  scene  that  offers  rest. 

And  heart  that  cannot  rest,  agree ! 
This  glassy  stream,  that  spreading  pine. 

Those  alders  quivering  to  the  breeze, 
Might  sooth  a  soul  less  huii;  than  mine. 

And  please,  if  any  thing  could  please.         8 
But  fix'd  imalterable  care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  feels  within. 
Shows  the  same  sadness  ev'ry  where, 

And  sUghts  the  season  and  the  scene. 

Ode  to  Peaces  this  sad ]  William's  A,  9  Whom  nothing 

Base  beguiles  ? -4.  ' 
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For  all  that  pleased  in  wood  or  lawn, 
While  peace  i)OBsess'd  these  silent  bow'rs, 

Her  aninia,ting  smile  withdrawn, 
Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  powers.  16 

The  saint  or  moralist  should  tread 
This  moss-grown  alley,  musing,  slow ; 

They  seek,  like  me,  the  secret  shade, 
But  not,  like  me,  to  nourish  woe  I 

Me  fruitful  scenes  and  prospects  waste 

Alike  admonish  not  to  roam ; 
These  tell  me  of  enjoyments  past. 

And  those  of  sorrows  yet  to  come.  24 

HEU !  QUAM  REMOTUS 

(Written  "die  ultimo  1774."    Published  in  the  1835  edition 
of  the  AutobiographyJ] 

Heu!  quam  remotus  vescor  ab  omnibus 
Quibus  fruebar  sub  lare  patrio, 
Quam  nesdus  jucunda  quondam 
Arva  dommn  socios  reliqui, 
Et  praeter  omnes  te  mihi  flebilem, 
Te  cariorem  luce  vel  artubus, 
Te  vincido  nostram  jugali 
Deserui  tremulam  sub  ense ; 
Sed  nee  f erocem  me  genuit  pater, 
Nee  yagientem  nutriit  ubere  10 

Leaena  dumoso  sub  antro ; 
Fata  sed  haec  voluere  nostra. 
Et  fluctuosum  ceu  mare  volvitur, 
Dum  commovebar  mille  timoribus, 
Coactus  in  fauces  A  vemi 
Totus  atro  peril  sub  amne, 

THE   WINTER   NOSEGAY 

[Written  1777  (?).    Published  1782.] 
What  nature,  alas  I  has  denied 

To  the  delicate  growth  of  our  isle, 
Art  has  in  a  measure  supplied. 

And  winter  is  deck'd  with  a  smile. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  bring 

From  file  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed, 
Where  the  flow'rs  have  the  channs  of  the  spring. 

Though  abroad  they  are  frozen  and  dead.  8 

'Tis  a  bow'r  of  Arcadian  sweets. 

Where  Flora  is  stiU  in  her  prime, 
A  fortress,  to  which  she  retreats 

From  the  cruel  assaults  of  the  clime. 
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While  ^arth  wears  a  mantle  of  snow, 
These  pinks  are  as  fresh  and  as  gay 

As  the  fairest  and  sweetest  that  blow 
On  the  beautiful  bosom  of  May.  16 

See  how  ihey  have  safely  survived 
The  frowns  of  a  sky  so  severe ; 

Such  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  liv'd 
Through  many  a  turbulent  year. 

The  channs  of  the  late  blowing  rose 
Seem  grac'd  with  a  livelier  hue, 

And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  shows 
,  .  The  tanith  of  a  friend  such  as  you.  24 

ON  THE  TRIAL  OF  ADMIRAL  KEPPEL 

[Written  1778.    Published,  from  the  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS., 
in  The  Universal  Reviete,  1890.] 

Keppel,  returning  from  afar 

With  laurels  on  his  brow, 
Comes  home  to  wage  a  sharper  war, 

And  with  a  fiercer  foe. 

The  blow  was  rais'd  with  cruel  aim, 
And  meant  to  pierce  his  heart, 

But  lighting  on  his  well  earned  fame 
Struck  an  immortal  part.  8 

Slander  and  Envy  strive  to  tear 

His  wreath  so  justly  won. 
But  Truth,  who  made  his  cause  her  care, 

Has  boimd  it  faster  on. 

The  charge,  that  was  designed  to  soxmd 

The  signal  of  disgrace, 
Has  only  call'd  a  navy  round 

To  praise  him  to  his  face.  16 

AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  MOB  ON  OCCASION 
OF  THE  LATE  RIOT  AT  THE  HOUSE  OF 
SIR  HUGH  PALLISER 

[Written  1778.    Published,  from  the  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS., 
in  The  Universal  Review^  1890.] 

And  is  it  thus,  ye  base  and  blind, 
And  fickle  as  the  shifting  wind, 
Ye  treat  a  warrior  staunch  and  true. 
Grown  old  in  combating  for  you  ? 
Can  one  false  step,  and  made  in  haste, 
Thus  cancel  every  service  past? 
And  have  ye  all  at  once  forgot, 
(As  whose  deservings  have  ye  not?) 
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That  Palliser,  like  Keppel  brave, 

Has  baffled  France  on  yonder  wave ;  10 

And  when  his  country  ask'd  the  stake, 

Has  pledged  his  life  for  England's  sake  ? 

Though  now  he  sink  oppressed  with  shame, 

Forgetful  of  his  former  fame, 

Yet  Keppel  with  deserved  applause 

Proclaims  him  bold  in  Britain's  cause. 

And  to  his  well  known  courage  pays 

The  tribute  of  heroic  praise. 

Gk)  learn  of  him  whom  ye  adore. 

Whose  name  now  sets  you  in  a  roar,  20 

Whom  ye  were  more  than  half  prepared 

To  pay  with  just  the  same  rewaid, 

To  render  praise  where  praise  is  due, 

To  keep  his  former  deeds  in  view 

Who  fought  and  would  have  died  for  you. 


A  TALE,  FOUNDED  ON  A  FACT 

WHICH    HAPPENED    IN    JANUARY,    1770 

[Written  Jan.,  1779.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Where  Humber  pours  his  rich  conunercial  stream, 

There  dwelt  a  wretch,  who  breath'dbuttoblaspheme. 

In  subterraneous  caves  his  life  he  led, 

Black  as  the  mine,  in  which  he  wrought  for  bread. 

When  on  a  day,  emerging  from  the  deep, 

A  Sabbath-day !  (such  sabbaths  thousands  keep  I) 

The  wages  of  his  weekly  toil  he  bore 

To  buy  a  cock — whose  blood  might  win  him  more ; 

As  if  the  noblest  of  the  f  eather'd  kind 

Were  but  for  battle  and  for  death  designed ;         10 

As  if  the  consecrated  hours  were  meant 

For  sport,  to  minds  on  cruelty  intent ; 

It  chanc'd  (such  chances  Providence  obey !) 

He  met  a  fellow-lab'rer  on  the  way. 

Whose  heart  the  same  desires  had  once  inflam'd— 

But  now  the  savage  temi)er  was  reclaimed ; 

Persuasion  on  his  lips  had  taken  place ; 

For  all  plead  well,  who  plead  the  cause  of  grace ! 

His  iron-heart  with  scripture  he  assail'd, 

Woo'd  him  to  hear  a  sermon,  and  prevail'd.         20 

His  faithful  bow  the  mighty  preacher  drew. 

Swift,  as  the  lightning-glimpse,  the  arrow  flew ; 

He  wept ;  he  trembl^ ;  cast  his  eyes  around, 

To  find  a  worse  than  he ;  but  none  he  found* 

6  sabbath  Hayley  {1806). 
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He  felt  his  sins,  and  wonder'd  he  should  feel. 
Grace  made  the  wound,  and  grace  alone  could  heal ! 

Now  farewell  oaths,  and  blasphemies,  and  lies ! 
He  quits  the  sinner's  for  the  martyr's  prize. 
That  holy  day  was  wash'd  with  many  a  tear,  • 
Gilded  with  hope,  yet  shaded  too  by  fear.  30 

The  next,  his  swarthy  brethren  of  the  mine 
Leam'd,  by  his  alter'd  speech — the  change  divine ! 
Laugh'd  when  they  should  have  wept,  and  swore 

the  day 
Was  nigh,  when  he  would  swear  as  fast  as  they. 
No,  (said  the  penitent);  such  words  shall  share 
This  breath  no  more ;  devoted  now  to  pray'r. 
Oh  I  if  thou  seest,  (thine  eye  the  future  sees  I) 
That  I  shall  yet  again  blaspheme,  like  these ; 
Now  strike  me  to  the  ground,  on  wiiich  I  kneel, 
Ere  yet  this  heart  relapses  into  steel ;  40 

Now  take  me  to  that  Heav'n,  I  once  defied. 
Thy  presence,  thy  embrace!— He  spoke,  and  died! 

THE  BEE  AND  THE  PINE- APPLE 

rVVritten  Sept.,  1779.    Published,  in  UnpuUished  Pocmt  of 
Cowper,  1900,  from  the  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.] 

A  Bee  allur'd  by  the  perfume 
Of  a  rich  pine-apple  in  bloom. 
Found  it  within  a  frame  inclos'd, 
And  lick'd  the  glass  that  interpos'd. 
Blossoms  of  apricot  and  peach, 
The  flow'rs  that  blow'd  within  his  reach, 
.    Were  arrant  drugs  compared  with  that. 
He  strove  so  vainly  to  get  at. 
No  rose  could  yield  so  rare  a  treat. 
Nor  jessamine  were  half  so  sweet.  10 

The  gard'ner  saw  this  much  ado, 
(The  gard'ner  was  the  master  too) 
And  thus  he  said — Poor  restless  bee ! 
I  learn  philosophy  from  thee, 
I  learn  how  just  it  is  and  wise, 
To  use  what  Providence  supplies, 
To  leave  fine  titles,  lordships,  graces. 
Rich  pensions,  dignities,  and  places, 
Those  gifts  of  a  superior  kind, 
To  those  for  whom  they  were  designed.         20 
I  learn  that  comfort  dwells  alone 
In  that  which  Heav'n  has  made  our  own. 
That  fools  incur  no  greater  pain^ 
Than  pleasure  coveted  in  vain. 
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THE  PINE- APPLE  AND  THE  BEE 

fVVritten  Sept.,  1779.    Published  1782.    There  is  a  copy  among 
the  Ash  MSS.] 

-     The  pine-apples,  in  triple  row, 
Were  basking  hot,  and  all  in  blow ; 
A  bee  of  most  discerning  taste 
Perceiv'd  the  fragi'ance  as  he  pass'd, 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came. 
And  searched  for  crannies  in  the  f i*ame, 
Urg'd  his  attempt  on  ev'ry  side, 
To  ev'ry  pane  his  trunk  applied ; 
But  stiU  in  vain,  the  frame  was  tight, 
And  only  pervious  to  the  light ;  10 

Thus  having  wasted  half  the  day. 
He  trimmed  his  flight  another  way. 

Methinks,  I  said,  in  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  madness  of  mankind. 
To  joys  forbidden  man  aspires, 
Consumes  his  soul  with  vain  desires. 
Folly  the  spring  of  his  pursuit. 
And  disappointment  all  the  fruit. 
While  Cynthio  ogles  as  she  passes 
The  nymph  between  two  chariot  glasses,       20 
She  is  the  pine-apple,  and  he 
The  silly  unsuocessfid  bee. 
The  maid  who  views  with  pensive  air 
The  show-glass  frau^t  with  glitt'ring  ware, 
Sees  watches,  bracelets,  rings,  and  lockets, 
But  sighs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets ; 
Like  thine,  her  appetite  is  keen, 
But  ah,  the  cruel  glass  between  I 

Our  dear  delights  are  often  such, 
Exposed  to  view,  but  not  to  touch :  30 

The  sight  our  foolish  heart  inflames, 
We  long  for  pine-apples  in  frames : 
With  hopeless  wish  one  looks  and  lingers  i 
One  breaks  the  glass,  and  cuts  his  fingers ; 
But  they  whom  truth  and  wisdom  lead,    * 
Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed. 

ON  THE 
PROMOTION  OF  EDWARD  THURLOW,  ESQ. 
TOTHE  LORD  HIGH  CHANCELLORSHIP  OF  ENGLAND 

[Written  Nov.,  1779.    Published  1782.] 

Round  Thurlow's  head  in  early  youth,    I 

And  in  his  sportive  days. 
Fair  science  pour'd  the  light  of  truth, 
And  genius  shed  his  rays. 

7  Urg'd]  Push'd  A.  9  still]  all  A. 
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See  I  with  united  wonder  cried 

Th'  experienced  and  the  sage, 
Ambition  in  a  boy  supplied 

With  all  the  skill  of  age !  8 

Discernment,  eloquence,  and  grace, 

Proclaim  him  bom  to  sway 
The  balance  in  the  highest  place. 

And  bear  the  palm  away. 

The  praise  bestowed  was  just  and  wise ; 

He  sprang  impetuous  forth, 
Secure  of  conquest  where  the  prize 

Attends  superior  worth.  16 

So  the  best  courser  on  the  plain 

Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known, 
And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtain 

What  all  had  deem'd  his  own. 

HUMAN  FRAHiTY 

CWritten  Nov.  (?),  1779.    Published  1782.    There  is  a  IVIS.  copy 
in  the  British  Museum.] 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man ; 

The  purpose  of  to-day, 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan. 

To-morrow  rends  away. 

The  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring, 

Vice  seems  already  slain ; 
But  passion  rudely  snaps  the  string, 

And  it  revives  again.  8 

Some  foe  to  his  upright  intent. 

Finds  out  his  weaker  part ; 
Virtue  engages  his  assent. 

But  pleasure  wins  his  heart. 

'Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Through  all  his  art  we  view ; 
And,  while  his  tongue  the  charge  denies, 

His  conscience  owns  it  true.  16 

Boimd  on  a  voyage  of  awful  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  strength, 

Man  vainly  trusts  his  own. 

But  oars  alone  can  ne'er  prevail 

To  reach  the  distant  coast, 
The  breath  of  heav'n  must  swell  the  sail. 

Or  all  the  toil  is  lost.  24 

21  alone  can]  alas  could  BM. 
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THE  YEARLY  DISTRESS 

OR,  TITHING  TIME  AT  STOCK  IN  ESSEX 

Verses  addressed  to  a  Country  Clergymau  complaining  of  the 
disagreeablenees  of  the  day  annually  appointed  for  receiving 
the  Dues  at  the  Parsonage. 

[Written  to  Unwin,  Dec.,  1779  (MS.  in  British  Museum).  Pub- 
lished in  The  Oentleman's  Magazine  Aug.,  1783;  aft<^rwards 
in  1800.] 

Come,  ponder  well,  for  'tis  no  jest, 

To  laugh  it  would  be  wrong ; 
The  troubles  of  a  worthy  priest 

The  burthen  of  my  song. 

This  priest  he  merry  is  and  blithe 

Three  quarters  of  the  year, 
But  oh!  it  cuts  him  like  a  scjrthe 

When  tithing  time  draws  near.  8 

He  then  is  full  of  frights  and  fears, 

As  one  at  point  to  die, 
And  long  before  the  day  appears 

He  heaves  up  many  a  sigh. 

For  then  the  farmers  come  jog,  jog, 

Along  the  miry  road. 
Each  heart  as  heavy  as  a  log. 

To  make  their  payments  good.  16 

In  sooth,  the  sorrow  of  sudh  days 

Is  not  to  be  expressed, 
When  he  that  takes  and  he  that  pays 

Are  both  alike  distressed. 

Now  all  unwelcome,  at  his  gates 
The  clumsy  swains  alight, 

With  rueful  faces  and  bald  pates- 
He  trembles  at  the  sight.  24 

And  well  he  inay ,  for  well  he  knows 

Each  bumpkin  of  the  clan, 
Instead  of  paying  what  he  owes. 

Will  ch^t  him  if  he  can. 

So  in  they  come—each  makes  his  leg, 

And  flings  his  head  before, 
And  looks  as  if  he  came  to  beg,^ 

And  not  to  quifa  score.  32 

^^  And  how  does  miss  and  madam  do, 

The  little  boy  and  all  ? " 
*^  All  tight  and  well :  and  how  do  you, 

Good  Mr.  What'd'ye-call?^' 

9  frights  BM„i783:  fnght  1800, 1803, 
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The  dinner  comes,  and  down  they  sit : 

Were  e'er  such  hungiy  folk  ? 
There's  little  talking  and  no  wit ; 

It  is  no  time  to  joke.  '  40 

One  wipes  his  nose  upon  his  sleeve, 

One  spits  upon  the  floor, 
Yet,  not  to  give  offence  or  gi'ieve^ 

Holds  up  the  cloth  before. 

The  punch  ^oes  roimd,  and  they  are  dull 

And  limipish  still  as  ever ; 
like  barrels  with  their  bellies  full, 

They  only  weigh  the  heavier.  48 

At  length  the  busy  time  begins, 

**  Come,  neighbours  we  must  wag' — 

The  money  chinks,  down  drop  then-  chins, 
Each  lugging  out  his  bag. 

One  talks  of  mildew  and  of  frost, 

And  one  of  storms  of  hail, 
And  one,  of  pigs  that  he  has  lost 

By  maggots  at  the  tail.  56 

Quoth  one,  A  rarer  man  than  you 

In  pulpit  none  shall  hear : 
But  yet,  methinks,  to  tell  you  time. 

You  sell  it  plaguy  dear. 

Oh,  why  are  farmers  made  so  coarse, 

Or  clergy  made  so  fine ! 
A  kick  that  scarce  would  move  a  horse  ; 

May  kill  a  souhd  divine.  *        64 

Then  let  the  boobies  stay  at  home ; 

'Twould  cost  him,  I  dare  say, 
Less  trouble  taking  twice  the  sum. 

Without  the  clowns  that  i>ay. 

THE  MODERN  PATRIOT 

[Written  Feb.,  1780.    Published  1782.] 

Rebellion  is  my  theme  all  day ; 

I  only  wish  'twould  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  may  ?) 

A  little  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys,  who  I'ave  and  fight 

On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic, 
I  always  held  them  in  the  right, 

But  most  so  when  most  frantic.  8 

38  Were]  Was  BM. 
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When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court, 
That  man  shall  be  my  toast, 
^  If  breaking  windows  be  the  sport, 
Who  bravely  breaks  the  most. 

But  oh !  for  him  my  fancy  culls 

The  choicest  flow'rs  she  bears, 
Who  constitutionally  pulls 

Your  house  about  your  ears.  16 

Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight ; 

Though  some  folks  can't  endure 'em, 
Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright, 

And  that  a  rope  must  cure  'em. 

A  rape  I  I  wish  we  patriots  had 
Such  strings  for  all  who  need  'em  — 

What  I  hang  a  man  for  going  mad  ? 
Then  farewell  British  freedom.  24 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW-WORM 

[Written  Feb.,  1780.    Published  1782.] 

A  NIGHTINGALE,  that  all  day  long 
Had  cheer'd  the  village  with  his  song, 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended, 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended, 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might, 
The  keen  demands  of  api)etite ; 
When,  looking  eagerly  aroxmd, 
He  spied  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark. 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  spark ;        10 
So,  stooping  down  from  hawthorn  top. 
He  thought  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  aware  of  his  intent, 
Harangu'd  him  thus,  right  eloquent — 
Did  you  admire  my  lamp,  quoth  he. 
As  much  as  I  your  minstrelsy. 
You  woidd  abhor  to  do  me  wrong, 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song ; 


20 


Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  night. 

The  songster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
Releas'd  him,  as  my  story  tells, 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 
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Hence  iarring  sectaries  mav  learn 
Their  real  infrest  to  discern ;  ^ 

T^^  protner  should  noFwar  with  brother. 
AcCT^w^y  and  devour  each  other :  30 

But  sffig  and  shine  by  sweet  consent, 
Till  life's  poor  transient  night  is  spent, 
Resi)ecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  a^d  of  grace. 

Th(^  ChristiaiBg  best  dfiSfiOfiJMJiaine 
Who  studiously;  mal^peace  their,  aim ; 
Peace^TJoth  the  duty  an^lEe  piize 
Of  him  that  creeps  ay^fl  him  fhflTfliPiw 

A  TABLE 

[Written  May  9, 1780.    Published  1782.    There  is  a  copy 

amonsr  the  Ash  MSS.] 
A  RAVEN,  while  with  glossy  breast 
Her  new-laid  eggs  she  fondly  pressed, 
And  on  her  wicker-work  high  mounted 
Her  chickens  prematurely  counted, 
(A  fault  philosophers  might  blame 
If  quite  exempted  from  the  same) 
Enjoy'd  at  ease  the  genial  day ;  , 

'Twas  April  as  the  bumpkins  say. 
The  legislature  call'd  it  May. 
But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high  10 

As  ever  swept  a  winter  sky 
Shook  the  young  leaves  about  her  ears, 
And  fiird  her  with  a  thousand  fears. 
Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough, 
And  spread  her  golden  hopes  below. 
But  just  at  eve  the  blowing  weather 
And  all  her  fears  were  hush'd  together : 
And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 
'Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe ; 
(For  Ravens,  though,  as  birds  of  omen,  20 

They  teach  both  conj'rers  and  old  women 
To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall, 
Can't  prophesy  themselves  at  all.) 
The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge, 
Who  long  had  mark'd  her  airy  lodge, 
And  destined  all  the  treasure  there 
A  gift  to  his  exi)ecting  fair, 

H  15  Instead  of  these  two  lines  A,  has: 

Lest  the  rude  Blast  that  Threatn'd  so, 

And  Rocked  her  Cradle  to  and  fro, 

Should  split  the  Trunk,  or  snap  the  Bougfh 

Then  fruitless  all  her  Hopes  to  see, 

A  Pretty  gaping  Progeny. 
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Climb'-d  like  a  squirrel  to  his  dray, 
And  bore  the  worthless  prize  away. 

MORAL 

"lis  Pi'ovidence  alone  secures,  30 

In  every  change,  but  mine  and  your*s : 
Safety  consists  not  in  escsq^ 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  shape ; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  silent  tread, 
Found  oft'nest  in  what  least  we  dread. 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow, 
But  in  the  siinshine  strikes  the  blow. 

THE  DOVES 

rWritten  May,  1780.    Published  1782.    Thei«  is  a  copy  among 
the  Ash  MSS.  entitled  Anti-thelyphthora.j 

Reasoning  at  every  step  he  tr^ids, 

Man  yet  mistakes  his  way, 
While  meaner  things,  whom  instinct  leads. 

Are  rarely  known  to  stray. 

One  silent  eve  I  wander'd  late, 

And  heard  the  voice  of  love ; 
The  turtle  thus  addressed  her  mate, 

And  sooth'd  the  listening  dove—  8 

Our  mutual  bond  of  faith  and  truth. 

No  time  shall  disengage ; 
Those  blessings  of  our  early  youth 

ShaU  cheer  our  latest  age : 

While  innocence  without  disguise. 

And  constancy  sincere, 
Shall  fill  the  circles  of  those  eyes. 

And  mine  can  read  them  there ;  1 6 

Those  ills  that  wait  on  all  below 

Shall  ne'er  be  felt  by  me. 
Or  gently  felt,  and  only  so. 

As  being  shar'd  with  thee. 

When  lightnings  flash  among  the  trees, 

Or  kites  are  hov'ring  near, 
I  fear  lest  thee  alone  ttiey  seize, 

And  know  no  other  fear.  24 

Be/ore  verse  1  A,  has : 

Muse,  mark  the  much  lamented  day. 

When,  like  a  tempest  fear'd, 
Forth  issuing  on  the  last  of  May 
Thelyphthora  appear'd. 

6  One  silent]  That  fatal  A, 
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'Tis  then  I  feel  myself  a  wife, 

And  press  thy  wedded  side, 
Resolv'd  an  union  fonn-d  for  life 

Death  never  shall  divide. 
But  oh !  if,  fickle  and  unchaste, 

(Forgive  a  transient  thought) 
Thou  couldst  become  imkind  at  last, 

And  scorn  thy  present  lot,  32 

No  need  of  lightnings  from  on  high, 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak ; 
Denied  th'  endearments  of  thine  eye, 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break. 
Thus  sang  the  sweet  sequestered  bird 

Soft  as  the  passing  wind, 
And  I  recorded  what  I  heard  — 

A  lesson  for  mankind.  40 

A  COMPARISON 

[Written  (?).    Published  1782.    MS.  copies  of  this  and  the 
next  poem  are  in  the  British  Museum.] 

The  lapse  of  time  and  rivers  is  the  same ; 

Both  speed  their  journey  with  a  restless  stream ; 

The  silent  i>ace  with  which  they  steal  away 

No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pray'rs  persuade  to  stay ; 

Alike  irrevocable  both  when  past, 

And  a  wide  ocean  swallows  both  at  last. 

Though  each  resemble  each  in  ev'ry  part, 

A  difference  strikes  at  length  the  musing  heart ; 

Streams  never  flow  in  vain ;  where  streams  abound, 

How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crown'd ! 

But  time  that  should  enrich  the  nobler  mind,       11 

Neglected,  leaves  a  dreary  waste  behind. 

ANOTHER 
ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY 

[Written  June,  1780.    Published  1782.] 

Sweet  stream  that  winds  thro'  yonder  glade, 
Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid — 
Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 
Far  from  the  world's  gay  busy  throng, 
With  gentle,  yet  prevailing,  force 
Intent  upon  her  destin'd  course ; 
Graceful  and  useful  all  she  does. 
Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goes, 
Pure-bosom'd  as  that  wat'ry  glass, 
And  heav'n  reflected  in  her  face.  10 

31  couia  1787-1800., 
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ON  A  GOLDFrnCH  STARVED  TO  DEATH 

IN  HIS  CAGE 

[Written  in  the  Rummer  of  1780.    Published  1782.    There  is  a 
MS.  copy  in  the  British  Museum.  J 

Time  was  when  I  was  free  as  air, 
The  thistle's  downy  sfeed  my  fare, 

My  drink  the  morning  dew ; 
I  peixjh'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  spray, 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay, 

My  strains  for  ever  new.  Q 

But  gaudy  plumage,  sprightly  straii^,    • 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain, . 

And  of  a  transient  date ; 
For,  caught  and  cag'd,  and  starv'd  to  death. 
In  dying  sighs  my  little  breath 

Soon  passed  the  wiry  grate.  12 

Thanks,  gentle  swain,  for  all  my  woes, 
And  thanks  for  this  effectual  close 

And  cure  of  ev'ry  ill ! 
More  cruelty  could  none  express  ; 
And  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less, 

Had  been  your  prisoner  still.  18 

IN  SEDITIONEM  HORRENDAM 

CORRTJPTELIS  GALLIOIS  (UT  FERTUR)  LONDINI 
NUPER  EXORTAM 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  June  18,  1780  (MS.  in  British 
Museum).    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Perfida,  crudelis,  victa  et  lymphata  furore, 

Non  armis  laurum  Gallia,  fraude  petit. 
Venalem  pretio  plebem  conducit,  et  urit 

Undique  privates  patriciasque  domos. 
Nequicquam  conata  sua,  foedissima  sperat 

Posse  tamen  nostra  nos  superare  manu. 
Gallia,  vana  struis — Precibus  nunc  utere !  Vinces, 

Nam  mites  timidis  supplicibusque  sumus.        8 

TRANSLATION 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  July  11,  1780  (MS.  in  British 

Museum).    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
False,  cruel,  disappointed,  stimg  to  th'  heart, 
Prance  quits  the  warrior's  for  th'  assassin's  part ; 
To  dirty  hands  a  dirty  bribe  conveys, 
Bids  the  low  street  and  lofty  palace  blaze. 
Her  sons  too  weak  to  vanquish  us  alone. 
She  hires  the  worst  and  basest  of  our  own.— 
Kneel,  Prance  f — a  suppliant  conquersus  with  ease, 
We  always  spare  a  coward  on  his  knees.  8 
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cm  THE  BURNING  OF  LORD  MANSFIELD'S 

LIBRARY 

TOGETHER  WITH  HIS  MSS. 

BY  THE  MOB,  IN  THE  MONTH  OF  JUNE  1780 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  Jnne  22, 1780  (MS.  copy  in 

British  Museum).    Published  1782.] 

So  then— the  Vandals  of  our  isle, 

Sworn  foes  to  sense  and  law, 
Have  burnt  to  dust  a  nobler  pile 

Than  ever  Roman  saw ! 
And  Murray  sighs  o'er  Pope  and  Swift, 

And  many  a  treasure  more, 
The  well-judg'd  purchase  and  the  gift 

That  graced  his  lettered  store.  8 

Their  pages  mangled,  burnt,  and  torn, 

The  loss  was  his  alone  ; 
But  ages  yet  to  come  shall  mourn 

The  burning  of  his  own. 

ON  THE  SAME 
[Written  June,  1780.    Published  1782.] 
When  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

In  all  devouring  flame, 
They  tell  us  of  the  fate  of  Rome, 

And  bid  us  fear  the  same. 
O'er  Murray's  loss  the  muses  wept. 

They  felt  the  rude  alarm. 
Yet  bless'd  the  guardian  care  that  kept 

His  sacred  head  from  harm.  8 

There  mem'ry,  like  the  bee  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  store. 
The  quintessence  of  all  he  read 

Had  treasured  up  before. 
The  lawless  herd,  with  fury  blind. 

Have  done  him  cruel  wrong ; 
The  flow'rs  are  gone — but  still  we  find 

The  honey  on  his  tongue.  16 

LOVE  ABUSED 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  July  27,  1780  (MS.  in  British 
Museum).    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Wh5^.t  is  there  in  the  vale  of  life 

Half  so  delightful  as  a  wife. 

When  friendship,  love,  and  peace  combine 

To  stamp  the  marriage  bond  divine  ? 

On  the  Bumi^ig— Title  3]  his  owti  B3f.  2  to]  of  BAf. 

7  and]  or  BM. 

.  Lmye  Abused— Sub-title   in  BM,  (The  thought   suggested  by 
Thelyphthora). 
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The  stream  of  pure  and  genuine  love 
Derives  its  current  from  above  ; 
And  earth  a  second  Eden  shows 
c       Where'er  the  healing  water  flows. 
But  ah !  if  from  the  dykes  and  drains 
Of  sensual  nature's  fev'rish  veins,  10 

Lust  like  a  lawless  headstrong  flood 
Impregnated  with  ooze  and  mud, 
Descending  fast  on  ev'ry  side, 
Once  mingles  with  the  sacred  tide, 
Farewell  Qie  soul-enliv'ning  scene ! 
The  banks,  that  wore  a  smiling  green. 
With  rank  defilement  overspread 
Bewail  their  flow'ry  beauties  dead ; 
The  stream  polluted,  dark,  and  dull. 
Diffused  into  a  Stygian  pool,  20 

Thro'  life's  last  melancholy  years 
Is  fed  with  ever  flowing  tears : 
Complaints  supply  the  zephyr's  part. 
And  sighs  that  heave  a  breaking  heart. 

ONOBSERVING  SOME  NAMESOFUTTLE  NOTE 
RECORDED  IN  THE  BIOGRAPHIA  BRITANNICA 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  Sept.  21  1780  (MS.  in  British 
Museum).    Published  1782.] 

Oh,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  deathless  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  bom  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  histcnic  page. 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age : 
Those  twinkling  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from  Fame's  neglecting  hand : 
Lethaean  gulphs  receive  them  as  they  fall. 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absorbs  them  all. 
So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  last  year's  news,      10 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire- 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh !  illustrious  spark. 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  clerk ! 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  NEWTON 

ON  HIS  RETURN  FROM  RAMSGATE 

[Written  Oct.,  1780.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808,  and  by 

Johnson,  1815.] 

That  ocean  you  of  late  surveyed, 
Those  rocks  I  too  have  seen, 

But  I,  afflicted  and  dismay'd. 
You,  tranquil  and  serene. 

On  Obsertnna— 10  cinder  Hayley, 

To  Newtm—l  of]  have  Hayley  (181^),  1815, 
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You  from  the  flood-controlling  steep 

Saw  stretched  before  your  view, 
With  conscious  joy,  the  threat'ning  deep, 

No  longer  such  to  you.  8 

To  me,  the  waves  that  ceaseless  broke 

Upon  the  dang'rous  coast, 
Hoarsely  and  ominously  spoke 

pf  all  my  treasure  lost. 

Your  sea  of  troubles  you  have  past, 

And  found  the  peaceful  shore ; 
I,  tempest-toss'd,  and  wreck'd  at  last, 

Come  home  to  port  no  more.  16 

REPORT  OF  AN  ADJUDGED  CASE 

NOT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN  ANY  OF  THE  BOOKS 

[Written  Dec.,  1780.  Published  1782.  There  is  a  MS.  copy  in  the 
British  Museum  in  a  letter  to  Unwin,  another  in  the  possession 
of  Canon  Cowper  Johnson.] 

Between  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, — 
The  spectacles  set  them  unl^ippily  wrong ; 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  aiW  the  world  knows. 
To  which  the  said  si)ectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 
With  a  greatdeal  of  skill,  and  awig  fullof  learning; 

While  chief  baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws. 
So  fam'd  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning.       8 

In  behalf  of  the  Nose,  it  will  quickly  appear, 
And  your  lordship,  he  said,  will  undoubtedly  find, 

That  the  Nose  has  hiad  spectacles  always  in  wear, 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind. 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court, — 
.  Your  lordship  observes  they  are  made  with  a 

straddle. 
As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nose  is ;  in  short, 
Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle.      16 

Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose, 
('Tis  a  case  thabhas  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  Nose! 
Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  spectacles 
then? 

On  the  whole,  it  appears— and  my  argument  shows 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

1  a  strange]  once  a  BM, :  a  sad  CJ,       2  unhappily]  e^regiously 
JJAf.      5  the  be/ore  Tongrue  £M.,  CJ.,  178^  1786,       8  in]  at  CJ, 
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Then,  shifting  his  side,  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how) 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes  r  26 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know, 
For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equ^y  wise. 

So  his  lordship  decreed,  with  a  grave  solemn  tone, 
Decisive  and  clear,  without  one  if  or  but*-: 

That  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectacles  on/ 
By  day-light  or  candle-light— Eyes  should  be  shut  I 

THE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED; 

OR,  HYPOCRISY  DETECTED^ 

[Written  1780  (?).    Published  in  The  OeHtkman'g  Magazine  Sept., 
1780 ;  afterwards  in  1782.   There  is  a  copy  among  the  A^h  MSS.  ] 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk- 
Good  mussulman,  abstain  from  pork ; 
There  is  a  part  in  ev'ry  swine 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taste,  whatever  his  inclination, 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 

Such  Mahomet's  mysterious  charge, 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
[Had  he  the  sinful  -pscrt  expressed. 
They  might  with  safety  eat  the  rest ;  10 

But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hai^ 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred, 
And  set  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind.  J 

Much  controversy  straight  arose — 
These  choose  the  back,  the  belly  those ; 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  rail. 
And  piously  prefer  the  tail.  20 

Thus,  conscience  freed  from  ev'ry  clog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh— 'tis  well.—The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  side. 
Eenotmce  the  world— the  preacher  cries. 
We  do — a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards ; 

^  It  may  be  proper  to  inform  the  reader  that  this  piece  lias 
already  appeared  m  print,  haying  found  its  way,  though  -with 
some  unnecessary  additions  by  an  unknown  hand,'into  the  Leeds 
Journal,  without  the  author's  privity  [C.]. 

Title]  Almost  a  Christian*.    A  Tale  A.  4  follower  or 

Friend  A.  9-14  by  Newton;  mn.  A.    Set  Coivpcr's  footnote, 

printed  in  1782,  and  in  zuhsequcnt  editions 
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And  one,  whatever  you  may  say, 
:    *  Can  see  no  evil  in  a  play ;  30 

Some  love  a  concert,  or  a  race ; 
And  others— shooting,  and  the  chase. 
Revird  and  lov'd,  renomic'd  and  followed. 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swaUow'd ; 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  free. 
Yet  likes  aslice  as  well  as  he ; 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  they  sweeten. 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  'tis  eaten. 

BOADICEA:   AN  ODE 
[Written  1780.    Published  1782.]  V 

When  the  British  warrior  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods. 
Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien, 
Counsel  of  her  coimtry's  gods, 

Sage  beneath  a  spreading  oak 

j§at  the  Druid,  hoary  chief ; 
Ev'ry  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief.  8 

Princess !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 
'Tis  because  resentment  ties 

All  the  terrors  of  our  tongues. 
Rome  shall  perish — write  that  word 

In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt ; 
Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorr'd, 

Deep  in  ruin  as  in  jguilt.  '       16 

Rome,  for  empire  far  renown'd, 

Tramples  on  a  thousand  states ; 
Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  ground— - 

Hark !  the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates !        : 
Other  Romans  shall  arise, 

Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 
Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  piize^-^ 
.      Harmony  the  path  to  fame.  24 

Then  the  progeny  that  springs 

From  the  forests  of  our  land, 
Arm'd  with  thund^*,  clad  with  wings, 

Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

Regions  CfiBsar  never  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway, 
Wheite  his  eagles  never  flew, 

None  invincible  as  they.  22 
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Such  the  bard's  prophetic  woi'ds, 

Pregnant  with  celestial  fii'e, 
Bending,  as  he  swept  the  chords 

Of  his  sweet  but  awful  lyre. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride, 

Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow ; 
Bush'd  to  battle,  fought,  and  died ; 

Dying,  hurl'd  them  at  the  foe,  40 

Buffians,  pitiless  as  proud, 
Heav'n  awards  the  vengeance  due ; 

Empire  is  on  us  bestow'd, 
Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you. 


VERSES 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BY  ALEXANDER 
SELKIRK,  DURING  HIS  SOLITARY  ABODE  IN 
THE  ISLAND  OF  JUAN  FERNANDEZ 

[Written  (?).  Published  1782.  There  is  a  MS.  copy  In  the 
British  Museum,  not  in  Cowper's  handwriting;  anotner  among 
theAshMSS.] 

I  AM  monarch  Of  all  I  survey, 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute ; 
From  the  centre  all  roimd  to  the  sea, 

I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 
Oh,  solitude !  where  are  the  charms 

That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face? 
Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 

Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place.  8 

I  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 
I  must  finish  my  journey  alone, 

Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech ;  * 
I  start  atthe  sound  of  my  own. 

The  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plain, 

:  My  form  with  indifference  see; 

They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man, 
Th&i  tamenesa  is  shocking  to  me.  16 

Society,  friendship,  and  love,   . 

Divinely  b^tow'd  upon  man, 
Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again ! 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth, 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age, 

And  be  qheer'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth.       24 

20  ye  BM.  A,  •  *    ' 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


312  ALEXANDER  SELKIBK 

Religion !  what  treasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold, 

Or  all  that  this  earth  can  afford. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bell 

These  Vallies  and  rocks  never  heard, 
Ne'er  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knell, 

Or  smil'd  when  a  sabbath  appeared.  33 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  sport, 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  I  shall  visit  no  more. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me  ? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend, 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  see.  40 

How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  flight, 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

And  the  swift  wing'd  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 
But  alas  I  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despau\  48 

But  the  sea-fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair, 
Ev'n  here  is  a  season  of  rest, 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There  is  mercy  in  every  place ; 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought  I 
Gives  even  afUction  a  grace, 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot.  56 

THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE 

[Written  1781  (?).     Published  1782.    There  is  an  undated  MS. 
copy  in  the  British  Museum.] 

The  nymph  must  lose  her  female  friend, 

If  more  admir'd  than  she — 
But  where  will  fierce  contention  end 

If  flow'rs  can  disagree  ? 

27  and]  or  BM,  31  Never  BM,  A, 

37,  38    My  friends  do  they  ever  (never  BM.)  attend 

To  the  sad  recollection  of  me,   BM.  A, 
40  T  .  .  .  see]  that  I  never  must  see  BM.  A.  45  own  native 

landj  native  abode  BM,  A^ 
47,  48  'Tis  the  Body  alas  !  with  its  Load. 

Still  holds  me  a- Prisoner  hei*e.    BM.  A, 
49  her]  his  BM.  A, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE       313 

Within  the  garden's  peaceful  scene 

Appear'd  two  lovely  foes, 
Aspiring  to  the  rank  of  queen — 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose.  8 

The  Rose  soon  redden'd  into  rage, 

And,  swelling  with  disdain, 
Appeal'd  to  many  a  i)oet's  page 

To  prove  her  right  to  reign. 

The  Lily's  height  bespoke  command— 

A  fair  imi)erial  flow'r ; 
^e  seem'd  designed  for  Flora's  hand, 

The  sceptre  of  her  pow'r.  16 

This  civil  bick'ring  and  debate 

The  goddess  chanc'd  to  hear, 
And  flew  to  save,  ere  yet  too  late, 

The  pride  of  the  parterre. — 

Your's  is,  she  said,  the  nobler  hue. 

And  yoTu^'s  the  statelier  mien. 
And,  tiU  a  third  surpasses  you. 

Let  each  be  deem'd  a  queen.  24 

.Thus,  sooth'd  and  reconcil'd,  each  seeks 

The  fairest  British  fair ; 
The  seat  of  empire  is  her  cheeks. 

They  reign  imited  there. 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM 

[Written  1781(?).    PubHshed  1782.] 

Heu  inimicitias  quoties  parit  semula  forma, 
Quam  rajpo  pulchrae  pulchra  placere  potest ! 

Sed  fines  ultra  solitos  discordia  tendit. 
Cum  flores  ipsos  bills  et  ira  movent. 

Hortus  ubi  dulces  prsebet  tacitosque  recessus, 
Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas ; 

Hie  sibi  regales  Amaryllis  Candida  cultus, 
niic  purpureo  vindicat  ore  Rosa.  8 

Ira  Rosam  et  mentis  qu8Bsita  sui)erbia  tangunt, 
Multaque  f  erventi  vix  cohibenda  sinu, 

Dum  sibi  fautorum  ciet  undique  nomina  vattmi, 
Jusque  suum,  multo  carmine  fulta,  probat. 

Altior  emicat  ilia,  et  celso  vertice  nutat, 
Ceu  flores  inter  non  habitura  parem, 

Fastiditque  alios,  et  nata  videtur  in  usus 
Imperii,  sceptrum,  Flora  quod  ipsa  gerat.  16 
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Nee  Dea  non  eensit  civilis  murmura  rixse, 
Cui  curse  est  pictas  pandere  runs  opes. 

Deliciasque  suas  nunquam  non  prompta  tueri, 
Dum  licet  et  locus  est,  ut  tueatur,  adest. 

Et  tibi  forma  datur  prooerior  omnibus,  inquit, 
Et  tibi,  principibus  qui  solet  esse,  color, 

Et  donee  yineat  qusedam  f ormosior  ambas, 
Et  tibi  reginsB  nomen,  et  eeto  tibi.  24 

His  ubi  sedatus  furor  est,  petit  utraque  nympham, 
Qualem  inter  Veneres  Anglia  sola  -parit ; 

Hane  penes  imperiumest,  nihil  optant  amplius,  hujus 
Regnant  in  nitidis,  et  sine  lite,  genis. 

VOTUM 
[Written  (?).    Published  1782.] 
O  MATUTiNi  rores,  aurseque  salubres, 
O  nemora,  et  laetse  rivis  felicibus  herbae, 
Graminei  eolles,  et  amsense  in  vallibus  umbrae! 
Fata  modo  dedennt  quas  olim  in  rure  patemo 
Delieias,  procul  arte,  proeul  formidine  novi, 
Quam  veUem  ignotus,quodmens  mea  semperavebat, 
Ante  larem  proprium  placidam  expeetare  senectam, 
Turn  demum,  exactis  non  infeliciter  annis, 
Sortiri  taciturn  lapidem,  aut  sub  eespite  oondi !      9 

HORACE.    Book  the  2nd.    Ode  the  10th. 

[Written  (?).    Published  1782.] 

Receive,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach. 
So  shalt  thou  live  beyond  the  reach 

Of  advei*se  Fortune's  pow'r ; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep, 
Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treacherous  shore.  6 

He,  that  holds  fast  the  golden  mean^ 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great. 
Feels  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  the  rich  man's  door, 

Imbitt'ring  all  his  state.  12 

The  tallest  pines  feel  most  the  pow'r 
Of  wintry  blasts ;  the  loftiest  tow'r 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground ; 
The  bolts,  that  spare  the  mountain's  side, 
His  eloud-capt  eminence  divide. 

And  spread  the  niin  roimd.  18 

14  blast  1786. 
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The  weU-infoma'd  philosoi^er 
Rejoices  with  an  wholesome  fear, 

And  hopes,  in  spite  of  pain ; 
If  winter  bellow  from  the  north, 
Soon  the  sweet  spring  comes  dancing  forth, 

And  natm*e  laughs  again.  2i 

What  if  thine  heay'n  be  bvercast, 
The  dark  appearance  will  not  Last ; 

Expect  a  brighter  sky ; 
The  God  that  strings  the  silver  bow 
Awakes  sometimes  the  muses  too, 

And  lays  his  arrows  by.  30 

If  hindrances  obstruct  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  display, 

And  let  thy  strength  be  seen ; 
But  oh  i  if  Fortime  fill  thy  sail 
With  moi'e  than  a  propitious  gale, 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in.  36 

A  REFLECTION  ON  THE  FOREGOING  ODE 

[Written  (?).    Published  1782.] 
And  is  this  all  ?    Can  reason  do  no  mor6 
Than  bid  me  shun  the  deep  and  dread  the  shore  ? 
Sweet  moraUst !  afloat  on  life's  rough  sea, 
The  Christian  has  an  art  unknown  to  thee : 
He  holds  no  i)arley  with  unmanly  fears ; 
Where  duty  bids,  he  confidently  steers, 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call. 
And,  trusting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  all.        8 

MUTUAL  FORBEARANCE 

NECESSARY  TO  THE  HAPPINESS  OF  THE 
MARRIED  ^T ATE 

^  [Written  (?).     Published  1782.     There  is  a  MS.  copy  in  the 
British  Museum.] 

The  lady  thus  addressed  her  spouse— 
What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house  I 
By  no  means  large  enough ;  and,  was  it. 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  closet — 
Those  hangings,  with  their  worn-out  graces, 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  faces — 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene, 
They  overwhelm  me  with  the  spleen ! 

3TutiuU  Forbearance— Title]  Patience  recommended  to  Ladies 
who  have  deaf  Husbands  BM.  2,  3  What .  .  .  moans]  How 

I  detest  this  odious  house !  It  is  not  BM.  4  dull]  low  BM, 

8  overwhelm]  almost  kill  BM* 
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Sir  Humphry,  shooting  in  the  dark, 
Makes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark :  10 

No  doubt,  my  dear — I  bade  him  come, 
Engaged  myself  to  be  at  home. 
And  Siall  expect  him  at  the  door 
Precisely  when  the  clock  striken  four. 

You  are  so  deaf,  the  lady  cried, 
(And  rais'd  her  voice  and  frown'd  beside,) 
You  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear. 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  you  hear? 

Dismiss  poor  Harry  I  he  replies; 
Some  people  are  more  nice  than  wise—  20 

For  one  sUght  trespass  all  this  stir? 
What  if  he  did  ride  whip  and  spur, 
'Twas  but  a  mile — your  fav'rite  horse 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse. 

Well,  I  protest  'tis  past  aU  bearing. — 
Child !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing. — 
Yes,  truly — one  must  scream  and  bawl — 
I  tell  you,  you  can't  hear  at  all ! 
Then,  with  a  voice  exceeding  low, 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no.  30 

Alas !  and  is  domestic  strife, 
That  sorest  ill  of  himian  life, 
A  plague  so  little  to  be  fear'd. 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurr'd. 
To  gratify  a  fretful  passion, 
On  ev'ry  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear ; 
And  something,  ev'ry  day  they  live. 
To  pity,  and,  perhaps,  forgive.  .40 

But  if  infirmities  that  fall 
In  common  to  the  lot  of  all — 
A  blemish  or  a  sense  impaired— 
Are  crimes  so  little  to  be  spar'd, —  » 

Hien  farewell  all  that  must  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state ; 
Instead  of  harmony,  'tis  jar 
And  tumult,  and  intestine  war. 

The  love  that  cheers  life's  latest  stage, 
Proof  against  sickness  and  old  age,  50 

Preserv'd  by  virtue  from  declension, 
Becomes  not  weary  of  attention ; 

11  bade]  bid  BM.  19  poor  Harry]  the  coachman  BM. 

20  Some  people  are]  You  are  lay  far  BM,  21  blunder  BM. 

After  22  BM.  adds  A  wiaer  man  than  he  might  err.        23  'Twas 
.  .  .  mile]  Well  I  protest  BM, 
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But  lives,  when  that  exterior  grace 

Which  first  inspired  the  flame  decays. 

^Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind. 

To  faults  compassionate  or  blind, 

And  will  with  symi>athy  endure 

Those  evils  it  would  gladly  cure : 

But  angry,  coarse,  and  harsh  expression 

Shows  love  to  be  a  mere  profession ;  60 

Proves  that  the  heart  is  none  Of  his, 

Or  soon  expels  him  if  it  is. 

ANTI-THELYPHTHORA 

A  TALE.  IN  VERSE 
Ah  miser, 
Quanta  laboras  in  Chary bdi ! 

HoR.  Od.  i.  27. 
[Written  Jan.  (?),  1781.    Published  anonymously  as  a  4to 
pamphlet,  1781.] 

AiRT  del  Castro  was  as  bold  a  knight 

As  ever  eam'd  a  lady's  love  in  fight. 

Many  he  sought,  but  one  above  &e  rest 

His  tender  heart  victoriously  impressed : 

In  Fairy  land  was  bom  the  matchless  dame, 

The  land  of  Dreams,  Hypothesis  her  name. 

There  Fancy  nursed  her  in  ideal  bow'rs. 

And  laid  her  soft  in  Amaranthine  flowers ; 

Delighted  with  her  babe,  th'  Inchantress  smiled, 

And  grac'd  with  all  her  gifts  the  fav'rite  child.  -  10 

Her,  woo'd  Sir  Airy,  by  meandring  streams. 

In  daily  musings  and  in  nightly  dreams ; 

With  fidl  the  flow'rs  he  foimd,  he  wove  in  haste 

Wreaths  for  her  brow,  and  girdles  for  her  waist ; 

His  time,  his  talents,  and  his  ceaseless  care 

All  consecrated  to  adorn  the  fair : 

No  pastime  but  with  her  he  deign'd  to  take. 

And  if  he  studied,  studied  for  her  sake. 

And,  for  Hypothesis  was  somewhat  long. 

Nor  soft  enough  to  suit  a  lover's  tongue,  20 

He  called  her  Posy,  with  an  amorous  art. 

And  grav'd  it  on  a  gem,  and  wore  it  next  his  heart. 

But  i^e,  inconstant  as  the  beams  that  play 
On  rippling  waters  in  an  April  day. 
With  many  a  freakish  trick  deceived  his  pains. 
To  pathless  wilds  and  unfrequented  plains 
Entic'd  him  from  his  oaths  of  knighthood  far, 
Forgetful  of  the  glorious  toils  of  war. 

'^  thus  the  tenderness  that  love  inspires 
Too  oft  betrays  the  votaries  of  his  fires ;  30 
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Borne  far  away  on  elevated  wings, 

They  sport  like  wanton  doves  in  airy  rings, 

And  laws  and  duties  are  neglected  things. 

Nor  he  alone  addressed  the  wayward  Fair, 
Full  many  a  knight  had  been  entangled  there. 
But  still  whoever  woc^d^her  or  embnic^d, 
On  ev'ry  mind  some  mighty  spell  she  cast. 
Some  she  would  teach  (for  she  was  wondrous  wise, 
And   made  her  dupes  see   all  things  with  her 

eyes) 
That  forms  material,  whatsoever  we  dream,  40 

Are  not  at  aU,  or  are  not  what  they  seem ; 
That  substances  and  modes  of  ev^ry  kind, 
Are  mere  impressions  on  the  passive  mind ; 
And  he  that  splits  his  cranium,  breaks  at  most 
A  fancied  head  against  a  fancied  post : 
Others,  that  earth,  ere  sin  had  drown'd  it  all. 
Was  smooth  and  even  as  an  iv'ry  ball ; 
That  all  the  various  beauties  we  survey, 
Hills,  valleys,  rivers,  and  the  boundless  sea, 
Are  but  departures  from  the  first  design,  50 

Effects  of  punishment  and  wrath  divine. 
She  tutored  some  in  Daedalus's  art, 
And  promised  they  should  act  his  wildgoose  part, 
On  waxen  pinions  soar  without  a  fall. 
Swift  as  the  proudest  gander  of  them  all. 

But  fate  reserved  Sir  Airy  to  maintain 
The  wildest  project  of  her  teeming  brain ; 
That  wedlock  is  not  rig'rous  as  supposed. 
But  man,  within  a  wider  pale  enclosed, 
May  rove  at  will,  where  appetite  shall  lead,  60 

Free  as  the  lordly  bull  that  ranges  o'er  the  mead ; 
That  forms  and  rites  are  tricks  of  human  law, 
As  idle  as  the  chattering  of  a  daw ; 
'  That  lewd  incontinence  and  lawless  rape, 
Are  marriage  in  its  true  and  proper  shape ; 
That  man  by  faith  and  truth  is made  a  slave. 
The  ring  ^  bauble,  and  the  priest  a  knave. 

Fair  fall  the  deed !  the  Knight  exulting  cried, 
Now  is  the  time  to  make  the  maid  a  bride ! 

'Twas  on  the  noon  of  an  autunmal  day,  70 

October  hight,  but  mild  and  fair  as  May, 
When  scarlet  fruits  the  russet  hedge  adorn, 
And  floating  films  envelope  ev'ry  &om. 
When  gently,  as  in  June,  the  rivers  glide, 
And  ovly  miss  the  flow'rs  that  grac'd  their  side ; 
The  linnet  twitter'd  out  his  parting  song, 
With  many  a  chorister  the  woods  among; 
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On  southern  banks  the  ruminating  sheep 

Lay  snug   and  warm,  'twas   summer'9    farewel 

peep. 
Propitious  to  his  fond  intent,  there  grew  80 

An  arbour  near  at  hand  of  thickest  yew, 
Wit^  many  a  boxen  bush,  close  dipt  between. 
And  Pliilyrea  of  a  gilded  green. 

But  what  old  Chaucer's  merry  page  befits. 
The  chaster  muse  of  modem  days  omits. 
Suffice  it  then  in  decent  terms  to  say, 
She  saw,— and  tum'd  her  rosy  cheek  away. 
Small  need  of  pray'r-book  or  of  priest  I  ween,' 
Where  parties  are  agreed,  retir'd  the  scene, 
Occasion  prompt,  and  apjietite  so  keen.  90 

Hypothesis  (for  with  such  magic  pow'r 
Fancy  endued  her  in  her  natal  hour) 
From  many  a  steaming  lake  and  reeking  bog. 
Bade  rise  in  haste  a  dank  and  drizzling  fog, 
That  curtain'd  round  the  scene  where  they  repos'd, 
And  wood  and  lawn  in  dusky  folds  inclos'd. 

Fear  seiz'd  the  trembling  sex ;  in  every  grove 
They  wept  the  wrongs  of  honourable  love. 
"•  In  vain,"  they  cried, ''  are  hymeneal  rites. 
Vain  our  delusive  hope  of  constant  knights ;       100 
The  marriage  bond  has  lost  its  pow'r  to  bind, 
And  flutters  loose,  the  sport  of  every  wind  5 
The  bride,  while  yet  her  bride's  attire  is  on, 
Shall  mourn  her  absent  lord,  for  he  is  gone. 
Satiate  of.  her,  and  weary  of  the  same, 
To  distant  wilds  in  quest  of  other  game. 
Ye  fair  Circassians !  all  your  lutes  employ, 
Seraglios  sing,  and  harams  dance  for  joy. 
For  British  njonphs,  whose  lords  were  lately  true, 
Nymphs  quite  as  fair,  and  happier  once  than  you, 
Honour,  esteem,  and  confldence  forgot,  111 

Feel  all  the  meanness  of  your  slavish  lot. 
O  curst  Hypothesis !  your  hellish  arts 
Seduce  our  husbands,  and  estrange  their  hearts. 
Will  none  arise  ?  no  knight,  who  still  retains 
The  blood  of  ancient  worthies  in  his  veins, 
T'  assert  the  charter  of  the  chaste  and  fair. 
Find*  out  her  treach'rous  heart,  and  plant  a  dagger 
there!" 

A  knight  (can  he  that  sei'ves  the  Fair  do  less  ?) 
Starts  at  the  call  of  beauty  in  distress ;  120 

And  he  that  does  not,  whatsoe'er  occtirs, 
Is  recreant,  and  unworthy  of  his  spurs  \ 

^  When  a  knight  was  degraded,  his  spurs  were  chopp'd  oflf  [C.]. 
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FuU  many  a  champion,  bent  on  hardy  deed, 
Call'd  for  his  arms,  and  for  his  princely  steed. 
So  swarm'd  the  Sabine  youth,  and  grasp'd  the 

shield, 
When  Ronian  rapine,  by  no  laws  withheld. 
Lest  Rome  should  end  with  her  first  founders'  lives, 
Made  half  their  maids,  sans  ceremony,  wives. 
But  not  the  mitred  few :  the  soul  their  charge, 
They  left  these  bodily  concerns  at  lai^ ;  130 

Forms  or  no  forms,  pluralities  or  pairs. 
Right  reverend  Sirs !  was  no  concern  of  theirs. 
The  rest,  alert  and  active  as  became 
A  courteous  knighthood,  caught  the  gen'rous  flame; 
One  was  accoutred  when  the  cry  began. 
Knight  of  the  silver  moon.  Sir  Marmadan^ 

Oft  as  his  Patroness,  who  rules  the  night, 
Hangs  out  her  lamp  in  yon  cserulean  height, 
His  vow  was  (and  he  well  performed  his  vow) 
Arm'd  at  all  points,  with  terror  on  his  brow,       140 
To  judge  the  land,  to  purge  atrocious  crimes. 
And  quell  the  shai)eless  monsters  of  the  times. 
For  cedars  fam'd,  fair  Lebanon  supplied 
The  well-pois'd  lance  that  quiver 'd  at  his  side ; 
Truth  arm'd  it  with  a  point  so  keen,  so  just. 
No  spell  or  charm  was  proof  against  the  thrust. 
He  couch'd  it  firm  upon  his  puissant  thigh, 
And  darting  through  his  helm  an  eagle's  eye, 
On  all  the  wings  of  chivalry  advanced 
To  where  the  fond  Sir  Airy  lay  entranc'd.  150 

He  dreamt  not  of  a  foe,  or  if  his  fear 
Foretold  one,  dreamt  not  of  a  foe  so  near. 
Far  other  dreams  his  fev'rish  mind  employed, 
Of  rights  restored,  variety  enjoy'd ; 
Of  virtue  too  well  fenced  to  fear  a  flaw. 
Vice  passing  current  by  the  stamp  of  law ; 
Large  population  on  a  liberal  plan. 
And  woman  trembling  at  the  foot  of  man ; 
How  shnple  wedlock  fornication  works, 
And  Christians  marrying  may  convert  the  Turks. 

The  trmnpet  now  spoke  Marmadan  at  hand,   161 
A  trumpet  that  was  heard  through  all  the  land. 
His  high-bred  steed  expands  his  nostrils  wide,  * 
And  snorts  aloud  to  cast  the  mist  aside ; 
But  he,  the  virtues  of  his  lance  to  show. 
Struck  thrice  the  point  upon  his  saddle-bow ; 
Three  sparks  ensued  that  chas'd  it  all  away, 
And  set  th'  unseemly  pair  in  open  day. 
1  Monthly  Review  for  October  [0.]. 
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To  horse  I  he  cried,  or  by  this  good  right  hand 
And  better  spear,  I  smite  you  where  you  stand.  170 

Sir  Airy,  not  a  whit  dismayed  or  scar'd, 
Buckled  his  hehn^  and  to  his  steed  repaired ; 
Whose  bridle,  while  he  cropped  the  grass  below, 
Hung  not  far  off  upon  a  myrtle  bough* 
He  mounts  at  once,  such  confidence  infus'd 
Th'  insidious  witch  that  had  his  wits  abus'd ; 
And  she,  regardless  of  her  softer  kind, 
Seiz'd  fast  the  saddle  and  sprang  up  behind. 
Oh  shame  to  knighthood !  his  assaUant  cried ; 
Oh  shame !  ten  thousand  echoing  nymphs  replied. 
Plac'd  with  advantage  at  his  listening  ear,  181 

She  whispered  still  that  he  had  nou^t  to  fear ; 
That  he  was  cas'd  in  such  inchanted  steel. 
So  polished  and  compact  from  head  to  heel, 
Come  ten,  come  twenty,  should  an  army  call 
Thee  to  the  field,  thou  shouldst  withstand  them  all. 

By  Dian's  beams.  Sir  Marmadan  exclaim'd, 
The  guiltiest  still  are  ever  least  asham'd ! 
But  guard  thee  well,  expect  no  f  eign'd  attack ; 
And  guard  beside  the  sorc'ress  at  thy  back.        190 

He  spoke  indignant,  and  his  spurs  applied. 
Though  little  need,  to  his  good  palfrey's  side ; 
The  barb  sprang  forward,  and  his  lord,  whose  force 
Was  equal  to  the  swiftness  of  his  horse. 
Bushed  with  a  whirlwind's  fury  on  the  foe. 
And,  Phineas  like,  transfix'd  them  at  a  blow. 

Then  sang  the  married  and  the  maiden  throng. 
Love  grac'd  the  theme,  and  harmony  the  song ; 
The  Faims  and  Satyrs,  a  lascivious  race, 
Shrieked  at  the  sight,  and,  conscious,  fled  the  place : 
And  Hymen,  trimming  his  dim  torch  anew,       201 
His  snowy  mantle  o'er  his  shoulders  threw ; 
He  tum'd,  and  view'd  it  oft  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  redd'ning  with  a  just  and  gen'rous  pride, 
Bless'd  the  glad  beams  of  that  propitious  day, 
The  spot  he  loath'd  so  much  for  ever  cleans'd  away. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWTON 

AN  INVITATION  INTO  THE  COUNTRY 

[Written  (?).    PubUshed  1782.] 

Thb  swallows  in  their  torpid  state 

Compose  their  useless  wing. 
And  bees  in  hives  as  idly  wait 
The  call  of  early  spring. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


322       TO  THE  REV.  MR  NEWTON 

The  keenest  frost  that  binds  the  stream, 

The  wildest  wind  that  blows, 
Are  neither  felt  nor  fear'd  by  tiiem, 

Secure  of  their  repose.  8 

But  man,  all  feeling  and  awake, 

The  gloomy  scene  surveys ; 
With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache, 

And  pant  for  brighter  days. 

Old  winter,  halting  o'er  the  mead. 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn ; 
But  lovely  spring  peeps  o'er  his  head, 

And  whispers  your  return.  16 

Then  April,  with  her  sister  May, 
Shall  chase  him  from  the  bow'rs ; 

And  weave  fresh  garlands  ev'ry  day. 
To  crown  the  smiling  hours. 

And,  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regret 

Of  happier  times,  appear, 
A  glimpse  of  joy,  that  we  have  met. 

Shall  shine,  and  dry  the  tear,  24 


THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER,  AND 
SENSITIVE  PLANT 

[Written  (?).    Published  1782.] 

An  Oyster,  cast  upon  the«shore, 
Was  heard,  though  never  heard  before. 
Complaining  in  a  speech  well  worded. 
And  worthy  thus  to  be  recorded — 

Ah,  hapless  wreteh !  condemned  to  dwell 
For  ever  in  my  native  shell ; 
Ordained  to  move  when  others  please. 
Not  for  my  own  content  or  ease ; 
But  toss'd  and  buffeted  about, 
Now  in  the  water  and  now  out.  10 

'Twere  better  to  be  bom  a  stone. 
Of  ruder  shape,  and  feeling  none. 
Than  with  a  tenderness  like  mine, 
And  sensibilities  so  fine ! 
I  envy  that  unfeeling  shrub. 
Fast  rooted  against  ev'ry  rub. 

The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  far  off. 
And  felt  the  sneer  with  scorn  enough ; 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  mortified, 
And  with  asperity  replied.  20 
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(When,  cry  the  botanists— and  stare — 
Did  planl3  caird  sensitive  grow  there  ? 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  muse  is 
To  make  them  grow  just  where  she  chooses.) 

You,  shai)eless  nothing  in  a  dish— 
You  that  are  but  almost  a  fish — 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insinuation, 
And  have  most  plentiful  occasion 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  view, 
Or  such  another  dolt  as  you :  30 

For  many  a  grave  and  learned  clerk. 
And  many  a  gay  unlettered  spark, 
With  curious  touch  eicamines  me, 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  he ; 
And,  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  shrink, 
Says — ^Well,  'tis  more  than  one  would  think ! 
Thus  life  is  si)ent  (oh,  fie  upon't !) 
In  being  touch'd,  and  crying — Don't ! 

A  poet,  in  his  ev'ning  walk, 
O'erheard  and  check'd  this  idle  talk.  40 

And  your  fine  sense,  he  said,  and  your's, 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  offended. 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
Disputes,  though  short,  are  far  too  long, 
Where  both  ahke  are  in  the  wrong ; 
Your  feelings,  in  their  full  amount, 
Are  all  ujwn  your  own  accoimt. 

You,  in  your  grotto- work  enclos'd, 
Complain  of  being  thus  expos'd ;  50 

Yet  nothing  feel  in  that  rough  coat. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throat, 
Wherever  driv'n  by  wind  or  tide, 
Exempt  from  ev'ry  ill  beside. 

And,  as  for  you,  my  Lady  Squeamish, 
Who  reckon  ev'ry  touch  a  blemish. 
If  all  the  plants  tiiat  can  be  found 
Embellishing  the  scene  aroimd 
Should  droop  and  wither  where  they  grow, 
You  would  not  feel  at  all — not  you.  60 

The  noblest  minds  their  virtue  prove 
By  pity,  sympathy,  and  love ; 
These,  these  are  feelings  truly  fine, 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine. 

His  censure  reach'd  them  as  he  dealt  it. 
And  each  by  shrinking  show'd  he  felt  it. 
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A  CARD 

IWritten  Peb.,  1781  (MS.  in  British  Museum).    Published  by 
Southey,  1836.] 

Poor  Vestris,  griev'd  beyond  all  measure, 

To  have  incurr'd  so  much  displeasure, 

Although  a  Frenchman,  disconcerted, 

And  though  lightheeled,  yet  heavy-hearted, 

Begs  humbly  to  inform  his  friends 

Next  first  of  April  he  intends 

To  take  a  boat  and  row  right  down 

To  Cuckold's  Point  from  Richmond  town, 

And  as  he  goes,  alert  and  gay. 

Leap  all  the  bridges  in  his  way.  10 

The  boat,  borne  downward  with  the  tide, 

Shall  catch  him  safe  on  t'other  side. 

He  humbly  hopes  by  this  expedient 

To  prove  himself  their  most  obedient, 

(Which  shall  be  always  his  endeavour,) 

And  jump  into  the  former  favour. 

TO  SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS 

[Written  1781  (?)  (MS.  in  British  Museum).    Published 
by  Johnson,  1824.] 

Dear  President,  whose  art  sublime 

Gives  perpetmty  to  time. 

And  bids  transactions  of  a  day 

That  fleeting  hours  would  wait  away, 

To  dark  Futurity  survive. 

And  in  unfading  beauty  live, 

You  cannot  witi^  a  grace  decline 

A  special  mandate  of  the  Nine — 

Yourself,  whatever  task  you  choose. 

So  much  indebted  to  the  Muse.  10 

Thus  say  the  sisterhood — ^We  come— 
Fix  well  your  pallet  on  your  thumb, 
Prepare  tiie  pencil  and  the  tints, 
We  come  to  furnish  you  with  hints. 
French  disappointanent,  British  glory 
Must  be  the  subject  of  the  story. 

First  strike  a  curve,  a  graceful  boW, 
Then  sloi)6  it  to  a  point  below ; 
Your  outline  easy,  airy,  light. 
Filled  up  becomes  a  paper  kite.  20 

Let  independence,  sanguine,  horrid. 
Blaze,  like  a  meteor  in  the  forehead ; 
Beneath,  (but  lay  aside  your  graces) 
Draw  six-and'twenty  rueful  faces^ 

24  The  Members  of  Congress,  I  suppose,  two  from  each  colony- 
note  in  BM, 
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Each  with  a  staring  stedf ast  eye, 

Fist  on  his  great  and  good  ally. 

France  flies  the  kite— 'tis  on  the  wing — 

Britannia's  lightning  cuts  the  string, 

The  wind  that  rais'd  it,  ere  it  ceases. 

Just  rends  it  into  thirteen  pieces,  30 

Takes  charge  of  ev'ry  fluttering  sheet. 

And  lays  them  all  at  Gteorge's  feet. 

Iberia  trembling  from  afar 
Benounces  the  confederate  war : 
Her  efforts  and  her  arts  o'ercome, 
France  calls  her  shattered  navies  home : 
Bepentmg  Holland  learns  to  mourn 
The  sacred  treaties  she  has  torn : 
Astonishment  and  awe  profound 
Are  stamp'd  upon  the  nations  round :  40 

Without  one  friend,  above  all  foes, 
Britannia  gives  the  world  repose. 

HEROISM 
[Written  1781.    PubUshed  1782.] 
There  was  a  time  when  Etna's  silent  flre 
Slept  imperceiv'd,  the  mountain  yet  entire ; 
When,  conscious  of  no  danger  from  below, 
She  towVd  a  cloud-capt  pyramid  of  snow. 
No  thunders  shook  with  deep  intestine  sound 
The  blooming  groves  that  girdled  her  aroimd. 
Her  unctuous  olives,  and  her  purple  vines, 
(Unfelt  the  fury  of  those  bursting  mines) 
The  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  assur'd. 
In  peace  upon  her  sloping  sides  matur'd.  10 

When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  lab'ring  in  her  womb, 
She  teem'd  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  birth, 
That  shook  the  circling  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise, 
And  hang  their  horrors  in  the  neighb'ring  skies, 
While  through  the  stygian  veil  that  blots  the  day, 
In  dazzling  streaks,  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 
But,  ohl  what  muse,  and  in  what  i)ow'rs  of  song, 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along?  20 

Havoc  and  devastation  in  the  van, 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  works  of  man— 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests,  disappear. 
And  all  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  they  pass. 
See  it  an  luunf  orm'd  and  idle  mass ; 
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Without  a  soil  t'  invite  the  tiller's  care, 

Or  blade  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 

Yet  time  at  lengtii  (what  will  not  time  achieve  ?) 

Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live.  30 

Once  more  the  spiry  myrtle  crowns  the  glade, 

And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  shade. 

Oh,  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  retreats, 

Oh  charming  paradise  of  short-liv'd  sweets ! 

The  self -same  gale  that  wafts  the  fn^rance  round 

Brings  to  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound ; 

Again  the  mountain  feels  th'  imprisoned  foe, 

Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 

Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore, 

That  only  future  ages  can  restore.  40 

Ye  monarchs,  whom  the  lure  of  honour  draws, 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merits  of  your  cause, 
Who  strike  the  blow,  then  plead  your  own  defence — 
Glory  your  aim,  but  justice  your  pretence ; 
Behold  in  Etna's  emblematic  fires 
The  mischiefs  your  ambitious  pride  inspires  I 

Fast  by  the  stream  that  bounds  your  just  domain. 
And  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne, 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours',  and  their  own. 
Ill-fated  race  I  how  deeply  must  they  rue  51 

Their  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you ! 
The  trumpet  soimds,  your  legions  swarm  abroad, 
Through  the  ripe  harvest  lies  their  destin'd  road ; 
At  ev'ry  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bread ! 
Earth  seems  a  garden  in  its  loveliest  dress 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  pestilence,  her  first-bom  son. 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun ;  60 

And  echoing  praises  such  as  fiends  might  earn. 
And  folly  pays,  resoimd  at  your  return ; 
A  calm  succeeds — but  plenty,  with  her  train 
Of  heart-felt  joys,  succeeds  not  soon  again, 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  must  show 
What  scourges  are  the  gods  that  rule  below. 

Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  slow  degrees, 
(Such  is  his  thirst  of  opulence  and  ease) 
PHes  all  the  sinews  of  industrious  toil. 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  gen'ral  spoil,  70 

Rebuilds  the  tow'rs  that  smok'd  upon  the  plain, 
And  the  sun  gilds  the  shining  spires  again. 

Increasing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conq'rors'  paxt ; 
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And  the  sad  lesson  must  be  leam'd  once  more, 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 

What  are  ye,  monarehs,  laurel'd  heroes,  say — 
But  ^tnas  of  the  suffring  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  nature,  stripped  of  her  embroidered  robe, 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  globe ;  8(X 

And  stands  a  witness  at  truth's  awfUl  bar, 
To  prove  you,  there,  destroyers  as  ye  are. 

Oh,  place  me  in  some  heav'n-protected  isle, 
Where  peace,  and  equity,  and  freedom  smile ; 
Where  no  volcano  pours  his  fiery  flood, 
No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  pow'r  secures  what  induslry  has  won ; 
Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  imdone ; 
A  land  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain, 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a  Gorge's  reign !  90 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  A  PROTESTANT  LADY  IN  FRANCE 

[Written  in  the  summer  of  1781.  Published  1800  (vol.  J,  Appendix! 
and,  clearly  from  the  same  MS.  (now  in  the  British  Museum), 
by  Bull,  in  1801.  A  sliflrhtly  different  version  was  published  by 
Hayley  in  1808;  said  by  him  to  be  "from  a  copy  corrected  by  the 
author."] 

Madam,,  a  stranger's  purpose  in  these  lays 
Is  to  congratulate,  and  not  to  praise. 
To  give  tiie  creature  her  Creator's  due 
Were  sin  in  me,  and  an  offence  to  you. 
From  man  to  man,  or  ev'n  to  woman  paid, 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  trade, 
A  coin  by  craft  for  folly's  use  designed, 
Spurious,  and  only  current  with  the  blind. 
The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  imknown ;       10 
No  traveller  ever  reached  that  blest  abode 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briars  in  his  road. 
The  world  may  dance  along  the  flow'ry  plain, 
Cheer'd  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain. 
Where  Nature  has  her  mossy  velvet  spread. 
With  unshod  feet  they  yet  securely  tread, 
Admonish'd,  scorn  the  caution  and  the  friend. 
Bent  upon  pleasure,  heedless  of  its  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  prove, 
How  slow  to  learn  the  dictates  of  his  love,  20 

Title  in  Hayley:  Epistle  to  a  Lady  in  France,  a  person  of  great 
piety,  and  much  afflicted.  3  herj  the  Hayley,         4  sin]  guilt 

Hayley.  12  in]  on  Hayley.  15  yielding  mosses  Hayley. 

16  they  yet  securely]  and  yet  unharm'd,  they  Hayley.       18  upon] 
on  all  and  all  on  Hayley. 
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That  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still, 
In  pity  to  the  sinners  he  designed 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
Call'd  for  a  cloud  to  darken  all  their  years, 
And  said,  '*  go  spend  them  in  the  vale  of  tears." 
Oh  balmy  gales  of  soul-reviving  air, 
Oh  salutary  streams  that  murmur  there. 
These  flowing  from  the  fount  of  gra<;e  above, 
Those  breathed  from  lips  of  everlasting  love !       30 
The  flinty  soil  indeed  tiieir  feet  annoys. 
And  sudden  sorrow  nip©  their  springing  joys. 
An  envious  world  will  interpose  its  frown 
To  mar  delights  superior  to  its  own, 
And  many  a  pang,  experienced  still  within. 
Reminds  them  of  their  hated  inmate,  sin ; 
But  ills  of  ev'ry  sha^  and  ev'ry  name. 
Transformed  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruel  aim, 
And  ev^ry  moment^s  calm,  that  sooths  the  breast. 
Is  giv'n  in  earnest  of  eternal  rest.  40 

Ah,  be  not  sad,  although  thy  lot  be  cast 
Far  from  the  flock,  and  in  a  distant  waste  I 
No  shepherd's  tents  within  thy  view  appear, 
But  the  chief  Shepherd  is  for  ever  near ; 
Thy  tender  sorrows  and  thy  plaintive  strain 
Flow  in  a  foreign  land,  but  not  in  vain ; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  from  a  source  divine, 
And  ev'ry  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine — 
'Twas  thus  in  Gideon's  fleece  the  dews  were  found, 
And  drought  on  all  the  ^x>oping  herbs  around,    50 


TO  THE 
REV.  WILLIAM  CAWTHORNE  UNWIN 

[Wrifcten  1781.    Published  1782.    There  is  a  MS.  copy  in  the 
British  Museum.] 

Ukwin,  I  should  but  ill  repay 

The  kindness  of  a  friend, 
Whose  worth  deserves  as  warm  a  lay 

As  ever  friendship  penned, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  age.  6 

^  23  the  sinners  he]  a  chosen  few  Hayley :  the  souls  his  Grace  ^r»t 
tn  1805  ed.  of  Poems.  24  T*  escape  the  common  ruin  of  their 

kind  Haylev»  32  Ohill  blasts  of  trouble  nip  Hayley,  '  42 bound- 
less-ffioty^..  43  shepherds'  Hayley,  44  is  for  ever!  even 
there  is  Hayleif.  49  Twas  thus]  So  once  Hayley,  50  herbs] 
flocks  Hayley  (1803). 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


TO  THE  REV.  W.  0.  UNWIN       329 

An  union  form'd,  as  mine  with  thee, 

Not  rashly,  or  in  sport, 
May  be  as  fervent  in  degree. 

And  faithful  in  its  sort. 
And  may  as  rich  in  comfort  prove, 
As  that  of  true  fraternal  love.  12 

The  bud  inserted  in  the  rind, 

The  bud  of  peach  or  rose, 
Adorns,  though  difTring  in  its  kind. 

The  stock  whereon  it  grows. 
With  flow'r  as  sweet,  or  fruit  as  fair, 
As  if  produc'd  by  nature  there.  18 

Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may— 

I  seize  thy  name  in  haste. 
And  place  it  in  this  first  assay. 

Lest  this  should  prove  the  last. 
'Tis  where  it  should  be — in  a  plan 
That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  man.  24 

The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  fame, 

Should  be  the  poet's  heart ; 
Affection  lights  a  brighter  flame 

Than  ever  blaz'd  by  art. 
No  muses  on  these  lines  attend, 
I  sink  the  poet  in  the  friend.  30 


FRIENDSHIP 

[Written  Nov.,  178l!    Published  1800  (vol.  I.  Appendix),  and  by  . 
Bull  in  1801.    There  is  a  MS.  copy  in  the  British  Museum, 
whose  variant  readings  are  given  below.    Hayleypublished 
a  version  n^ith  many  important  differences  in  1808;  this  is 
printed  entire  among  the  notes  at  the  end  of  the  volume.] 

What  virtue  or  what  mental  grace, 
But  men  imqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Profusion  apes  the  noble  part 
♦    Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  dullness  of  discretion^  .6 

If  ev'ry  polish'd  gem  we  find, 
Illuminating  heart  or  mind, 

Pro  voke  to  imitation ; 
No  wonder  friendship  does  the  same, 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  flame. 
Or  rather  constellation.  12^ 

iVtcn(i»/i-ti)— 11  purest]  brightest  :5if»  - 
h3 
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No  knave  but  boldly  will  pretend 
The  requisites  that  form  a  friend, 

A  real  and  a  sound  one, 
Nor  any  fool  he  would  deceive, 
But  proves  as  ready  to  believe, 

And  dreams  that  he  has  found  one.  18 

Candid  and  generous  and  just, 
Boys  care  but  little  whom  they  trust, 

An  error  soon  corrected — 
For  who  but  learns  in  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected  ?  24 

But  here  again  a  danger  lies, 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes, 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure. 
We  should  unwarily  conclude 
Friendship  a  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure.  30 

An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  despair ; 

Nor  is  it  wise  complaming, 
If  either  on  forbidden  groimd, 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  found. 

We  sought  without  attaining.  36 

No  friendship  will  abide  the  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest, 

Or  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  awhile  subsist 
Between  the  sot  and  sensualist,* 

For  vicious  ends  connected.  42 

Who  seeks  a  friend,  should  come  disposed 
T'  exhibit  in  full  bloom  disclosed 

The  graces  and  the  beauties 
That  form  the  character  he  seeks, 
For  'tis  an  union  that  bespeaks 

Reciprocated  duties.  48 

Mutual  attention  is  implied, 
And  equal  truth  on  either  side. 

And  constantly  supported ; 
'Tis  senseless  arrogance  t'  accuse 
Another  of  sinister  views, 

Our  own  as  much  distorted.  54 

17  prove  BulL  18  dream  BM.,  Butt,    has  BM, :  had  ISOOt 

BuU,   ,        22  in]  with  BAf,  26  misemploy'd  BM.,  BuU. 

48  Reciprocated]  A  just  e"xchange  of  BM.      40  Mutual  attention] 
Reciprocation  fikf.  HYoMsBMk 
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But  will  sincerity  suffice  ? 
It  is  indeed  above  all  price, 

And  must  be  made  the  basis ; 
But  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  coiistitute  the  charming  whole, 

All  shining  in  their  places.  60 

A  fretful  temper  will  divide 
The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied, 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrosion ; 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  explosion.  66 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  fyypes  of  permanent  delight — 

The  secret  just  committed, 
Forgetting  its  important  weight, 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate. 

And  by  themselves  outwitted.  72 

How  bright  soe'er  the  prospect  seems. 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  dreams 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in ; 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed. 
May  prove  a- dangerous  foe  indeied. 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping.  78 

As  envy  pines  at  good  possessed, 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distress'd 

On  good  that  seems  approaching, 
And  if  success  his  steps  attend, 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend. 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching.  84 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name, 
Unless  belied  by  common  fame, 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel. 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displays 
A  tax  upon  their  own  just  praise, 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel.  90 

A  man  renown'd  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling. 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breast, 
And  say  he  wounded  you  in  jest. 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing.  96 

Whoever  keeps  an  open  ear 
For  tattlers,  will  be  stire  to  hear 

66  It  is  indeed]  I  grant  it  is  BM.      62  may]  can  BM.      63  By  ] 
With -Bar.        .   79  goods  i^(?a 
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The  trmnpet  of  contention ; 
Aspersion  is  the  babbler's  trade, 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid, 

And  rush  into  dissension.  102 

A  friendship,  that  in  frequent  fits 
Of  controversial  rage  emits 

Hie  sparks  of  disputation, 
Like  Hand-in-Hand  insurance  plates 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

The  thought  of  conflagration.  108 

Some  fickle  creatures  boast  a  soul 
True  as  a  needle  to  the  pole, 

Their  humour  yet  so  various— 
They  manif ^t  their  whole  life  through 
The  needle's  deviations  too, 

Their  love  is  so  precarious.  114 

The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  terms  of  amity  complete, 

Plebeians  must  surrender 
And  yield  so  much  to  noble  folk, 
It  is  combining  fire  with  smoke, 

Obscurity  with  splendour.  120 

Some  are  so  placid  and  serene 
(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  green) 

They  sleep  secure  from  waking ; 
And  are  indeed  a  bog,  that  bears 
Your  imparticipated  cares 

Unmov'd  and  without  quaking.  126 

Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix 
Their  heterogeneous  politics 

Without  an  effervescence, 
Like  that  of  salts  with  lemon  juice, 
Which  does  not  yet  like  that  produce 

A  friendly  coalescence.  .  132 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife. 
And  make  a  calm  of  himian  life ; 

But  friends  that  chance  to  differ 
On  points,  which  God  has  left  at  large, 
How  fiercely  will  they  meet  and  charge, 

No  combatants  are  stiffer  I  .  138 

102  discussion  7vron&ly  BvU.  110  a]  the  BM.  Verfict  20 

and  21  {U.  115-126)  transposed  in  BM, 
121-3  As  Irish  bogs  are  always  green, 

Some  minds  are  sleepy  and  serene, 
Whose  heart  soe'er  IS  aching  £A/. 
133  should]  ought  t'lJAf.     13i>  which]  that  £ir.     )2fl  treely  ISOOi 
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To  prove  at  last  my  main  intent 
Needs  no  expence  of  argument, 

No  cutting  and  contriving— 
Seeking  a  r^  friend  we  seem 
T'  adopt  the  chymists*  golden  dream, 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving.  144 

Sometimes  the  fault  is  all  our  own, 
Some  blemish  in  due  time  made  known 

By  trespass  or  omission ; 
Sometimes  occasion  brings  to  light 
Our  friend's  defect  long  hid  from  sight 

And  even  from  suspicion.  150 

Then  judge  yourself,  and  prove  your  man 
As  circumspectly  as  you  can, 

And  having  made  election. 
Beware,  no  negligence  of  yours, 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  endures, 

Enfeeble  his.  affection.  156 

That  secrets  are  a  sacred  trusty 

That  friends  should  be  sincere  and  just. 

That  constancy  befits  them. 
Are  observations  on  the  case. 
That  savour  much  of  common  place. 

And  all  the  world  admits  them.  162 

But  ^tis  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone, 
An  architect  requires  alone 

To  finish  a  fime  building — 
The  palace  were  but  half  complete, 
If  he  could  possibly  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding.  168 

The  man  that  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thumps  upon  your  back 

How  he  esteems  your  merit. 
Is  such  a  friend,  that  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it.  174 

As  similarity  of  mind, 

Or  something  not  to  be  defin'd. 

First  fixes  our  attention  ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polite. 
The  same  we  practised  at  first  sight, 

Must  save  it  from  declension.  180 

139  at  last]  alas  BM.  146  in  due  time]  suddenly  BM, 

159  constancy]  sympathy  BM,  Verses  29  and  30  (W.  169-18 J) 

transpoted  in  BM,       171  he  esteems]  well  he  knows  BM, 
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Some  act  upon  this  prudent  plan, 
'*  Say  little  and  hear  all  you  can : " 

Saie  policy,  but  hateful— 
So  barren  sands  imbibe  the  show'r, 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flow'r, 

Unpleasant  and  ungrateful.  186 

The  man  I  trust,  if  shy  to  me, 
ShaU  find  me  as  reserved  as  he ; 

No  subterfuge  or  pleading 
Shall  win  my  confidence  again, 
I  will  by  no  means  entertain  .      ^ 

A  spy  on  my  proceeding.  ^    -^      192 

These  samples— for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evils  yet  unmention'd — 
May  prove  the  task  a  task  indeed, 
In  which  'tis  much  if  we  succeed 
:      However  well-intention'd.  198 

Pursue  the  search,  and  you  will  find 
Gkx)d  sense  and  knowledge  of  mankind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And  after  summing  all  the  rest. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient.  204 

The  noblest  Friendship  ever  shewn 
The  Saviour's  history  makes  known. 

Though  some  have  tum'd  and  tum'd  it ; 
And  whether  being  craz'd  or  blind, 
Or  seeking  with  a  biased  mind. 

Have  not,  it  seems,  discerned  it.  210 

Oh  Friendship !  if  my  soul  forego 
Thy  dear  delights  while  here  below ; 

To  mortify  and  grieve  me. 
May  I  myself  at  last  appear 
Unworthy,  base,  and  insincere. 

Or  may  my  friend  deceive  me !  216 

189-191      And  deaf  to  all  his  pleading 
I  will  withdraw  my  trust  again, 
Determined  not  to  entertain  BM, 
200  Good  sense]  Wisdom  BM,  Last  tvjo  verses  omitted  in 

BM.,  which  has  instead : 

There  is  a  sober  serious  grace, 
A  sanctity  in  friendship's  face, 

That  proves  it  heav'n-deiended ; 
The  love  of  woman  not  so  pure, 
Nor  ev'n  when  truest  so  secure 
To  last  'till  life  is  ended. 
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A  POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  LADY  AUSTEN 
[Written  Deo.  17, 1781.    Published  by  Hayley.  1808.] 
Dear  Anna — between  friend  and  friend, 
Prose  answers  every  common  end ; 
Serves,  in  a  plain  and  homely  way, 
T'  express  th'  occurrence  of  the  day; 
Our  health,  the  weather,  and  the  news ; 
What  walks  we  take,  what  books  we  choose ; 
And  all  the  floating  thoughts  we  find 
Upon  the  surface  of  the  mind. 

But  when  a  Poet  takes  the  pen. 
Far  more  alive  than  other  men,  10 

He  feels  a  gentle  tingling  come 
Down  to  his  finger  and  Ms  thumb, 
Derived  from  nature's  noblest  part. 
The  centre  of  a  glowing  heart ! 
And  this  is  what  the  world,  who  knows 
No  flights  above  the  pitch  of  prose. 
His  more  sublime  vagaries  slighting, 
Denominates  an  itch  for  writing. 
No  wonder  I,  who  scribble  rhyme, 
To  catch  the  triflers  of  the  time,  20 

And  tell  them  truths  divine  and  clear. 
Which,  couch'd  in  prose,  they  will  not  hear ; 
Who  labour  hard  to  allure  and  draw 
The  loiterers  I  never  saw. 
Should  feel  that  itching,  and  that  tingling. 
With  all  my  purpose  intermingling, 
To  your  intrinsic  merit  true, 
When  call'd  t'  address  myself  to  you. 

Mysterious  are  his  ways,  whose  power 
Brings  forth  that  unexpected  hour,  30 

When  minds,  that  never  met  before. 
Shall  meet,  unite,  and  part  no  more : 
It  is  th'  allotment  of  the  skies. 
The  hand  of  the  Supremely  Wise, 
That  guides  and  governs  our  affections. 
And  plans  and  oi^lers  our  connexions ; 
Directs  us  in  our  distant  road. 
And  marks  the  bounds  of  our  abode. 
Thus  we  were  settled  when  you  found  us, 
Peasants  and  child^n  all  aroimd  us,  40 

Not  dreaming  of  so  dear  a  friend. 
Deep  in  the  abyss  of  Silver-End  \ 
Thus  Martha,  e'en  against  her  will, 
Perch'd  on  the  top  of  yonder  hill ; 

^  An  obscure  part  of  Olney,  adjoining  to  the  residence  of 
C5owi)er,  which  faced  the  toarket-plaoe  [H.]. 
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And  you,  though  you  must  needs  prefer 

The  fairer  scenes  of  sweet  Sancerre  \ 

Are  come  from  distant  Loire,  to  choose 

A  cottage  on  the  banks  of  Ouse. 

•Hus  page  of  Providence,  quite  new, 

And  now  just  op'ning  to  our  view,  50 

Employs  our  present  thoughts  and  pains, 

To  guess,  and  spell,  what  it  contains : 

But  day  by  day,  and  year  by  year. 

Will  make  the  dark  aenigma  clear ; 

And  furnish  us,  perhai)s,  at  last. 

Like  other  scenes  ah*eady  past, 

With  proof,  that  we,  and  our  affairs 

Are  part  of  a  Jehovah^'s  cares ; 

For  Qod  unfolds,  by  slow  degrees. 

The  purport  of  his  deep  decrees ;  60 

Sheds  every  hour  a  clearer  light 

In  aid  of  our  defective  sight ; 

And  spreads,  at  length,  before  the  soul, 

A  beautiful  and  perfect  whole. 

Which  busjr  man^s  inventive  brain 

Toils  to  anticipate  in  vain. 

Say,  Anna,  had  you  never  known 
The  beauties  of  a  rose  full-blown. 
Could  you,  tho'  luminous  your  eye, 
By  looking  on  the  bud,  descry,  70 

Or  guess,  with  a  prophetic  power. 
The  future  splendour  of  the  flower? 
Just  so  th'  Omnipotent,  who  turns 
The  system  of  a  world's  concerns. 
From  mere  minutidB  can  educe 
Events  of  most  import».nt  use; 
And  bid  a  dawning  sky  display 
The  blaze  of  a  meridis^  day. 
The  works  of  man  tend,  one  and  all, 
As  needs  they  must,  from  great  to  small ;      80 
And  vanity  absorbs  at  length 
The  monuments  of  human  strength. 
But  who  can  tell  how  vast  ^e  plan 
Which  this  day's  incident  began  ? 
Too  small  perhaps  the  slight  occasion 
For  our  dim-sighted  observation ; 
It  passed  imnotic'd,  as  the  bird 
That  cleaves  the  yielding  air  unheard. 
And  yet  may  prove,  when  imderstood, 
A  harbinger  of  endless  good.  90 

1  Lady  Austen's  residence  in  France  [H.]. 
46  fairest  ffayley  {1806), 
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Not  that  I  deem,  or  mean  to  call 
Friendship,  a  blessing  cheap,  or  small : 
But.  merely  to  remark,  that  ours. 
Like  some  of  nature's  sweetest  flowers. 
Rose  from  a  seed  of  tiny  size. 
That  sfeem'd  to  promise  no  such  prize : 
A  transient  visit  intervening. 
And  made  almost  without  a  meaning, 
(Hardly  th'  effect  of  inclination. 
Much  less  of  pleasing  expectation)  100 

Produced  a  friendship,  then  begun, 
That  has  cemented  us  in  one ; 
And  plac'd  it  in  our  power  to  prove, 
By  long  fidelity  and  love. 
That  Solomon  has  wisely  spoken ; 
"  A  three-fold  cord  is  not  soon  broken." 


TO  MISS  CREUZE  ON  HER  BHITHDAY 

[Written  Nov.,  1780  (?) :  see  notes :  (MS.  in  British  Museum). 
Published  by  Hayley,  1803.]        .       . 

How  many  between  East  and  West       . 

Disgrace  their  parent  earth, 
Whose  deeds  constrain  us  to  detest 

The  day  that  gave  them  birth  I 

Not  so,  when  Stella's  natal  mom  . 

Revolving  months  restore, 
We  can  rejoice  that  iS%e  was  bom. 

And  wish  her  bom  once  more. 


THE  FLATTING  MHiL 

[Written  Dec.  20, 1781.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.    There  is  a 
copy  amongr  the  Ash  MSS.] 

WmiN  a  bar  of  pure  silver  or  ingot  of  gold 
Is  sent  to  be  flatted  or  wrought  into  length. 

It  is  pass'd  between  cylinders  often,  and  rolled 
In  an  engine  of  utmost  mechanical  strength. 

Thus  tortured  and  squeezed,  at  last  it  appears, 
like  a  loose*  heap  of  ribbon,  a  glittering  show, 

like  music  it  tinkles  and  rings  in  your  ears, 
And  warm'd  by  the  pressure  is  all  in  a  glow.      8 
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This  process  achieved,  it  is  doomed  to  sustain 
The  thump  after  thump  of  a  gold-beater's  mallet, 

And  at  last  is  of  service  in  sickness  or  pain 
To  cover  a  pill  from  a  delicate  palate. 

Alas  for  the  poet  I  who  dares  imdertake 

To  urge  reformation  of  national  ill, 
His  head  and  his  heart  are  both  likely  to  ache.     15 

With  the  double  employment  of  mallet  and  mill. 

If  he  wish  to  instruct,  he  must  learn  to  delight, 
Smooth  ductile  and  even  his  fancy  must  flow, 

Must  tinkle  and  glitter,  like  gold  to  the  sight. 
And  catch  in  ite  progress  a  sensible  glow. 

After  all,  he  must  beat  it  as  thin  and  as  fine 
As  the  leaf  that  enfolds  what  an  invalid  swallows. 

For  truth  is  imwelcome  however  divine. 
And  unless  you  adorn  it,  a  nausea  foUows.        24 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWTON, 
RECTOR  OF  ST.  MARY,  WOOLNOTH 

[Written  May  28, 1782.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Says  the  pipe  to  the  snuff-box,  I  can't  understand 
What  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  see  in  your  face. 

That  you  are  in  fashion  all  over  the  land. 
And  I  am  so  much  fallen  into  disgrace. 

Do  but  see  what  a  pretty  contemplative  air 

I  give  to  the  company — ^pray  do  but  note  'em — 
You  would  think  that  the  wise  men  of  Greece  were 
all  there. 
Or,  at  least,  would  suppose  them  the  wise  men  of 
Gk>tham.  8 

My  breath  is  as  sweet  as  the  breath  of  blown  roses. 
While  you  are  a  nuisance  where'er  you  appear ; 

There  is  nothing  but  sniveling  and  blowing  of  noses. 
Such  a  noise  as  turns  any  man's  stomach  to  he^. 

The  FlaUing  Mill— 10  thumps  and  the  blows  A.  14  urge] 

press  A,  17  If  .  .  .  instruct]  Before  he  can  teach  A. 

17-20  re-tvriUen  at  end  of  poem  in  A .  thus  : 

His  thoughts  like  the  gold  should  be  sterling  and  true. 

As  ductile  and  even  his  fancy  should  flow, 
Should  jingle  and  tinkle,  and  shine  to  the  view. 
And  catch  in  its  progress  a  sensible  glow. 
19  Must  jingle  and  tinkle  and  shine  to  the  sight  A»        21  beat  it 
as  thin  and]  beat  it  and  thump  it  and  hammer  and  work  it  A, 
2i  adorn]  disguise  A, 
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Tlien  lifting  his  lid  in  a  delicate  way, 

Andop'ning  his  mouth  witha  smilequite  engaging, 
The  box  in  reply  was  heard  plainly  to  say, 

What  a  silly  dispute  is  this  we  are  waging !      16 

K  you  hare  a  little  of  merit  to  claim, 

1  oumay  thankthe  sweet-smelling  Virginian  weed. 
And  I,  if  I  seem  to  deserve  any  blame, 

The  before-mention'd  drug  in  apology  plead. 

Thus  neither  the  praise  nor  the  blame  is  our  own, 
No  room  for  a  sneer,  much  less  a  cachinnus, 

We  are  vehicles,  not  of  tobacco  alone,  23 

But  of  any  thing  else  they  may  choose  to  put  in  us. 

TO  THE  REV.  WHJJAM  BULL 

[Written  June  22;  1782.    Published  by  Johnson,  1824.] 

My  dear  Friend, 
li  reading  verse  be  your  delight, 
'Tis  naine  as  much,  or  more,  to  write ; 
But  what  we  would,  so  weak  is  man, 
Lies  oft  remote  from  what  we  can. 
For  instance,  at  this  very  time 
I  feel  a  wish,  by  cheerful  rhyme 
To  sooth  my  friend,  and,  had  I  pow'r. 
To  cheat  him  of  an  anxious  hour ; 
Not  meaning  (for  I  must  confess. 
It  were  but  folly  to  suppiress.)  10 

His  pleasure,  or  his  good  alone. 
But  squinting  partly  at  my  own. 
But  though  the  sun  is  flaming  high 
r  th'  centre  of  yon  arch,  the  sky. 
And  he  had  once  (and  who  but  he  ?) 
The  name  for  setting  genius  free, 
Yet  whether  poets  of  past  days 
Yielded  him  imdeserved  praise, 
And  he  by  no  uncommon  lot 
Was  f am'd  for  virtues  he  had  not ;  20 

Or  whether,  which  is  like  enough. 
His  Highness  may  have  taken  huff, 
So  seldom  sought  with  invocation. 
Since  it  has  been  the  reigning  fashion 
To  disregard  his  inspiration, 
I  seem  no  brighter  in  my  wits 
For  all  the  radiance  he  emits. 
Than  if  I  saw,  through  midnight  vapour, 
The  glimm'ring  of  a  farthing  taper. 
Oh  for  a  succedaneum,  then,  30 

T'  accelerate  a  creeping  pen  I 
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Oh  for  a  ready  succedaneum, 
Quod  caput,  cerebrum,  et  cranium 
Pondere  liberet  exoso, 
.  £t  morbo  jam  caliginoso  I 
'Tis  hei-e ;  this  oval  box  well  fiU'd 
With  best  tobacco,  finely  milFd, 
Beats  all  Anticyra's  pretences 
To  disengage  th'  encumbered  senses* 

Oh  Nymph  of  Transatlantic  fame,  40 

Where'er  thine  haunt,  whatever  thy  name, 
Whether  reposing  on  the  side 
Of  Oroonoquo's  spacious  tide, 
Or  listening  with  delight  not  small 
To  Niagara's  distant  fall, 
"lis  thine  to  cherish  and  to  feed 
The  pimgent  nose-refreshing  weed, 
Which,  whether  pulveriz'd  it  gain 
A  speedy  passage  to  the  brain. 
Or  whether,  touch'd  with  fire,  it  rise  50 

la  circlmg  eddies  to  the  skies, 
Does  thought  more  quicken  and  refine 
Than  all  the  breath  of  allthe  Nine- 
Forgive  the  Bard,  if  Bard  he  be, 
Who  once  too  wantonly  made  free. 
To  touch  with  a  satiric  wipe 
That  symbol  of  thy  power,  the  pipe ; 
So  may  no  blight  mfest  thy  plains, 
And  no  unseasonable  rains, 
And  so  may  smiling  Peace  once  more         60 
Visit  America's  sad  shore ; 
And  thou,  secure  from  all  alarms 
Of  thimd'ring  drums,  and  glitt'ring  arms, 
Rove  unconfin'd  beneath  the  shade 
Thy  wide  expanded  leaves  have  made ; 
So  may  thy  votaries  increase, 
And  fumigation  never  cease. 
May  Newton  with  renew'd  delights 
Perform  thy  odorif'rous  rites. 
While  clouds  of  incense  half  divine  70 

Involve  thy  disappearing  shrine ; 
And  so  may  smoke-inhaling  Bull 
Be  always  filling,  never  full. 

THE  COLUBRIAD 

'  [Written  Auj?.,  1782.    Published  by  Hayley,  180a] 
Close  by  the  threshold  of  a  door  nail'd  fast 
Three  kittens  sat :  each  kitten  look'd  aghaat. 
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I,  passing  swift  and  inattentive  by, 

At  the  ttoee  kittens  cast  a  careless  eye ; 

Not  much  concem'd  to  know  what  they  did  there, 

Not  deeming  kittens  worth  a  poet's  care. 

But  presently  a  loud  and  furious  hiss 

Caused  me  to  stop,  and  to  exclaim — what's  this  ? 

When,  lo  I  upon  liie  threshold  met  my  view, 

With  head  erect,  and  eyes  of  fiery  hue,  10 

A  viper,  long  as  Count  de  Grasse's  queue. 

Forth  from  his  head  his  forked  tongue  he  throws, 

Darting  it  full  against  a  kitten's  nose ; 

Who  having  never  seen  in  field  or  house 

The  like,  sat  still  and  silent,  as  a  mouse : 

Only,  projecting  with  attention  due 

Her  whisker'd  face,  she  ask'd  him— who  are  you? 

On  to  the  hall  went  I,  with  'pace  not  slow, 

But  swift  as  lightning,  for  a  long  Dutch  hoe ; 

With  which  well  arm'd  I  hastened  to  the  spqt,      20 

To  find  the  viper.    But  I  f oimd  him  not. 

And,  turning  up  the  leaves  and  shrubs  aroimd, 

Foimd  only,  that  he  was  not  to  be  found. 

But  still  the  kittens,  sitting  as  before. 

Sat  watching  close  the  bottom  of  the  door. 

I  hope — said  I — the  villain  I  would  kill 

Has  slipt  between  the  door  and  the  door's  sill ; 

And  if  I  make  despatch,  and  follow  hard. 

No  doubt  but  I  shall  find  him  in  the  yard:— 

For  long  ere  now  it  should  have  been  rehears'd,  30 

'Twas  in  the  garden  that  I  f oimd  him  first. 

E'en  tliere  I  found  him ;  there  the  full-grown  cat 

His  head  with  velvet  paw  did  gently  pat. 

As  curious  as  the  kittens  erst  had  been 

To  learn  what  this  phenomenon  might  mean. 

Fill'd  with  heroic  ardour  at  the  sight, 

And  fearing  every  moment  he  would  bite, 

And  rob  our  household  of  our  only  cat 

That  was  of  age  to  combat  with  a  rat. 

With  out-stretch'd  hoe  I  slew  him  at  the  doOr,     40 

And  taught  him  never  to  come  there  no.hore. 

TO  LADY  AUSTEN, 
"VVRITTEN  IN  RAINY  WEATHER 
[Written  Aug.  12, 1782.    Published  by  Hayley.  ISOBJ   ' 
To  watch  the  storms,  and  hear  the  s^ 
Giv6  all  our  almanacks  the  lie ; 
To  shake  with  cold,  and  see  the  plains 
In  auti^nn  drown-d  with  wintry  rain&;     * 
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Tis  thus  I  spend  my  moments  here, 

And  wish  myself  a  Dutch  mynheer ; 

I  then  should  have  no  need  of  wit ; 

For  limipish  Hollander  imfit ! 

Nor  should  I  then  repine  at  mud, 

Or  meadows  delug'd  with  a  flood ;  10 

But  in  a  bog  live  well  content. 

And  find  it  just  my  element : 

Should  be  a  clod,  and  not  a  man. 

Nor  wish  in  vain  for  Sister  Ann, 

With  charitable  aid  to  drag 

My  mind  out  of  its  proper  quag ; 

Should  have  the  genius  of  a  boor. 

And  no  ambition  to  have  more. 


THE  DISTRESSED  TRAVELLERS 
OR,  LABOUR  IN  VAIN 

An  excellent  New  Song  to  a  Tune  never  sung  hefbre, 

[Written  Aug.,  1782  (?).  Published  in  The  Monthly  Magazine, 
Jan.,  1808]. 

I  SING  of  a  journey  to  Clifton  * 

We  would  have  performed  if  we  oould, 
Without  cart  or  barrow  to  lift  on 
Poor  Mary "  and  me  thro'  the  mud. 
Sleslaslud, 
Stuck  in  the  mud ; 
Oh  it  is  pretty  to  wade  through  a  flood  I  7 

So  away  we  went,  slipping  and  sliding, 

Hop,  hop,  d  la  mode  de  deux  frogs, 
Tis  near  as  good  walking  as  riding. 
When  ladies  are  dress'd  in  their  clogs. 
Wheels,  no  doubt. 
Go  briskly  about, 
But  they  clatter  and  rattle,  and  make  such  a  rput ) 
She.  *'  Well  I  now  I  protest  it  is  charming ;  15 

How  finely  the  weather  improves  I 
That  cloud,  though,  is  rather  alarming, 
How  slowly  and  stately  it  moves ! " 
He,  ** Pshaw!  nevermind, 

'Tis  not  in  the  wind. 
We  are  travelling  south  and  shall  leave  it  behind." 
She,  '^  I  am  glad  we  are  come  for  an  airing,        22 
For  folks  may  be  poimded  and  penn'd, 
Until  they  grow  rusty,  not  caring 
To  stir  h^  a  mile  to  an  end." 

1  A  villAfte  near  Olney  [1808].  ^  Mrs.  Unwin  [1806]. 
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He^  '*  The  longer  we  stay, 

The  longer  we  may ; 
It 's  a  folly  to  think  about  weather  or  way."        28 

She,  "  But  now  I  begin  to  be  frighted ; 

If  I  fall,  what  a  way  I  ^ould  roll  I 
I  am  glad  that  the  bridge  was  indicted,— 
Stop  I  stop  I  I  am  sui&  in  a  hole  I" 

He.  ** Nay,  never  care! 

'Tis  a  common  affair ; 
You'll  not  be  the  last  that  will  set  a  foot  thOTe/'  35 

She.  *'  Let  me  breathe  now  a  little,  and  pond^ 
On  what  it  were  better  to  do ; 
That  terrible  lane  I  see  yonder, 
I  think  we  shall  never  get  through." 

He.  '*SothmkI:— 

But,  by  the  bye. 
We  never  shall  know,  if  we  never  should  try."    42 

She.  *'  But  should  we  get  there,  how  shall  we  get 
home? 
What  a  terrible  deal  of  bad  road  we  have 
past  I 
Slipping  and  sliding ;  and  if  we  should  come 
To  a  difficult  stile,  I  am  ruined  at  last  I 
Oh  this  lane  I 
Now  it  is  plain 
That  struggling  and  striving  is  labour  in  vain."  49 

He.    '*  Stick  fast  there  while  I  go  and  look—" 

She.      *'  Don't  go  away,  for  fear  I  should  fall  I " 

He.    *'  I  have  examined  it  every  nook. 

And  what  you  have  here  is  a  sample  of  all. 
Come,  wheel  round, 
The  dirt  we  have  found 

Would  be  an  estate  at  a  farthing  a  poimd."  56 

Now,  sister  Anne  S  the  guitar  you  ^lust  take. 

Set  it,  and  sing  it,  and  make  it  a  song ; 
I  have  varied  the  verse  for  variety's  sake. 
And  cut  it  off  short — ^because  it  was  long, 
'lis  hobbling  and  lame. 
Which  critics  won't  blame. 
For  the  sense  and  tiie  soimd,  they  say,  should  be 
the  same.  63 

1  The  late  Lady  Austen  [18081. 
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ON  THE  LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORGfi 
WRITTEN  WHEN  THE  NEWS  ARRIVEb, 

by  desire  of  jMdy  Austen,  who  wanted  words  to  the  March 
in  Scipio. 

[Written  Sept.  (?),  1782.  Published  by  Hayley,  1803.  The  MSS. 
of  both  the  English  and  the  Latin  poems  are  in  the  British 
Museum.] 

Toll  for  the  brave— 
The  brave  I  that  are  no  more : 

All  sunk  beneath  the  wave, 
Fast  by  their  native  shore. 

Eight  hundred  of  the  brave, 
Whose  courage  well  was  tried, 

Had  made  the  vessel  heel 
And  laid  her  on  her  side ; 

A  land-breeze  shook  the  shrouds. 
And  she  was  overset ; 

Down  went  the  Royal  Gteorge, 
With  all  her  crew  complete.  12 

Toll  for  the  brave- 
Brave  Kempenfelt  is  gone, 

His  last  sea-fight  is  fought, 
His  work  of  glory  done. 

It  was  not  in  the  battle. 
No  tempest  gave  the  shock. 

She  sprang  no  fatal  leak,    . 
She  ran  upon  no  rock ; 

His  sword  was  in  the  sheath. 
His  fingers  held  the  pen. 

When  Kempenfelt  went  down 
With  twice  four  hundred  men.  24 

Weigh  the  vessel  up. 
Once  dreaded  by  our  foes, 

And  mingle  with  your  cup 
The  tears  that  England  owes ; 

Her  timbers  yet  are  soimd. 
And  she  may  float  again, 

Full  charged  with  England's  thunder, 
And  plough  the  distant  main ; 

But  Kempenfelt  is  gone, 
gis^ctori^  are  Q'^^ZT 

4ndhfi.^d  hi»  Eight hnndrpii 
Mu^t  ptongh  tihfi  WflYP  nn  mora  361^. 

21  the]  its  Hayley.         27  your]  our  Hayley,         96  Must] 
ShaJl  Hayley.  ,  - 
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IN  SXJBMERSIONEM  NAVIGn  GUI  aEORGIUS 
REGALE  NOMEN  INDITUM 

[Written  1782.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803*] 

Plangimus  fortes— periere  fortes— 
Patrium  propter  periere  littus, 
Bis  quater  centum  subito  sub  alto 
-33quore  mersi. 

Navis  innitens  lateri  jacebat, 
Maltus  ad  summas  trepidabat  undas, 
Cum  levis,  funes  quatiens,  ad  imum 

Depidit  aura.  8 

Plangimus  fortes — nimis,  heu,  caducam 
Fortibus  vitam  voluere  Parcae, 
Nee  sinimt  ultra  tibi  nos  recentes 
Nectere  laturus, 

Magne,  qui  nomen  licet  incanorum 
Traditum  ex  multis  atayis  tulisti— 
At  tuos  olim  memorabit  aevum 

Omne  triumphos.  16 

Non  hyems  illos  furibunda  mersit, 
Non  man  in  clauso  scopuli  latentes, 
Non  fissa  rimis  abies,  nee  atrox 
Abstulit  ensis. 

NavitfiB  sed  turn  nimium  jocosi 

Voce  fallebant  hilari  laborem, 

Et  quiescebat,calamoque  dextram  im- 

pleverat  Heros.  24 

Vos  quibus  cordi  est  grave  opus  piumque, 
Humidum  ex  alto  spolium  levate, 
Et  putrescentes  sub  aquis  amicos 
Beddite  amicis. 

Hi  quidem  (sic  Dis  placuit)  fuere ; 
Sed  ratis  nondum  putris  ire  possit 
Rursus  in  belliun,  Britonumque  nomen 

Tollere  ad  astra.  82 

19  Fissa  non  Hayley^  to  mend  the  metre. 
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THE  DIVERTING  HISTORY 
OF 

JOHN   GILPIN, 

SHOWING  HOW  HE  WENT  FARTHER  THAN  HE 
INTENDED.  AND  CAME  SAFE  HOME  AGAIN 

[Written  Oct.,  1782.  Published  anonymously  in  The  Public 
Aavertiser^  Nov.  14, 1782 ;  afterwards  m  1785.  The  manuscript 
copy  in  the  British  Museum  is  obviously  an  early  version, 
before  Cowper  had  finally  revised  the  poem  for  publication 
amouK  his  Poems :  the  variant  readinss  taken  from  it  are  driven 
in  the  notes  at  the  end  of  the  volume.  J 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  tedn-band  captein  eke  was  he 

Of  famous  London  town.  ** 

John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear — 

Though  wedded  we  hare  been 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  holiday  hare  seen.  8 

To-morrow  is  om*  wedding-day, 

And  we  will  then  repair 
TTnfn  thft  Bftll  at  Et^monton 

All  in  a  chaise  and  paaE 

My  sister,  and  my  sister's  child, 

Myself,  and  children  three, 
Will  fill  the  chaise  ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  aftiar  we.  16 

He  soon  replied — I  do  admire 

Of  wom^iMnd  but  one, 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done.    . 

T  ftm  ^linpii-flriTwr  Md,. 

As  all  the  world  dotuKHow, 
And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.  24 

Quoth  Mrs.  Gilpin — ^That's  well  said; 

And,  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
We  win  be  f  umish'd  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear. 

John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife ; 

O'erjoy'd  was  he  to  find 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 

She  had  a  fru^  mind.  G2 


Digitized  by  Google  J 


JOHN  GILPIN  347 

The  momiiig  came,  the  chaise  was  brought, 

But  yet  was  not  allowed 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay'd, 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin !  40 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels. 

Were  never  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath. 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane, 
Aild  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again ;  48 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach'd  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came ;  for  loss  of  time. 

Although  it  griev'd  him  sore, 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more.  56 

'Twas  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When  Betty  screaming  came  down  stairs — 

* '  The  wine  is  left  behind  I " 

G<xxllack!  quoth  he— -yet  bring  it  me, 

My  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  sword 

When  I  do  exercise.  04 

Now  mistress  Gilpin  (careful  soul !) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 
To  hold  the  Uquor  that  she  lov*d. 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear. 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 
And  hung  a  bottle  on  each*  side. 

To  make  his  balance  true.  72 

Then,  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe, 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brushed  and  neat^ 

He  manfully  did  throw. 
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Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Ui)on  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed !  80 

But,  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  his  well-shod  feet, 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  trot, 

Which  gsSVd  him  in  his  seat. 

So^  Fair  and  softly,  John  he  cried, 

But  John  he  cned  in  vain ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein.  88 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 
He  grasp'd  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more.  96 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig  I — 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 

Of  nmning  such  a  rig ! 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly. 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay. 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both. 

At  last  it  flew  away.  104 

Then  might  all  people  well  discern 

The  bottles  he  had  slimg ; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  scream'd. 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev'ry  soul  cried  out — Well  done ! 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl.  112 

Away^  went  Gilpin— who  but  he  ? 

His  fame  soon  spread  aroimd — 
He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race  1 

'Tis  for  a  thousand  pound ! 

And  still,  aa  fast  as  he  drew  near, 

'Twas  wonderful  to  view 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike-men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw.  120 
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And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Were  shattered  at  u  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  they  had  basted  been.  .      128 

But  still  he  seem'd  to  carry  weight. 

With  leathern  girdle  brac'd ; 
For  all -might  see  the  bottle-necks  * 

Still  dangling  at  his  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  he  did  i^y, 
And  till  he  came  unto  the  Wash 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay.  136 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way, 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride.  144 

Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin  I— Here's  the  house — 

T^ey  Sill  at  once  did  cry ; 
The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd : 

Said  Gilpin— So  am  1 1 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclined  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ? — his  owner  had  a  house 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware.  152 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 
So  did  he  fly— which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will. 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still.  160 

The  calender,  amaz'd  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  accosted  him : — 
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What  news?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bare-headed  you  are  come, 

Or  why  you  come  at  all?  168 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit, 

And  lov'd  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : — 

I  came  because  your  horse  would  come; 

And,  if  I  well  forebode. 
My  hat 'and  wig  will  soon  be  here — 

They  are  upon  the  road.  176 

The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Betum'd  him  not  a  single  word. 

But  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig; 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear, 

Each  comely  in  its  kind.  184 

He  held  them  up,  and,  in  his  turn, 

Thus  show'd  his  ready  wit — 
My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  your's. 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away 

That  hangs  upon  your  face ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  himgry  case.  192 

Said  John — It  is  my  wedding-day, 

And  all  the  world  would  store. 
If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton 

And  I  should  dine  at  Ware ! 

So,  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said— 

I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
'Twas  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here. 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine.  200 

Ah,  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear ; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar. 
And  galloped  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before.  208 
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Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

liVent  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig  I 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first — 

For  why  ? — they  were  too  big ! 

Now,  mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away. 

She  pull'd  out  half  a  crown ;  216 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  ^e  said 

^I^iatdiOT^^ 
TlrE^sEairBe  yours  wi^    you  bring  back 

My  husband  safe  and  well. 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  bade  amain ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein ;  224 

But,  not  performing  what  he  meant. 

And  gladly  would  have  done. 
The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  more. 

And  made  him  faster  run. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  post-boy  at  his  heels  I — 
The  post-boy's  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumb'ring  of  the  wheels.  232 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  post-boy  scamp'ring  in  the  rear. 

They  rais'd  the  hue  and  cry : 

Stop  thief !  stop  thief !— a  highwayman ! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute ; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass'd  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit.  240 

And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

Mew  open  in  short  sixace ; 
The  toll-men  thinking,  as  before. 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did — and  won  it  too ! — 

For  he  got  first  to  town ; 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down«  248 

Now  let  lis  sing — Long  live  the  king, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  ne ;  * 

Andj  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

lilay  I  ho  thftrfi  to  fipel 
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TO  A  LADY 

WHO  WORE  A  LOCK  OF  HIS  HAIR  SET  WIl^ 
DIAMONDS      .  . 

[Written  1782  (?).    Published  by  Benham,  1870.] 

Thb  star  that  beams  on  Anna's  breast 

Conceals  her  William's  hair, 
: :  *Twas  lately  severed  from  the  rest 

To  be  promoted  there. 
The  heart  that  beats  beneath  that  breast 

Is  William's,  well  I  know ; 
A  nobler  prize  and  richer  far 

Than  India  could  bestow. 
She  thus  his  favoured  lock  prefers, 

To  make  her  William  shine ;  10 

The  ornament  indeed  is  hers, 

But  all  the  honour  mine. 

EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE 

[Written  March,  1783.  Published  in  The  Gentleman't  Magazine., 
Dec.,  1784 ;  afterwards  in  1800.  A  MS.  copy  is  in  the  British 
Museum.] 

Herb  lies,  whom  hound  did  ne'er  pursue, 
Nor  swifter  greyhound  follow, 

Whose  foot  ne'er  tainted  morning  dew. 
Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  hallo', 

Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  kind. 
Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care, 

And  to  domestic  bounds  confin'd. 
Was  still  a  wild  Jack-hare.  8 

Though  duly  from  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  ev'ry  night. 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look. 

And,  when  he  could,  would  bite. 

His  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 
And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw, 

Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead. 
With  sand  to  scour  his  maw.  16 

On  twigs  of  hawthorn  he  regal'd, 

On  pippins'  russet  peel ; 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  fail'd,  . 

Slic'd  carrot  pleas'd  him  well. 

2'o  a  Lady— 9  lock  tuaaested  by  Benham :  lot  1870. 
On  a  Hare-A  hallo*]  hoUow  BM,    5  Old  Tiney]  Tiney,  the  BM.t 
1784.  16  scour]  cleanse  i75>^. 
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A  Turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn, 

Whereon  he  lov*d  to  bound, 
To  skip  and  gambol  like  a  fawn, 

And  swing  his  rump  around.  24 

His  frisking  was  at  evening  hours, 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear ; 
But  most  b^ore  approaching  show'rs, 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Eight  years  and  five  round-rolling  moons 

He  thus  saw  steal  away, 
Dozing  out  all  his  idle  noons, 

And  ev'ry  night  at  play,  32 

I  kept  him  for  his  humour^  sake, 

For  he  would  oft  beguile 
Mv  heart  of  thoughts  that  made  It  achft, 

And  foroPi  mft  fn  a.  riyiiIa 

But  now,  beneath  this  walnut-shade 

He  finds  his  long,  last  home, 
And  waits  in  snug  concealment  laid, 

'Till  gentler  Puss  shall  come.  40 

He,  still  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks 

From  which  no  care  can  save. 
And,  partner  once  of  Tiney's  box. 

Must  soon  partAlTft  hi«  yravA 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM 

[Written  1786.    Published  1800.] 

Hie  etiam  jacet 

Qui  totum  novennium  vixit 

Puss. 

Siste  paulisper 

Qui  prseteriturus  es 

Et  tecum  sic  reputa — 

Hunc  neque  canis  venaticus 

Nee  plumbum  missile 

Nee  laqueus 

Nee  imbres  nimii  10 

Confecere 

Tamen  mortuus  est — 

Et  moriar  ego. 

22  Whereon]  On  which  BM,  24  his  rump]  himself  1784. 

81  Dozing]  Slumbering  BM,        33  his  humour*]  old  service  BM,, 
1784*  41  He]  She  BM»       still  more  aged]  still  mo^e  antient 

BM, :  in  his  turn  1784,     feels]  must  feel  1784,        44  Must  soon 
partake]  Be  partner  ot  1784* 
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SONG  ON  PEACE 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  OF  LADY  AUSTEN 
[Written  May  (?),  1783.    Published  by  Hayley.  1803.] 
Am—My  foTid  Shepherds  cfkUe. 
No  longer  I  follow  a  sound ; 

No  longer  a  dream  I  pursue ; 
Oh  happiness,  not  to  be  found, 
Unattainable  treasure,  adieu ! 

I  have  sought  thee  in  splendour  and  dress ; 

In  the  regions  of  pleasure  and  taste ; 
I  have  sought  thee,  and  seemed  to  x)osse6S, 

But  have  prov'd  thee  a  vision  at  last.  8 

An  humble  ambition  and  hope 
The  voice  of  true  wisdom  inspires ; 

'Tis  sufficient,  if  peace.be  the  scope. 
And  the  summit  of  all  our  desires. 

Peace  may  be  the  lot  of  the  mind, 
That  seeks  it  in  meekness  and  love ; 

But  rapture  and  bliss  are  confined 
To  the  glorified  spirits  above.  16 


SONG 

ALSO  WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  OF 
LADY  AUSTEN 

[Written  in  the  summer  of  1783.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
Am— The  Lass  <^  Patties  Mill, 
When  all  i^ithin  is  peace, 

How  nature  seems  to  smile  I 
Delights  that  never  cease, 

The  live-long  day  beguile. 
From  mom  to  dewy  eve, 

With  open  hand  she  showers 
Fresh  blessings,  to  deceive 

And  sooth  the  silent  hours.  8 

It  is  content  of  heart, 

Gives  nature  pow'r  to  please ; 
The  mind  that  feels  no  smart 

Enlivens  all  it  sees ; 
Can  make  a  wintry  sky 

Seem  bright  as  smiling  May, 
And  evening's  closing  eye 

As  peep  of  early  day.  16 
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The  vafit  majestic  globe, 

So  beauteously  array'd 
In  nature's  various  robe, 

With. wondrous  skill  displayed, 
Is,  to  a  mourner's  heart, 

A  dreary  wild  at  best : 
It  flutters  to  depart. 

And  longs  to  be  at  rest.  24 

THE  ROSE 

[Written  June,  1783.  Published  in  The  OerUlemafCg  Magazine^ 
June,  1785;  afterwards  in  1795.  A  MS.  copy  \&  in  the  British 
Museum.] 

The  rose  had  been  wash'd,  just  washed  in  a  shower. 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  conveyed. 
The  plentiful  moisture  incumbered  the  flower. 

And  weighed  down  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cup*  was  all  fiU'd,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet, 

And  it  seem'd  to  a  fanciful  view. 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret, 

On  the  flourishing  bush  where  it  grew.  8 

I  hastily  seiz'd  it,  imfit  as  it  was, 
For  a  nosegay,  so  dripping  and  drown'd. 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas  I 
I  snapped  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  such,  I  exclaimed,  is  the  pitiless  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind, 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heart 

Already  to  sorrow  resigned.  16 

This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 
Might  have  bloom'd  with  its  owner  awhile. 

And  the  tear  that  is  wip'd  with  a  little  addr^, 
May  be  followed  perhaps  by  a  smile. 

THE  FAITHFUL  il^UEND 

[Written  Aug.  (?),  1783.   Published  1795.] 

The  green-house  is  my  summer  seat ; 
My  shrubs  displaced  from  that  retreat 

Enjoy'd  the  open  air ; 
Two  goldfinches,  whose  sprightly  song 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  long, 

liv'd  happy  prisoners  there.  6 

They  sang,  as  blithe  as  finches  sing 

That  flutter  loose  on  golden  wing, 

The  Faithful  l?Wcn(«— Title  Friend]  Bird/r«e  in  1808. 
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And  frolic  where  they  list ; 
Strangers  to  liberty,  'tis  true, 
But  that  delight  they  never  knew, 

And,  therefore,  never  miss'd.  12 

But  nature  works  in  ev'ry  breast ; 
Instinct  is  never  quite  suppressed ; 

And  Dick  felt  some  desires, 
Which,  after  many  an  effort  vain. 
Instructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pass  between  his  wires.  18 

The  open  windows  seem'd  to  invite 
The  freeman  to  a  farewell  flight  ; 

But  Tom  was  still  confin'd ; 
And  Dick,  although  his  way  was  clear. 
Was  much  too  gen'rous  and  smcere 

To  leave  his  &iend  behind.  24 

For,  settling  on  his  grated  roof. 
He  chirp'd  and  kiss'd  him,  giving  proof 
.   That  he  desir'd  no  more  ; 
Nor  would  forsake  his  cage  at  last, 
Till  gently  seiz'd  I  shut  him  fast, 
A  prisoner  as  before.  30 


■bandangg 


Blusn,  wnen  1  tea  you  how  a  bird, 
A  prisoPi  witn  a  mena,  pretSFcl 
To  liberty  witnout^ 


ODE  TO  APOLLO 

ON  AN  INK-GLASS  ALMOST  DRIED  IN  THE  SUN 

[Written  Sept.,  1783.    Published  1795.    A  MS.  copy  is  in  the 
British  Museum.] 

Patron  of  all  those  luckless  brains, 
That,  to  the  wrong  side  leaning. 

Indite  much  metre  with  much  pains, 
And  little  or  no  meaning, 

14  With  force  not  easily  suppress'd^rai  in  1808, 
25-30  altered  fint  in  1808  to : 

So  settling  on  his  cage,  by  play. 
And  chirp,  and  kiss,  he  seemed  to  say, 

"  You  must  not  live  alone ; " — 
Nor  would  he  quit  that  chosen  stand 
Till  I,  with  slow  and  cautious  hand. 
Returned  him  to  his  own. 
31  knew]  taste  ^r««  in  1808. 

Ode  to  Apollo— I  those]  such  BM.  2  That]  As  BM. 
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Ah  why,  since  oceans,  rivers,  streams 

That  water  all  thie  nations. 
Pay  tribute  to  thy  glorious  beams, 

&  constant  exhalations,  8 

Why,  stooping  from  the  noon  of  day, 

Too  covetous  of  drink, 
Apollo,  hast  thou  stoFn  away 

A  poet's  drop  of  ink? 

Upborne  into  the  viewless  air 

It  floats  a  vapour  now. 
Impelled  through  regions  dense  and  rare. 

By  all  the  winds  ttiat  blow.  16 

Ordained,  perhaps,  ere  summer  flies, 

Combined  with  millions  more. 
To  form  an  Iris  in  the  skies, 

Though  black  and  foul  before. 

Illustrious  drop !  and  happy  then 

Beyond  the  happiest  lot. 
Of  all  that  ever  passed  my  pen. 

So  soon  to  be  forgot !  24 

Phoebus,  if  such  be  thy  design, 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow. 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  left  may  shine 

With  equal  grace  below. 

THE  VALEDICTION 

[Written  Nov.,  1783  (MS.  in  British  Museum).  First  published 
complete  by  Southey,  1836 ;  11.  49  to  end  published  by  Hayley, 
1803.] 

Farewell,  false  hearts !  whose  best  affections  fail 
like  shallow  brooks  which  summer  suns  exhale, 
Forgetful  of  the  man  whom  once  ye  chose, 
Ck)ld  in  his  cause,  and  careless  of  his  woes, 
I  bid  you  both  a  long  and  last  adieu, 
Ck)ld  in  my  turn  and  imconcem'd  like  you. 

First — ferewell  Niger  whom,  now  duly  proved, 
I  disregard  as  much  as  once  I  loy^d. 
Your  brain  well  fumish'd,  and  your  tongue  well 

taught 
To  press  with  energy  your  ardent  thought,  10 

Your  senatorial  dignity  of  face, 
Sound  sense,  intrepid  spirit,  manly  grace. 
Have  raised  you  high  as  talents  can  ascend. 
Made  you  a  peer,  but  spoilt  you  for  a  friend. 
Ode  to  ApoUo-'IS  into]  upon  BM. 
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Pretend  to  all  that  parts  have  e'er  acquir'd, 

Be  great,  be  fear'd,  be  envied,  be  admir'd, 

To  fame  as  lasting  as  the  earth  pretend, 

But  not,  hereafter,  to  the  name  of  friend. 

I  sent  you  verse,  and,  as  your  Lordship  knows, 

Back'd  with  a  modest  sheet  of  humble  prose,        20 

Not  to  recall  a  promise  to  your  mind, 

Fulfiird  with  ease  had  you  been  so  inclined. 

But  to  comply  with  feelings,  and  to  give 

Proof  of  an  old  affection  still  alive. — 

Your  sidlen  silence  serves  at  least  to  tell 

Your  altered  heart — and  so,  my  Lord — farewell  I 

Next,  busy  Actor  on  a  meaner  stage. 
Amusement-monger  of  a  trifling  age, 
niustrious  histrionic  patentee, 
Terentius,  once  my  fnend,  farewell  to  thee.  30 

In  thee  some  virtuous  qualities  combine 
To  fit  thee  for  a  nobler  post  than  thine, 
Who,  bom  a  gentleman,  hast  stoop'd  too  low 
To  live  by  buskin,  sock,  and  raree-show. 
Thy  schoolfellow,  and  partner  of  thy  plays 
Where  Nicol  swimg  the  birch  and  twin'd  the  bays, 
And  having  known  thee  bearded  and  full  grown, 
The  weekly  censor  of  a  laughing  town, 
I  thought  the  volume  I  presumed  to  send, 
Grac'd  with  the  name  of  a  long  absent  friend,      40 
Might  prove  a  welcome  gift,  and  touch  thine  heart, 
Not  hard  by  nature,  in  a  feeling  part. 
But  thou,  it  seems  (what  cannot  grandeur  do, 
Though  but  a  dream  ?)  art  grown  disdainful  too. 
And  strutting  in  thy  school  of  Queens  and  Kings, 
Who  fret  their  hour  and  are  forgotten  things, 
Hast  caught  the  cold  distemper  of  the  day, 
And,  like  his  Lordship,  cast  ttiy  friend  away. 
Oh,  Friendship,  cordial  of  the  human  breast. 
So  little  felt,  so  fervently  profess'd,  50 

Thy  blossoms  deck  our  unsuspecting  years. 
The  promise  of  delicious  fruit  appears ; 
We  hug  the  hopes  of  constancy  and  triith. 
Such  is  the  folly  of  our  dreaming  youth ; 
But  soon,  alas  I  detect  the  rash  mistake 
That  sanguine  inexperience  loves  to  make, 
And  view  with  tears  th*  expected  harvest  lost, 
Decay'd  by  time  or  withered  by  a  frost. 
Whoever  undertakes  a  friend's  great  part 
Should  be  renewed  in  nature,  pure  in  heart,  60 

Prepared  for  martyrdom,  and  strong  to  prove 
A  thousand  ways  the  force  of  genuine  love. 
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He  may  be  called  to  give  up  health  and  gain, 
T'  exchange  content  for  trouHe,  ease  for  pain, 
To  echo  sigh  for  sigh,  and  groan  for  groan, 
And  wet  his  cheeks  with  sorrows  not  his  own. 
The  heart  of  man  for  such  a  task  too  frail. 
When  most  relied  on  is  most  sure  to  fail, 
And,  summoned  to  partake  its  fellow's  woe. 
Starts  from  its  office  like  a  broken  bow.  70 

Votaries  of  business  and  of  pleasure  prove 
Faithless  alike  in  friendship  and  in  love. 
Retired  from  all  ihe  circles  of  the  gay. 
And  all  the  OTOwds  that  bustle  life  away, 
To  scenes  where  comx>etition,  envy,  strife, 
Beget  no  thunder-clouds  to  trouble  life. 
Let  me,  the  charge  of  some  good  angel,  find 
One  who  has  known  and  has  escaped  mankind, 
Polite  yet  virtuous,  who  has  brought  away 
The  manners,  not  the  morals  of  the  day.  80 

With  Him,  x>erhaps  with  Her  (for  men  have  known 
No  firmer  friend^ips  than  the  fair  have  shown) 
Let  me  enjoy  in  some  unthought-of  spot. 
All  former  friends  forgiven  and  forgot, 
Down  to  the  close  of  life's  fast-fading  scene. 
Union  of  hearts,  without  a  flaw  between. 

'Tis  grace,  'tis  bounty,  and  it  calls  for  praise. 
If  God  give  health,  that  sunshine  of  our  days — 
And  if  he  add,  a  blessing  shar'd  by  few, 
(Content  of  heart,  more  praises  still  are  due—       90 
But  if  he  grant  a  friend,  that  boon  possess'd 
Indeed  is  treasure,  and  crowns  all  the  rest ; 
And  giving  one  whose  heart  is  in  the  sides. 
Bom  from  above  and  made  divinely  wise, 
He  gives  what  bankrupt  Nature  never  can. 
Whose  noblest  coin  is  light  and  brittle  man. 
Gold  purer  far  than  Ophir  ever  knew, 
A  soul  an  image  of  Himself,  and  therefore  true. 

TO  THE  IMMORTAL   MEMORY  OF  THE 

HALIBUT 

ON  WHICH  I  DINED  THIS  DAY 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin  April  25, 1784.   Published  by 
Johnson,  1824.    There  is  a  copy  amon^r  the  Ash  MSS.] 

Where  hast  thou  floated,  m  what  seas  pursued 
Thy  pastime?  when  wast  thou  an  egg  new-spawn'd, 
Lost  in  th'  immensity  of  ocean's  waste  ? 
Roar  as  they  might,  the  overbearing  winds 
That  rock'd  the  deep,  thy  cradle,  thou  wast  safe — 
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And  in  thy  minikin  and  embryo  state, 
Attached  to  the  firm  leaf  of  some  salt  weed, 
Didst  outliye  tempests,  such  as  wrung  and  rack'd 
The  joints  of  many  a  stout  and  gallant  bark, 
And  whelmed  them  in  the  unexplored  abyss.         10 
Indebted  to  no  magnet  and  no  chart. 
Nor  under  guidance  of  the  polar  fire. 
Thou  wast  a  voyager  on  many  coasts. 
Grazing  at  large  in  meadows  submarine, 
Where  flat  Batavia  just  emerging  jieeps 
Above  the  brine, — where  Caledonia's  rocks 
Beat  back  the  surge, — and  where  Hibemia  shoots 
Her  wondrous  causeway  far  into  the  main. 
— ^Wherever  thou  hast  fed,  thou  little  thought'st. 
And  I  not  more,  that  I  shoidd  feed  on  thee.  20 

Peace  therefore,  and  good  health,  and  much  good 

fish, 
To  him  who  sent  thee !  and  success,  as  of  t 
As  it  descends  into  the  billowy  gulph, 
To  the  same  drag  that  caught  thee  I— Fare  thee 

well! 
Thy  lot  thy  brethren  of  the  slimy  fin 
Would  envy,  could  they  know  that  thou  wast  doom'd 
To  feed  a  bard,  and  to  be  praised  in  verse. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  JOSEPH  HELL,  Esq. 
[Written  Nov.,  1784.    Published  1785.] 

Dear  Joseph — five  and  twenty  years  ago— 
Alas,  how  time  escapes ! — 'tis  even  so — 
With  frequent  intercourse,  and  always  sweet. 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour — and  now  we  never  meet ! 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says, 
CTwas  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings-— 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things  I 
True.    Changes  will  befall,  and  friends  may  part. 
But  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart :  11 

And,  were  I  call'd  to  prove  th'  assertion  true. 
One  proof  shoidd  serve — a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it  t^en,  that  in  the  wane  of  life. 
Though  nothing  have  occurr'd  to  kindle  strife, 
We  fiSad  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won. 
Though  num'rous  once,  reduc'd  to  few  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless  that  has  stood  the  touch? 
No— gold  they  seem'd,  but  they  were  never  such. 
To  the  JSro^i&ue— 9  gallant]  noble  A,      3)  I ...  I]  me ...  we  il. 
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Horatio's  servant  once,  with  bow  and  cringe,    20 
Swinging  the  parlour-door  upon  its  hinge, 
Dreading  a  negative,  and  overawed 
Lest  he  should  trespass,  begg'd  to  go  abroad. 
Go,  fellow  I — whither  ? — turning  short  about — 
Nay — stay  at  home — you're  always  going  out. 
'Tis  but  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's  end. — 
For  what  ? — ^An  please  you,  sir,  to  see  a  friend. 
A  friend  I  Horatio  cry'd,  and  seem'd  to  start — 
Yea,  marry  shalt  thou,  and  with  all  my  heart. — 
And  fetch  my  cloak :  for,  though  the  night  be 
raw,  30 

I'll  see  him  too — the  first  I  ever  saw. 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild, 
And  was  his  plaything  often  when  a  child ; 
But  somewhat  at  that  moment  pinch'd  him  close, 
Else  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  morose. 
Perhai)S,  his  confidence  just  then  betray'd. 
His  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  sjieech  he 

made; 
Perhaps  'twas  mere  good-himaour  gave  it  birth, 
The  harmless  play  of  pleasantry  and  mirth. 
Howe'er  it  was,  his  language,  in  my  mind,  40 

Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But,  not  to  moralize  too  much,  and  strain 
To  prove  an  evil  of  which  all  complain, 
(I  hiate  long  arguments,  verbosely  spun) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emp'ror,  a  wise  man — 
No  matter  where,  in  China  or  Japan — 
Decreed  that  whosoever  should  offend 
Against  the  well-known  duties  of  a  friend, 
Convicted  once,  should  ever  after  wear  60 

But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt, 
That  all  was  naught  within,  and  all  found  out. 

Oh,  happy  Britain !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  ha]^  and  arbitrary  measiure  here ; 
Else,  coidd  a  law  like  that  which  I  relate 
Once  have  the  sanction  of  our  triple  state, 
Some  few  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  nm  most  dreadful  risk  of  catching  cold ;     . 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  should  blow, 
Might  traverse  England  safely  to  and  fro,  61 

An  honest  man,  close-button'd  to  the  chin. 
Broad-cloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  within. 


n3 
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THE  POPLAR-FEELD 

[Written  1784.    Published  in  The  GenUeman^s  Magazine,  Jan., 
X786;  afterwards  in  1800.] 

The  poplars  are  fell'd,  farewell  to  the  shade 
And  the  whispering  sound  of  the  cool  colonnade, 
The  winds  play  no  longer,  and  sing  in  the  leaves, 
Nor  Ouse  on  lus  bosom  their  image  receives. 

Twelve  years  have  elaps'd  since  I  first  took  a  view 
Of  my  favourite  field  and  the  bank  where  they  grew, 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid, 
And  the  tree  is  my  seat  that  once  lent  me  a  shade.  8 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat 
Where  the  hazels  aflford  him  a  screen  from  the  heat. 
And  the  scene  where  his  melody  charmed  me  before. 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more. 

My  fugitive  years  are  all  hasting  away. 

And  I  must  ere  long  lie  as  lowly  as  they. 

With  a  turf  on  my  breast,  and  a  stone  at  my  head, 

Ere  another  such  grove  shall  arise  in  its  stead.     16 

'Tis  a  sight  to  engage  me,  if  any  thing  can. 
To  muse  on  the  perishing  pleasures  of  man ; 
Though  his  life  be  a  dream,  his  enjoyments,  I  see. 
Have  a  being  less  durable  even  than  ht. 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM 

[Written  Jan.  (?),  1785.    Published  in  The  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
Aug.,  1786;  afterwards  in  1800.] 

POPULE^  ceddit  gratissima  copia  silvae, 
Conticuere  susurri,  omnisque  evanuit  umbra. 
Nullae  jam  levibus  se  miscent  frondibus  aurse 
Et  ntdla  in  fliivio  ramorum  ludit  imago. 

The  Poplar-Field— 1  farewell]  and  adieu  178S.  3  the]  their 

1785.        4  on  his]  in  its  1785,        5  have]  had  1785.       first]  last 
1785. 
7,  8  When  behold  on  their  sides  in  the  grass  they  were  laid. 
And  I  sat  on  the  trees  under  which  I  had  stray'd  1785. 
9fl€d  to]  sought  out  1785.  11  melody]  notes  have  oft  1785. 

12  Resounds]  Shall  resound  1785.       13  hastening  1785.       14  ere 
long]  alas !  1785.       16  shall  arise]  rises  up  1785. 

17-20  Mr.  Cowper  afterwards  altered  this  last  stanza  in  the 
followmg  manner : 

The  change  both  my  heart  and  my  fancy  employs, 

I  reflect  on  the  frailty  of  man,  and  his  joys ;  .    . 

Short-lived  as  we  are,  yet  our  pleasures,  we  see. 

Have  a  still  shorter  date,  and  die  sooner  than  we. 

Jf^ote  to  1803  edition :  but  this  is  the  text  of  1785. 
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Hei  mihi  I  bis  senos  dum  luctu  torqueor  annos, 
His  cogor  silvis  suetoque  carere  recessu, 
Cum  sero  rediens  stratasque  in  gramine  ceruens 
Insedi  arboribus  sub  queis  errare  solebam.  8 

Ah  ubi  nunc  merulsB  cantus  ?    Felicior  ilium 
Silva  tegit,  durse  nondum  permissa  bipenni ; 
Scilicet  exustos  coUes  camposque  patentes 
Odit,  et  indignans  et  non  rediturus  abivit. 

Sed  qui  succisas  doleo  sucddar  et  ipse, 
Et  prius  huic  parilis  quam  creverit  altera  silva 
Flebor,  et,  exequiis  paryis  donatus,  habebo 
Defixum  lapidem  tiunulique  cubantis  acervum.    16 

Tam  subito  periisse  videns  tarn  digna  manere 
Agnosco  humanas  sortes  et  tristia  fata — 
Sit  licet  ipse  brevis,volucrique  simillimus  umbree, 
Est  homini  brevior  citiusque  obitura  voluptas. 

LINES 
SENT  WITH  TWO  COCKSCOMBS  TO  MISS  GREEN 

[Written  1784  (?).    Published  by  Bnice,  1863.    A  slightly  different 
version  was  first  printed  by  Canon  Benham  in  1870.] 

Two  powdered  coxcombs  wait  at  your  command, 
And,  what  is  stnmge,  botii  dress'd  by  Nature*s  hand, 
like  other  fops,  they  dread  a  sudden  shower, 
And  seek  a  shelter  in  your  closest  bower. 
Showy  like  t^em,  like  them  they  yield  no  fruit. 
But  then,  to  make  amends,  they  both  are  mute.    6 

EPITAPH  ON  DR.  JOHNSON 

[Written  Jan.,  1785.    Published  from  letter  to  Unwin,  dated 
Jan.  15  (MS.  in  British  Museum),  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Here  Johnson  lies — a  sage,  by  all  allowed. 

Whom  to  have  bred  may  well  make  England  proud ; 

Whose  prose  was  eloquence  by  wisdom  taught. 

The  graceful  vehicle  of  virtuous  thought ; 

Whose  verse  may  claim-grave,masculine,andstrong, 

Superior  praise  to  the  mere  poet's  song ; 

Who  many  a  noble  gift  from  heav'n  possessed. 

And  faith  at  last — alone  worth  all  the  rest. 

Oh  man  immortal  by  a  double  prize ! 

By  Fame  on  earth— by  Glory  in  the  skies  I  10 

Idem  Latine  Redditum— 10  SilvAiTJmhrA  1785.  13S€d]Et 

178S.  19  licet]  Heat  1800, 1803,  volucrique  .  . .  umbra] 

praeceps  devectus  ad  umbras  1785, 

Lines—l  Madam,— Two  Cockscombs  1870.  3  sudden]  hasty 
1870.  4  beg  a  refuge  1870. 

Epitaph— 10  80  BM.,  Hayley :  On  earth  by  fame,  by  favour  in 
the  skies  J  SotUhey,  from  letter  to  Newton^  dated  Jan.  5., 
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ON   THE   AUTHOR   OF   LETTERS   ON 
LITERATURE 
[Written  Nov.,  1786.    Published  by  Johnson,  1824.] 
The  Genius  of  th^  Augustan  age 

His  head  among  Rome's  ruins  rear'd, 
And  bursting  with  heroic  rage, 
When  literary  Heron  appeared, 

Thou  hast,  he  cried,  like  him  of  old 
Who  set  th'  Ephesian  dome  on  fire, 

By  being  scandalously  bold, 
Attained  the  mark  of  thy  desire ; 

And  for  traducing  Virgil's  name 
Shalt  share  his  merited  reward ; 

A  perpetuity  of  fame, 
That  rots,  and  stinks,  and  is  abhorr'd. 


THE  POET  S  NEW-YEAR'S  GIFT 

TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON 

[Written  Dec.,  1787.    Published  in  The  QenUemarCs  Magazine^ 
Dec.,  1788 ;  afterwards  in  1795.] 

Maria  !  I  have  ev'ry  good 

For  thee  wish'd  many  a  time, 
Both  sad,  and  in  a  cheerful  mood. 

But  never  yet  in  rhime. 

To  wish  thee  fairer  is  no  need, 
More  prudent,  or  more  sprightly. 

Or  more  ingenious,  or  more  freed 
From  temper-flaws  unsightly.  8 

What  favour,  then,  not  yet  possessed. 

Can  I  for  thee  require, 
In  wedded  love  already  blest, 

To  thy  whole  heart's  desire  ? 

None  here  is  happy  but  in  part ; 

Full  bliss  is  bliss  divine ; 
There  dwells  some  wish  in  ev'ry  heart, 

And,  doubtless,  one  in  thine.  16 

That  wish,  on  some  fair  future  day, 
,  Which  fate  shall  brightly  gild, 
CTis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may) 
I  wish  it  all  fulfiU'd. 

The  Oift-bisi\weTe  1788,       7  ingenuous  i/^^?.       12  whole] 
fiUl  1788.  13  is]  are  1788,  15  some]  a  1788, 
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STANZAS 

PRINTED  AT  THE  BOTTOM  OF  THE 

YEARLY  BILL  OF  MORTALITY  OF  THE  TOWN  OF 

NORTHAMPTON;  DEC.  21,  1787 

[Written  Nov.,  1787.    Published  in  The  OewUemarCs  Magazine, 
June,  1788 ;  afterwards  in  1800^  and  by  Bull  in  1801.] 

Pallida  Mors  sequo  pulsat  pede  pauperum  tabernas 
Resrumque  turres.— Horace. 
Pale  Death  with  equal  foot  strikes  wide  the  door 
Of  royal  halLs  and  novels  of  the  poor. 

While  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  run 

The  Nen's  barge-laden  wave, 
All  these,  life's  rambling  journey  done, 

Have  found  their  home — ^the  grave. 

Was  man  (frail  always)  made  more  frail 

Than  in  f <»regoing  years  ? 
Did  famine,  or  did  plague  prevail, 

That  so  much  death  appears  ?  8 

No ;  these  were  vigorous  as  their  sires, 

Nor  plague  nor  famine  came ; 
This  annual  tribute  Death  requires. 

And  never  waves  his  claim. 

like  crowded  forest-trees  we  stand, 

And  some  are  mark'd  to  fall ; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  God's  command, 

And  soon  shall  smite  us  all.  IC 

Green  as  the  bay-tree,  ever  green. 

With  its  new  foliage  on, 
The  gay,  the  thoughtless,  have  I  seen ; 

I  pass'd — and  they  were  gone. 

Read,  ve  that  run,  the  awful  truth 

With  which  I  charge  my  page ; 
A  worm  is  in  the  bud  of  youth, 

And  at  the  root  of  age.  24 

No  present  health  can  health  insure 

For  yet  an  hour  to  come ; 
No  med'cine,  though  it  often  cure, 

Can  always  balk  the  tomb. 

And  oh !  that  (humble  as  my  lot, 

And  scom'd  as  is  my  strain)  * 
These  truths,  though  known,  too  much  forgot, 

I  may  not  teach  in  vain.  32 

>  John  Cox,  Parish  Clerk  of  Northampton  [1788, 1800]. 
19  have  I]  I  have  BuU,     21  awful]  solemn  BuU,  1803. 
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So  prays  your  Clerk,  with  all  his  heart ; 

And,  ere  he  quits  the  pen, 
Begs  ycm  for  once  to  take  his  part, 

And  answer  all— Amen ! 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1788 

[Written  1788.    Published  1800  (vol  I.  AppendixX  and  by 
Bull,  180L] 

Quod  adest,  memento 
Componere  aequus ;  csetera  fluminis 
Ritu  feruntur.— Horace. 
Improve  the  present  hour,  for  aU  beside 
Is  a  mere  feather  on  the  torrent's  tide. 

Could  I,  from  heav'n  inspired,  as  sure  presage 
To  whom  the  rising  year  shall  prove  the  last, 
As  I  can  number  in  my  pimctual  page. 
And  item  down  the  victims  of  the  past ; 

How  each  would  trembling  wait  the  mournful  sheet 
On  which  the  press  might  stamp  lum  next  to  die ; 
And,  reading  here  his  sentence,  how  replete 
With  anxious  meaning,  heavenward  cast  his  eye.    8 

Time  then  would  seem  more  precious  than  the  joys 
In  which  he  sports  away  the  treasure  now, 
And  prayer  more  seasonable  than  the  noise 
Of  drunkards  or  the  music-drawing  bow. 

Then,  doubtless,  many  a  trifler,  on  the  brink 
Of  this  world's  hazardous  and  headlong  shore, 
Forc'd  to  a  pause,  would  feel  it  good  to  think. 
Told  that  his  setting  sun  would  rise  no  more.       16 

Ah  I  self -deceived !  could  I  prophetic  say 
Who  next  is  fated,  and  who  next  shall  fall. 
The  rest  might  then  seem  privileged  to  play ; 
But,  naming  none,  the  voice  now  speaks  to  all. 

Observe  the  dappled  foresters,  how  light 
They  bound,  and  airy,  o'er  the  sunny  glade : 
One  falls — the  rest,  wide  scatter'd  witti  affright. 
Vanish  at  once  into  the  thickest  shade.  24 

Had  we  their  wisdom,  should  we,  often  wam'd. 
Still  need  repeated  warnings ;  and  at  last, 
A  thousand  awful  admonitions  scom'd, 
Ke  self -accus'd  of  life  all  run  to  waste  ? 

35  for]  at  1788, 
1788— TiiXe]  date  hlanlc  in  1800.      Motto  5  the]  a  BuU,      2  the 
last]  his  last  Bull,  8  cast]  turn  BuU,  16  would]  must 

BvZL  18  shall]  to  BuU,  24  darkest  BuU. 
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Sad  waste !  for  which  no  after-thrift  atones: 
The  grave  admits  no  cure  of  guilt  or  sin ; 
Dew-drops  may  deck  the  turf  that  hides  the  bones, 
But  tears  of  godly  grief  ne'er  flow  witiiin.  32 

Learn  then,  ye  living  I  by  the  mouths  be  taught 
Of  all  these  sepulchres  instruction  true, 
That,  soon  or  late,  death  also  is  your  lot ; 
And  the  next  op'ning  grave  may  yawn  for  you. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1789 

[Written  1789.    Published  in  Pultlic  Characters  1799|  afterwards 
in  1800,  and  by  Bull,  1801.] 

Placidaque  ibi  demum  niorte  quievit.— Virg. 
There  calm  at  length  he  breath'd  his  soul  away. 

^^Oh  moBt  delightful  hour  by  man 
Experienced  here  below ; 
The  hour  that  terminates  his.span, 
His  folly  and  his  woe. 

^^  Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 
Again  life's  dreary  waste ; 
To  see  my  days  again  overspread 
With  all  the  gloomy  past.  8 

«*My  home,  henceforth,  is  in  the  skies, 

Earth,  seas,  and  sim  adieu ; 
All  heav'n  unfolded  to  my  eyes, 
I  have  no  sight  for  you." 

Thus  spake  Aspatio,  firm  possest 

Of  faith's  supporting  rod ; 
Then  breath'd  his  soul  into  its  rest, 

The  bosom  of  his  Gk)d.  16 

He  was  a  man  among  the  few 

Sincere  on  Virtue's  side. 
And  all  his  strength  from  Scripture  drew, 

To  hourly  use  applied. 

That  rule  he  priz'd,  by  that  he  fear'd. 

He  hated,  hop'd,  and  lov'd. 
Nor  ever  frown'd,  or  sad  appear'd, 

But  when  his  heart  had  rov'd.  24 

32  of]  for  Bull.         34  instruction]  instructors  Bull, 
17^— Title]  no  date  in  1800.  Motto  There]  Then  1800. 

7  afcain  my  day  Bull,         13,  29  Aspasio  Bull,         21  by  that]  by 
what  Bull, 
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For  he  was  frail  as  thou  or  I, 

And  evil  felt  within, 
But  when  he  felt  it,  heaved  a  sigh, 

And  loath'd  the  thought  of  sin. 

Such  liv'd  Aspatio,  and  at  last, 

Call'd  up  from  earth  to  heaven. 
The  gulph  of  death  triumphant  pass'd, 

By  gales  of  blessing  driven.  32 

Hi8  joys  be  mine,  each  reader  cries, 

When  my  last  hour  arrives : 
They  shall  be  yours,  my  verse  replies, 

Such  ONLY  be  your  lives. 

ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 
FOR  THE  YEAR  1790 

rWritten  1790.    Published  1800  (vol.  I.  AppendixX  and  by 
Bull,  1801.] 

Ne  oommonentem  recta  speme.— Buchanan. 

Despdse  not  my  Rood  counsel. 

He  who  sits  from  day  to  day. 

Where  the  prison'd  lark  is  himg. 

Heedless  of  his  loudest  lay, 

Hardly  knows  that  he  has  sung. 

Where  the  watchman  in  his  round 

Nightly  lifts  his  voice  on  high, 
None,  accustomed  to  the  sound, 

Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry.  8 

So  your  verse-man  I,  and  clerk. 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 
Death  at  hand — ^yourselves  his  mark — 

And  the  foe's  unerring  aim. 

Duly  at  my  time  I  come, 

Publishing  to  all  aloud — 
Soon  the  grave  must  be  your  home. 

And  your  only  suit  a  shroud.  16 

But  the  monitory  strain. 

Oft  repeated  in  your  ears. 
Seems  to  soimd  too  much  in  vain, 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears. 
Can  a  truth,  by  all  confessed 

Of  such  magnitude  and  weight. 
Grow,  by  being  oft  expressed. 

Trivial  as  a  parrot's  prate  ?  24 

23  compressed  Bull :  impressM/rite  in  1808.  . 
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Pleasure's  call  attention  wins, 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins, 

Though  committed  ev'ry  day. 

Death  and  Judgment,  Heav'n  and  Hell — 

These  alone,  so  often  heard, 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bell 

When  sonie  stranger  is  interr'd.  32 

Oh  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

CJover  us  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Spirit  of  mstruction  come ; 

Make  us  learn  that  we  must  die. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 
FOR  THE  YEAR  1792 

[Written  1792.    Published  1800  (vol.  I.  Appendix),  and  by 
Bull,  1801.] 

Felix,  qui  potuit  rerum  cognoficere  causas, 

Atque  metus  omnes  et  inexorabile  fatum 

Subjecit  pedibuB,  strepitumque  Acherontis  avari !— ViBG. 

Happy  the  mortal,  who  has  trac*d  e£feots 

To  their  First  Cause;  cast  fear  beneath  his  feet ; 

And  deAth,  and  roanng  helPs  voracious  fires. 

Thankless  for  favours  from  on  high, 

Man  thinks  he  fades  too  soon ; 
Though  'tis  his  privilege  to  die, 

Would  he  improve  the  boon : 

But  he,  not  wise  enough  to  scan 

His  best  coi^cems  aright, 
Would  gladly  stretch  life's  little  span 

To  ages,  if  he  might —  8 

To  ages,  in  a  world  of  pain, 

To  ages,  where  he  goes 
Gall'd  by  Affliction's  heavy  chain. 

And  hopeless  of  repose. 

Strange  fondness  of  the  human  heart, 

Enamour'd  of  its  harm ! 
Strange  world,  that  costs  it  so  much  smart, 

And  still  has  pow'r  to  charm !  16 

Whence  has  the  world  her  magic  pow'r  ? 

Why  deem  we  death  a  foe? 
Recoil  from  weary  life's  best  hour, 

And  covet  longer  woe  ? 

Title]  1800  gives  date  November  5, 1T98. 
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The  cause  is  Conscience — Conscience  oft 

Her  tale  of  guilt  renews : 
Her  voice  is  terrible  though  soft, 

And  dread  of  death  ensues.  24 

Then,  anxious  to  be  longer  spared, 
Man  mourns  his  fleetmg  breath : 

All  evils  then  seem  light,  compared 
With  the  approach  of  death. 

'Tis  judgment  shakes  him ;  there  ^s  the  fear, 

That  prompts  the  wish  to  stay : 
He  has  incurred  a  long  arrear. 

And  must  despair  to  pay.  32 

Pay  I— Follow  Christ,  and  all  is  paid : 

His  death  yoiu*  peace  ensures : 
Think  on  the  grave  where  he  was  laid, 

And  calm  descend  to  yours. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1793 

[Written  179a    Published  1800  (vol.  I.  AppendixX  and  by 
Bull,  1801.1 

De  sacris  antem  hsec  sit  una  sententia,  ut  conserventur.—Cio. 
de  Lea, 

But  let  us  all  concur  in  this  one  sentiment,  that  things  sacred 
be  inviolate. 

He  lives  who  lives  to  God  alone, 

And  all  are  dead  beside ; 
For  other  source  than  G^od  is  none 

Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

To  live  to  God,  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may ; 
To  make  his  precepts  our  delight, 

His  promises  our  stay.  8 

But  life,  within  a  narrow  ring 

Of  giddy  joys  comprized. 
Is  falsely  nam^d,  and  no  such  thing, 

But  rather  death  disguised. 

Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  name. 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
Tor  what  poor  toys  they  can  disclaim 

An  endless  life  above  ?  16 

Title]  daU  Uank  in  1800,         13  the]  a  1800,         15  joys  1800, 
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Who,  much  diseased,  yet  nothing  feel, 
Much  menaced,  nothing  dread; 

Have  wounds  which  only  Gk)d  can  heal. 
Yet  never  ask  his  aid? 

Who  deem  his  house  an  useless  place, 

Faith,  want  of  common  sense ; 
And  ardour  in  the  Christian  race 

An  hyjKXjrite's  pretence  ?  24 

Who  trample  order,  and  the  day 

Which  God  asserts  his  own, 
Dishonour  with  unhallow'd  play, 

And  worship  chance  alone  ? 

If  scorn  of  God's  commands,  impressed 

On  word  and  deed,  imply 
The  better  part  of  man  unblessed 

With  life  that  cannot  die,  32 

Such  want  it ;  and  that  want,  uncur'd 

Till  man  resigns  his  breath. 
Speaks  him  a  criminal,  assured 

Of  everlasting  death. 

Sad  period  to  a  pleasant  course ! 

Yet  so  will  God  repay 
Sabbaths  profan'd  without  remorse, 

And  mercy  cast  away»  40 

THE  NEGRO'S  COMPLAINT 

[Written  Feb.  (?),  1788.    Published  in  The  Oentleman's  Magazine 
Dec.,  1798;  afterwards  in  1800  (vol.  I.  Appendix).] 

Forc'd  from  home,  and  all  its  pleasures, 

Afric's  coast  I  left  forlorn ; 
To  increase  a  stranger's  treasures. 

O'er  the  raging  billows  borne. 
Men  from  England  bought  and  sold  me, 

Paid  my  price  in  paltry  gold ; 
But,  though  theirs  tiiey  have  enrolled  me, 

Minds  are  never  to  be  sold.  8 

Still  in  thought  as  free  as  ever, 
What  are  England's  rights,  I  ask. 

Me  from  my  delights  to  sever, 
Me  to  torture,  me  to  task  ? 

Fleecy  locks,  and  black  complexion 
Cannot  forfeit  nature's  claim ; 

.       RTrinft  may  «1iff>r,  |il^,t  affoction 

Dwells  in  whi^  and  black  the  same.        16 

30  employ  1800.  33  incurr'd  1800,  34  resign  1800, 

The  Negroes  ComplairU—7  theirs]  sAAva  first  in  1808. 
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Why  did  all-creating  Nature 
Make  the  plant  for  which  we  toil  ? 

Sighs  must  fan  it,  tears  must  water, 
Sweat  of  ours  must  dress  the  soil. 


lOlling  at  your  jovial  boards ; 
TMnk  how  many  packs  have  smarted 
For  the  sweets  your  cane  afforos.  24 


Is  there,  as  ye  sometimes  tell  us. 

Is  there  one  who  reigns  on  high  ? 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us. 

Speaking  from  his  throne  the  sky  ? 
Ask  him,  H  your  knotted  scourges, 

Matches,  blood-extorting  screws. 
Are  the  means  which  duty  urges 

Agents  of  his  will  to  use  ?  32 

Hark!  he  answers — Wild  tornadoes, 

Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks ; 
Wasting  towns,  plantations,  meadows. 

Are  the  voice  with  which  he  speaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 

Afric's  sons  should  imdergo, 
Fix'd  their  tyrants'  habitations 

Where  his  whirlwinds  answer — No.  40 

By  our  blood  in  Afric  wasted. 

Ere  our  necks  received  the  chain ; 
By  the  miseries  we  have  tasted. 

Crossing  in  your  barks  the  main ; 
By  our  sufferings  since  ye  brought  us 

To  the  man-degrading  mart ; 
All  sustained  by  patience,  taught  us 

Only  by  a  broken  heai*t :  48 

Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  longer 

Till  some  reason  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regard  and  stronger 

Than  the  colour  of  our  kind. 
Slaves  of  gold,  whose  sordid  dealings 

Prove  tl^a^tyQU  ba^S  hanjaaiSfilings, 
Ere  you  pi;QudlyjiuQ§j;i.oji,.Qiu:s  I  56 

30  Matches]  Fetters  1793,  anci  quoted  by  T,  Wright  from  a  MS. 
37,  39  vexation  . . .  habitation  179S.  40  whirlwind  1793.  43  we 
have]  which  we  1793. 
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THE  MORNING  DREAM 

[Written  March  (?),  1788.    Published  in  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine  Nov.,  1788 ;  afterwards  in  1800.] 

'TwAS  in  the  glad  season  of  spring, 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
I  dream'd  what  I  cannot  but  sing, 

So  pleasant  it  seem'd  as  I  lay. 
I  dream'd  that  on  ocean  afloat. 

Far  hence  to  the  westward  I  sail'd. 
While  the  billows  high  lifted  the  boat. 

And  the  fresh-blowing  breeze  never  failed.      8 

In  the  steerage  a  woman  I  saw. 

Such  at  least  was  the  form  that  she  wore. 
Whose  beauty  impressed  me  with  awe. 

Ne'er  taught  me  by  woman  before. 
She  sat,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  light  like  a  sun  on  the  waves, 
And  smiling  divinely,  she  cried— 

I  go  to  make  Freemen  of  Slaves.—  16 

Then  raising  her.  voice  to  a  strain 

The  sweetest  that  ear  ever  heard. 
She  sang  of  the  slave's  broken  chain. 

Wherever  her  glory  appeared. 
Some  clouds  which  had  over  us  himg 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  clear. 
And  methought  while  she  Liberty  sung, 

'Twas  Liberty  only  to  hear.  24 

Thus  swiftly  dividing  the  flood. 

To  a  slave-cultur'd  island  we  came. 
Where  a  Demon,  her  enemy,  stood — 

Oppression  his  terrible  name. 
In  lus  hand,  as  the  sign  of  his  sway, 

A  scourge  hung  with  lashes  he  bore. 
And  stood  looking  out  for  his  prey 

From  Africa's  sorrowful  shore.  32 

But  soon  as  approaching  the  land 

That  goddess-like  woman  he  view'd. 
The  scourge  he  let  fall  from  his  hand, 

Witii  blood  of  his  subjects  imbrued. 
I  saw  him  both  sicken  and  die. 

And  the  moment  the  monster  expired 
Heard  shouts  that  ascended  the  sky 

From  thousands  with  rapture  inspired.  4a 

1  glad]  sweet  1788,  6  hence . . .  westward]  West  from  fair  Al- 
bion 1788,  19  slave-broken  1788,  29  the]  a  1788,  34  That] 
Tlxi&1788, 
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Awaking,  how  could  I  but  muse 

At  what  such  a  dream  should  betide  ? 
But  soon. my  ear  caught  the  glad  news 

Which  served  my  weak  thought  for  a  guide — 
That  Britannia,  renowned  o'er  Sie  waves 

For  the  hatred  she  ever  has  shown 
To  the  black-sceptred  rulers  of  slaves, 

Resolves  to  have  none  of  her  own.  48 

SWEET  MEAT  HAS  SOUR  SAUCE 
OR,  THE  SLAVE-TRADER  IN  THE  DUMPS 
[Written  early  in  1788.    Published  by  Southey,  1836.] 

A  TRADER  I  am  to  the  African  shore, 
But  smce  that  my  trading  is  like  to  be  o^er, 
I'll  sing  you  a  song  that  you  ne'er  heard  before, 
Which  nobody  can  deny,  deny, 
Which  nobody  can  deny.  5 

When  I  fu*st  heard  the  news  it  gave  me  a  shock, 
Much  like  what  they  call  an  electrical  knock, 
And  now  I  am  going  to  sell  off  my  stock, 
Which  nobody,  &c. 

'Tis  a  curious  assortment  of  dainty  regales, 
To  tickle  the  negroes  with  when  the  ship  sails, 
Fine  chains  for  the  neck,  and  a  cat  with  nine 
tails,  11 

Which  nobody,  &c. 

Here's  supple-jack  plenty,  and  store  of  rat-tan. 
That  will  wind  itself  round  the  sides  of  a  n:ian. 
As  close  as  a  hoop  round  a  bucket  or  can, 
Which  nobody,  &c. 

Here's  padlocks  and  bolts,  and  screws  for  tho 

thumbs. 
That  squeeze  them  so  lovingly  till  the  blood  comes, 
They  sweeten  the  temper  like  comfits  or  plums,  17 
Which  nobody,  &c. 

When  a  negro  his  head  from  his  victuals  withdraws, 
And  clenches  his  teeth  and  thrusts  out  his  paws, 
Here's  a  notable  engine  to  open  his  jaws. 
Which  nobody,  &c. 

Thus  going  to  market,  we  kindly  prepare 
A  pretty  black  cargo  of  African  ware, 
For  what  they  must  meet  with  when  they  get 
there,  23 

Which  nobody,  &c. 
42  should]  might  1788.       44  thoughts  1788.       47  Ruler  1788^ 
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'Twould  do  your  heart  good  to  see  'em  below 
Lie  flat  on  their  backs  iQl  the  way  as  we  go, 
like  sprats  on  a  gridiron,  scores  in  a  row, 
.  Which  nobody,  &c. 

But  ah !  if  in  vain  I  have  studied  an  art 
So  gainful  to  me,  all  boasting  ai)art, 
I  think  it  will  break  my  compassionate  heart,       29 
Which  nobody,  &c. 

For  oh  I  how  it  enters  my  soul  like  an  awl ! 
This  pity,  which  some  people  self-pity  call, 
Is  sure  the  most  heart-piercing  pity  of  all, 
Wliich  nobody,  &c. 

So  this  is  my  song,  as  I  told  you  before ; 
Come  buy  off  my  stock,  for  I  must  no  more 
Carry  Caesars  and  Pompeys  to  Sugar-cane  shore,    35 

Which  nobody  can  deny,  deny, 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICANS 

Video  meliora  proboque 
Deteriora  sequor 

[Written  early  in  1788.    Published  1800  (vol  I.  Appendix).] 
I  OWN  I  am  shocked  at  the  purchase  of  slaves. 
And  fear  those  who  buy  them  and  sell  them  are 

knaves; 
What  I  hear  of  their  hardships,  their  tortures,  and 

groans. 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  from  stones. 

I  pity  them  greatly,  but  I  must  be  mum. 

For  how  could  we  do  without  sugar  and  rum  ? 

Especially  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 

What  ?  give  up  our  desserts,  our  coffee,  and  tea  I  8 

Besides,  if  we  do,  the  French,  Dutch,  and  Danes, 
Will  heartily  thaiik  us,  no  doubt,  for  our  pains ; 
If  we  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  they  will, 
And  tortures  and  groans  will  be  multiphed  still. 

If  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  in  behalf  of  your  wish  might  be  said ; 
But  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks. 
Pray  tell  me  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ?     16 
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Your  scruples  and  arguments  bring  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  coin'd, 
On  purpose  to  answer  you,  out  of  my  mint ; 
But,  I  can  assure  you,  I  saw  it  in  print. 

A  youngster  at  school,  more  sedate  than  the  rest, 

Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 

His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob. 

And  ask'd  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job.  24 

He  was  shock'd,sir,  like  you,  and  answer'd — '  'Oh,  no  I 
What  I  rob  our  good  neighbour !  Ipray  you,  don't  go ; 
Besides,  the  man's  poor,  his  orcharcL's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  children,  for  they  must  be  fed." 

**  You  speak  very  fine,  and  you  look  very  grave, 
But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  we'll  have ; 
If  you  will  go  with  us,  you  shall  have  a  share^ 
If  not,  you  shall  have  neither  apple  nor  pear."     32 

They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd — ' '  I  see  they  will  go : 
Poor  man!  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so ! 
Poor  man  I  I  would  save  him  his  fruit  if  I  could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  no  good. 

' '  If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me, 
His  apples  might  hang  till  they  dropt  from  the  tree ; 
But,  since  they  will  take  them,  I  think  I'll  go  too. 
He  will  lose  none  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few."     40 

His  scruples  thus  silenc'd,  Tom  felt  more  at  ease. 
And  went  with  his  comrades  the  apples  to  seize ; 
He  blam'd  and  protested,  but  join'd  in  the  plan ; 
He  shax'd  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  tiie  n:ian. 


EPIGRAM 
(PRINTED  IN  THE  NORTHAMPTON  MERCURY) 

[Written  (?).  Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

To  purify  their  wine  some  people  bleed 

A  lamb  into  the  barrel,  and  succeed ; 

No  nostrum,  planters  say,  is  half  so  good 

To  make  fine  sugar,  as  a  negro's  blood. 

Now  lambs  and  negroes  both  are  harmless  things, 

And  thence  perhaps  this  wond'rous  virtue  springs, 

'Tis  in  the  blood  of  innocence  alone — 

Good  cause  why  planters  neyer  1^  tkeir  own.       8 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


[377] 

SONNET 

ADDRESSED  TO  HENRY  COWPER,  ESQ.,  CLERK 
ASSISTANT  TO  THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS 

On  his  emphatical  and  interesting  delivery  of  the  Defence  of 
Warren  Hastings,  Esq. 

[Written  Feb.,  178a    Published  April,  1788,  in  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  with  the  signature  T.  H. ;  afterwards  in  1800.] 

CowPER,  whose  sUver  voice,  tasked  sometimes  hard, 

Legends  prolix  delivers  in  the  ears 

(Attentive  when  thou  read'st)  of  England^s  Peers, 
Let  verse  at  length  yield  thee  thy  just  reward. 
Thou  wast  not  heard  with  drowsy  disregard, 

Expending  late  on  all  that  length  of  plea 

Thy  gen'rous  pow'rs,  but  silence  honour'd  thee, 
Mute  as  e^er  gaz'd  on  Orator  or  Bard. 
Thou  art  not  voice  alone,  but  hast  b^de 

Bothheartandhead;  and could^stwithmusic  sweet 
Of  Attic  phrase  and  senatorial  tone,  11 

Like  thy  renown'd  Forefathers,  far  and  wide 

Thy  fame  diffuse,  praised  not  for  utterance  meet 
Of  others'  speech,  but  magic  of  thy  own. 


GRATITUDE 
ADDRESSED  TO  LADY  HESKETH 

Written  April,  1788.  Published  bjr  Havley,  1808.  Southey,  in 
1896b  printed  the  poem  in  its  original  form  as  sent  to  Lady 
Hesketh.  This  version  differs  very  largely  from  that  given  in 
the  text  and  is  therefore  here  printed  entire  in  the  notes  at  the 
end  of  the  volume.] 

This  cap,  that  so  stately  appears, 

With  ribbon-bound  tassel  on  mgh. 
Which  seems,  by  the  crest  that  it  rears, 

Ambitious  of  brushing  the  sky : 
This  cap  to  my  cousin  I  owe, 

She  gave  it,  and  gave  me  beside, 
Wreath'd  into  an  elegant  bow. 

The  ribbon  with  which  it  is  tied.  8 

This  wheel-footed  studying  chair, 

CJontriv'd  both  for  toil  and  repose, 
Wide-elbow'd,  and  wadded  with  hair, 

In  which  I  both  scribble  and  doze. 
Bright-studded  to  dazzle  the  eyes, 

And  rival  in  lustre  of  that. 
In  which,  or  astronomy  lies. 

Fair  Cassiopeia  sat :  16 

Sonnet-A  yield]  give  1788. 
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These  carpets,  sa  soft  to  the  foot, 

Caledonia's  traffic  and  pride ! 
Oh  spare  them,  ye  Knights  of  the  Boot ! 

Escap'd  from  a  cross-country  ride  I 
This  table  and  mirror  within, 

Secure  from  collision  and  dust, 
At  which  I  oft  shave  cheek  and  chin, 

And  periwig  nicely  adjust :  24 

This  moveable  structure  of  shelves, 

For  its  beauty  admired  and  its  use, 
.   And  charg'd  with  octavos  and  twelves, 

The  gayest  I  had  to  produce. 
Where,  flaming  in  scarlet  and  gold, 

My  Poems  enchanted  I  view, 
And  hope,  in  due  time,  to  behold 

My  niad  and  Odyssey  too :  32 

This  china,  thajb  decks  the  alcove, 

Which  here  people  call  a  beaufette, 
But  what  the  Qo6b  call  it  above, 

Has  ne'er  been  reveal'd  to  us  yet : 
These  curtains,  that  keep  the  room  warm 

Or  cool,  as  the  season  demands, 
These  stoves,  that  for  pattern  and  form 

Seem  the  labour  of  Mulciber's  hands :     40 

All  these  are  not  half  that  I  owe 

To  one,  from  our  earliest  youth 
To  me  ever  ready  to  show 

B^iignity,  friendship,  and  truth , 
For  Time,  tibie  destroyer  declared 

And  foe  of  our  perishing  kind, 
If  even  her  face  he  has  spar'd, 

Much  less  could  he  alter  her  mind.  48 

Thus  compass'd  about  with  the  goods 

And  chattels  of  leisure  and  ease, 
I  indulge  my  poetical  moods 

In  many  such  fancies  as  these ; 
And  fancies  I  fear  they  will  seem. 

Poets'  goods  are  not  often  so  fine ; 
The  poets  will  swear  that  I  dream, 

When  I  sing  of  the  splendour  of  mine.    56 
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PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED 
A  FABLE 

[Written!?).    Published  1795.] 

I  SHALL  not  ask  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau*, 

If  birds  confabulate  or  no ; 

'Tis  clear  that  they  were  always  able 

To  hold  discourse,  at  least,  in  fable ; 

And  ev^n  the  child  who  knows  no  better, 

Than  to  interpret  by  the  letter, 

A  stoiy  of  a  cock  and  bull. 

Must  have  a  most  uncommon  skull. 

It  chanc'd  then,  on  a  winter's  day, 
But  warm  and  bright,  and  calm  as  May,  10 

The  birds,  conceiving  a  design 
To  f orestal  sweet  St.  Valentme, 
In  many  an  orchard,  copse,  and  grove, 
Assembled  on  affairs  of  love, 
And  with  much  twitter  and  much  chatter, 
Began  to  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  a  Bulfinch,  who  could  boast 
More  years  and  wisdom  than  the  most, 
Entreated,  opening  wide  his  beak, 
A  moment's  liberty  to  speak ;  20 

And,  silence  publicly  enjoin'd, 
Delivered  briefly  thus  his  mind. 

My  friends  1  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  subject  upon  which  we  meet ; 
I  fear  we  shall  have  winter  yet. 

A  Finch,  whose  tongue  knew  no  ocmtrc^ 
With  golden  wing  and  satin  pole, 
A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried 
What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  replied. 

Methinks  the  gentleman,  quoth  she,  30 

Opposite  in  the  apple-tree. 
By  his  good  will,  would  keep  us  single 
Till  yonder  heav'n  and  earth  shall  mingle. 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befall) 
Till  death  exterminate  us  all. 
I  marry  without  more  ado ; 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  you  ? 

Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogling,  bridling. 
Turning  short  roimd,  strutting  and  sideling, 

^  It  was  one  of  the  whimsical  speculations  of  this  philosopher, 
that  all  fables  which  ascribe  reason  and  speech  to  animals,  should 
be  .withheld  from  children,  as  being  only  vehicles  of  deception. 
But  what  child  was  ever  deceived  by  them,  or  can  be,  against  the 
evidence  of  his  senses?  [C] 
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Attested,  glad,  his  approbation  40 

Of  an  immediate  conjugation. 

Their  sentiments  so  well  expressed, 

Influenced  mightily  the  rest, 

All  paired,  and  each  pair  buHt  a  nest. 

But  though  the  birds  were  thus  in  haste, 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  fast, 
And  destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect' stem  on  man's  affairs. 
Not  altogether  smiled  on  theirs. 
The  wind,  of  late  breathed  gently  forth,  50 

Now  shifted  east  and  east  by  north ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill,  you  know, 
CJould  shelter  them  from  rain  or  snow ; 
Stepping  into  their  nests,  they  paddled. 
Themselves  were  chill'd,  their  eggs  were  addled ; 
Soon  ev'ry  father  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  peck'd  each  other, 
Parted  without  the  least  regret. 
Except  that  they  had  ever  met. 
And  leam'd,  in  future,  to  be  wiser,  60 

Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 

INSTRUCTION 

Misses !  the  tale  that  I  relate 
This  lesson  seems  to  carry — 

Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate. 
But  proper  time  to  marry. 

ON  MRS.  MONTAGU'S  FEATHER-HANGINGS 

[Written  May,  178a    Published  June,  1788,  in  The  OetUlemarCs 
Mttgazine ;  afterwards  in  180(X] 

The  birds  put  off  their  ev'ry  hue 

To  dress  a  room  for  Montagu. 

The  Peacock  sends  his  heav'nly  dyes. 

His  rainbows  and  his  starry  eyes ; 

The  Pheasant,  plumes  which  round  infold 

His  mantling  neck  with  downy  gold ; 

The  Cock  his  arch'd  tail's  azure  show. 

And,  river-blanch'd,  the  Swan  his  snow. 

All  tribes  beside  of  Indian  name. 

That  glossy  shine  or  vivid  flame,  lO 

Where  rises,  and  where  sets  the  day. 

Whatever  they  boast  of  rich  or  gay, 

Heading  in  1788:  On  the  beautiful  Feather-hangin((s,  desfjfned 
bv  Mrs.  Montagu,  at  her  house  at  Portman  Square.  By  the  author 
of  the  Task.  Title]  Montague  1800, 1803  {and  thrmtghout  poem}. 
12  or]  and  1800. 
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Contribute  to  the  gorgeous  plan, 

Proud  to  advance  it  sSl  they  can. 

This  plumage,  neither  dasMng  showV, 

Nor  blasts  &at  shake  the  dripping  bowY, 

Shall  drench  again  or  discompose, 

But,  screened  from  ev'ry  storm  that  blows. 

It  wears  a  splendour  ever  new. 

Safe  with  protecting  Montagu.  20 

To  the  same  Patroness  resort, 
(Secure  of  favour  at  her  court) 
Strong  Gtenius,  from  whose  forge  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrought. 
Which,  though  new-bom,  with  vigour  move, 
like  Pallas  springing  arm'd  from  Jove — 
Imagination,  scattering  round 
Wild  roses  over  furrow'd  ground, 
Which  Labour  of  his  frowns  b^uile, 
And  teach  Philosophy  a  smile —  30 

Wit,  flashing  on.  Religion's  side. 
Whose  fires  to  sacred  Truth  applied, 
The  gem,  though  luminous  before, 
Commend  to  hiunan  notice  more. 
Like  sun-beams  on  the  golden  height 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  bright — 
Well-tutor'd  Learning,  from  his  books 
Dismissed  with  grave,  not  haughty  looks, 
Their  order  on  his  shelves  exact. 
Nor  more  harmonious  or  compact  40 

Than  that  to  which  he  keeps  confined 
The  various  treasures  of  his  mind — 
All  these  to  Montagu's  repair. 
Ambitious  of  a  shelter  there. 

There  Genius,  Learning,  Fancy,  Wit, 
Their  ruffled  plumage  calm  refit, 
(For  storm3r  t3x>ubles  loudest  roar 
Around  their  flight  who  highest  soar) 
And  in  her  eye,  and  by  her  aid, 
Shine  safe,  without  a  fear  to  fade.  50 

She  thus  maintains  divided  sway 
With  yon  bnght  regent  of  the  day ; 
The  plume  and  poet  both,  we  know. 
Their  lustre  to  his  influence  owe, 
And  she,  the  work  of  Phoebus  aiding. 
Both  poet  saves  and  plume  from  fading. 


19  wears]  boasts  1800.  29  frown  1800,  34  Commend 

to]  Obtrude  on  ^^(X?.         38  not]  nor  17^^.         40  "Nor]  ^ot  1800 
{wUh  no  comma  a/Ur  exact  line  39).         55  works  1800. 
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[382] 

LINES  COMPOSED  FOR  A  MEMORIAL  OF 
ASHLEY  COWPER,  ESQ. 

IMMEDIATELY  AFTER  HIS  DEATH, 

BY  HIS  NEPHEW  WILLIAM  OF  WESTON 

[Written  June,  1788.    Published  by  Hayley,  180a] 

Farewell  !  endued  with  all  that  could  engage 
All  hearts  to  love  thee,  both  in  youth  and  age  I 
In  prime  of  life,  for  sprightliness  enroU'd 
Among  the  gay,  yet  virtuous  as  the  old ; 
In  life's  last  sta^,  (Oh  blessing  rarely  found !) 
Pleasant  as  youth,  with  all  its  blossoms  crown'd ; 
Through  every  period  of  this  changeful  state 
Unchanged  thyself  I  wise,  good,  affectionate ! 

Marble  may  flatter,  and  lest  this  should  seem 
Overcharged  with  praises  on  so  dear  a  theme,        10 
Although  thy  worth  be  more  than  half  supprest, 
Love  shall  be  satisfied,  and  veil  the  rest. 

THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER-LILY 

NO  FABLE 

[Written  Aug..  1788.  Published  in  The  OenUemarCs  Magazint, 
Dec.,  1791;  then  in  pamphlet  with  On  Receipt  cf  my  Mother's 
Picture^  1798 ;  afterwards  in  Poems,  1798.] 

The  noon  was  shady,  and  soft  airs 

Swept  Ouse's  silent  tide. 
When,  'scap'd  from  literary  cares, 

I  wander'd  on  his  side. 

My  spaniel,  prettiest  of  his  vdiCQ^ 

And  high  inpedigree, 
(Two  nymphCJadom'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 

That  spaniel  f oimd  for  me)  8 

Now  wanton'd  lost  in  flags  and  reeds, 

Now  starting  into  sight 
Pursued  the  swallow  o'er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight. 

It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  displayed 

His  lilies  newly  blown ; 
Their  beauties  I  intent  surveyed ; 

And  one  I  wish'd  my  own.  16 

With  cane  extended  far  I  sought 

To  steer  it  close  to  land ; 
But  stiU  the  prize,  though  nearly  caught. 

Escaped  my  eager  hand. 

^feir  Robert  Gunning's  daughters  [C.]. 
The  Dog  and  the  Wat^-LUy^9  and]  in  X791, 
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Beau  marked  my  unsuccessful  pains 

Witti  fixt  considerate  face, 
And  puzzling  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  case.  24 

But  with  a  chirrup  clear  and  strong, 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  foUow'd  long 

llie  windings  of  the  stream. 
My  ramble  finished,  I  returned. 

Beau  trotting  far  before 
The  floating  wreath  again  discem'd, 

And  plunging  left  the  shore.  32 

I  saw  him  with  that  lily  cropp'd 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  approach,  and  soon  he  dropp'd 

The  treasure  at  my  feet. 
Charm'd  with  the  sight,  the  world,  I  cried, 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed. 
My  do^  shall  mortify  the  pride? 

Of  man's  superior  breed ;    **  }  40 

But,  chief,  myself  I  will  enjoin, 

Awake  at  duty's  call. 
To  show  a  love  as  pro^^pt  as  thine  ^ 

To  Mim  wKo  iiveSs  me  an.  j 

■  WIHWWBIIIIHI  nil  Ifli  IKIOWWMli'  .I'ti^iiBMI'Ti  Itmatt  ( 

MOTTO  ON  THE  KING'S  CLOCK 

[Written  Aug.  9, 1788.    Published  by  Hayley.  180a] 
QvM  lenta  accedit,  quam  velox  prseterit  hora  I 
Ut  capias,  i)atiens  esto,  sed  esto  vigil ! 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

MRS.  THROCKMORTON'S  BULFINCH 

[Written  Nov.  (?X  1788.    Published  in  The  Gentleman's 
Mmazine,  Feb.,  1789;  afterwards  in  1795.] 

Ye  nymphs !  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  o'er  hapless  fav'rites  shed, 

Oshare  Maria's  grief ! 
Her  fav'rite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 

Assassin'd  by  a  thief.  6 

Where  Rhenus  strays  his  vines  among, 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung, 

.^d  though  by  nature  mute, 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest, 
Well-taught,  he  all  the  sounds  express'd 

Of  flagelet  or  flute.  12 

2iae>t  first  in  1808:  baHJOI,  1798-1803,        tended  first  in  1808, 
Title  Mrs.]  Lady  1800,  errata.       3  01  Now  1789, 
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The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 

Were  brighter  than  the  sleekest  mole  ; 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  skies, 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise 

To  sweep  up  all  the  dew.  18 

Above,  below,  in  all  the  house, 
Dire  foe,  alike  to  bird  and  mouse, 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  BuUy's  cage  supported  stood. 
On  props  of  smoothest-shaven  wood, 

Large-built  and  latticed  well,  24 

Well-lattic'd— but  the  grate,  alas ! 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  steel  or  brass, 

For  Bully's  plumage  sake. 
But  smooth  with  wands  from  Ouse's  side. 
With  which,  when  neatly  peel'd  and  dried, 

The  swains  their  baskets  make.  30 

Night  veiled  the  pole— all  seem'd  secure- 
When  led  by  instinct  sharp  and  sure, 

Subsistence  to  provide, 
A  beast  forth-sallied  on  the  scout, 
Long-back'd,  long-tail'd,  with  whisker'd  snout, 

And  badger-colour*d  hide.  36 

He,  entering  at  the  study-door, 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore ; 

And  something  in  the  wind 
Conjectured,  sniffing  round  and  round, 
Better  than  all  the  books  he  found, 

Food,  chiefly,  for  the  mind.  42 

Just  then,  by  adverse  fate  impressed, 
A  dream  disturb'd  poor  Bully's  rest ; 

In  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat,  fast-clinging  to  the  cage. 
And,  screaming  at  the  sad  presage, 

Awoke  and  f oimd  it  true.  48 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent. 
Right  to  his  mark  the  monster  went — 

Ah,  Muse !  forbear  to  speak 
Minute  the  horrors  that  ensued ; 
His  teeth  were  strong,  the  cage  was  wood — 

He  left  poor  Bully's  beak.  54 

18  up  all]  away^rst  in  1808, 
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He  left  it — but  he  should  havef  ta'en 
^niat  beaJc,  whence  issued  many  a  strain 

Of  such  mellifluous  tone, 
Might  have  repaid  him  well,  I  wote, 
For  silencing  so  sweet  a  throat, 

Fast  set  within  his  own.  60 

Maria  weeps — The  Muses  mourn — 
So,  when  by  Bacchanalians  torn. 

On  Thracian  Hebrus'  side 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  fell ; 
His  head  alone  T^'^^ftiTli^'d  fr 


istarBTOUMSJtfPiijE 


ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  BULL, 

WHICH  THE  OWNER  OF  HIM  SOLD  AT  THE 
AUTHOR'S  INSTANCE 

[Written  1788  (?).    Published  1808.] 

Go — thou  art  all  unfit  to  share 

The  pleasures  of  this  place 
With  such  as  its  old  tenants  are, 

Creatures  of  gentler  race. 

The  squirrel  here  his  hoard  provides, 
^      Aware  of  wintry  storms ; 

And  wood-peckers  explore  the  sides 
Of  rugged  oaks  for  worms ;  8 

The  sheep  here  smooths  the  knotted  thorn 

With  frictions  of  her  fleece ; 
And  here  I  wander  eve  and  mom, 

Like  her,  a  friend  to  peace. 

Ah ! — I  could  pity  thee  exiFd 

From  this  secure  retreat — 
I  would  not  lose  it  to  be  styFd 

The  happiest  of  the  great.  16 

But  thou  canst  taste  no  calm  delight ; 

Thy  pleasure  is  to  show 
Thy  magnanimity  in  fight, 

Thy  prowess — therefore  go — 

I  care  not  whether  east  or  north. 

So  I  no  more  may  find  thee, 
The  angry  Muse  thus  sings  thee  forth. 

And  claps  the  gate  behind  thee.  24 

66^  6  Oh,  had  he  made  that  too  his  prey  !  ...  lay  1789, 1808. 
60  set]  stuck  1789, 1808. 
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INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  TOMB  OF 
MR.  HAMILTON 

[Written  178a    PubHshed  1800.] 

Pause  here,  and  think :  a  monitory  rhime 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

Consult  Life's  silent  clock,  thy  bounding  vein ; 
Seems  it  to  say— Health,  here,  has  long  to  reign? 
Hast  thou  the  vigour  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  beams  delight  ?  an  heart  untaught  to  sigh  ?— 
Yet  fear.    Youth,  of ttimes  healthful  and  at  ease, 
Anticipates  a  day  it  never  sees. 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  Hamilton's,  aloud 
Exclaims, '  *  Prepare  thee  for  an  early  shroud ! "    10 


ANNUS  MEMORABILIS,  1789 

WRITTEN  IN  COMMEMORATION  OF  HIS 
MAJESTYS  HAPPY  RECOVERY 

[Written  March,  1789.    Published  1808.] 

I  RANSACKED,  for  a  theme  of  song. 

Much  ancient  chronicle,  and  long ; 

I  read  of  bright  embattled  fields,  y 

Of  trophied  helmets,  spears,  and  shields, 

Of  chiefs,  whose  single  arm  could  boast 

Prowess  to  dissipate  a  host ; 

Through  tomes  of  fable  and  of  dream 

I  sought  an  eligible  theme. 

But  none  I  found,  or  found  them  shared 

Already  by  some  happier  bard.  10 

To  modem  times,  with  Truth  to  guide 
My  busy  search,  I  next  applied ; 
Here  cities  won,  and  fleets  dispersed, 
Urg^d  loud  a  claim  to  be  rehears'd, 
Deeds  of  unperishing  renown. 
Our  fathers^  triumphs,  and  our  own. 

Thus,  as  the  bee,  from  bank  to  bow'r, 
Assiduous  sips  at  ev'ry  flow'r, 
But  rests  on  none,  till  that  be  found 
Where  most  nectareous  sweets  aboimd,         20 
So  I  from  theme  to  theme  displayed 
In  many  a  page  historic  stray'd, 
Siege  alter  siege,  fight  after  fight, 
Contemplating  with  smaU  delight, 

Annu%  Memorahilis—7  tomes]  times  1808, 
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(For  feats  of  sanguinary  hue 

Not  always  glitter  in  my  view ;) 

Till,  settling  on  the  current  year, 

I  found  the  far-sought  treasiu^  near ; 

A  theme  for  poetry  divine, 

A  theme  t'  ennoble  even  mine,  30 

In  memorable  eighty-nine. 

The  spring  of  eighty-nine  shall  be 
An  8era  chensh'd  long  by  me. 
Which  joyful  I  will  oft  record, 
And  thankful  at  my  frugal  board ; 
For  then  the  clouds  of  eighty-eight, 
That  threatened  England's  ti*embling  state   . 
With  loss  of  what  she  least  could  spare, 
Her  sovereign's  tutelary  care. 
One  breath  of  Heav'n,  that  cry'd — Restore  f     40 
Chas'd,  never  to  assemble  more. 
And  far  the  richest  crown  on  Earth, 
If  valued  by  its  wearer's  worth. 
The  symbol  of  a  righteous  reign. 
Sat  fast  on  G^eorge's  brows  again. 

Then  peace  and  joy  again  possess'd 
Our  Queen's  long-agitated  breast. 
Such  joy  and  pfeace  as  can  be  known 
By  suff'rers  like  herself  alone, 
Who  losing,  or  supposing  lost,  50 

The  good  on  Earth  they  valued  most, 
For  that  dear  sorrow's  sake  forego 
All  hope  of  happiness  below. 
Then  suddenly  regain  the  prize. 
And  flash  thanksgivings  to  the  skies ! 

O  Queen  of  Albion,  queen  of  isles ! 
Since  all  thy  tears  were  chang'd  to  smiles. 
The  eyes  that  never  saw  thee,  shine 
With  joy  not  unallied  to  thine. 
Transports  not  chargeable  with  art  60 

niiune  the  land's  remotest  part. 
And  strangers  to  the  air  of  courts. 
Both  in  their  toils  and  at  their  sports, 
The  happiness  of  answer'd  pmy'rs. 
That  gUds  thy  features,  show  in  theirs. 

If  they,  who  on  thy  state  attend. 
Awe-struck  before  thy  presence  bend, 
'Tis  but  the  natural  effect 
Of  grandeur  that  ensures  respect ; 
But  she  is  something  more  than  Queen,  70 

Who  is  belov'd,  where  never  seen. 
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ON  THE  QUEEN'S  VISIT  TO  LONDON 

THE  NIGHT  OF  THE  17th  MARCH.  1789 

[Written  March.  1789.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

When  long  sequeBter'd  from  his  throne 
G^rge  took  his  seat  again, 

By  right  of  worth,  not  blood  alone, 
Entitled  here  to  reign  I 

Then  Loyalty,  with  all  her  lamps 

New  trimmed,  a  gallant  show  I 
Chasing  the  darkness,  and  the  damps, 

Set  London  in  a  glow.  8 

'Twas  hard  to  tell,  of  streets  or  squares, 

Which  f orm'd  the  chief  display. 
These  most  resembling  clustered  stars, 

Those  the  long  milky  way. 

Bright  shone  the  roofs,  the  domes,  the  spires. 

And  rockets  flew,  self -driven. 
To  hang  their  momentary  fires 

Amid  the  vatdt  of  Heaven.  16 

So,  fire  with  water  to  compare. 

The  ocean  serves  on  high, , 
Up-spouted  by  a  whale  in  air, 

T^  express  unwieldy  joy. 

Had  all  the  pageants  of  the  world 

In  one  procession  joined. 
And  all  the  banners  been  unf  url'd 

That  heralds  e^er  designed,  24 

For  no  such  sight  had  England's  Queen 

Forsaken  her  retreat, 
Where  Gteorge  recovered  made  a  scene 

Sweet  always,  doubly  sweet. 

Yet  glad  she  came  that  night  to  prove, 

A  witness  undescried. 
How  much  the  object  of  her  love 

Was  lov'd  by  all  beside.  32 

Darkness  the  skies  had  mantled  o'er 

In  aid  of  her  design — 
Darkness  O  Queen !  ne'er  called  before 

To  veil  a  deed  of  thine ! 

On  borrow'd  wheels  away  she  flies, 

Resolv'd  to  be  imknown. 
And  gratify  no  curious  eyes 

That  night,  except  her  own.  40 

0  her]  his  1815,  9  pr  1815:  of  HayUy, 
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Arrived,  a  night  like  noon  she  sees, 

And  hears  the  million  hum ; 
As  all  by  instinct,  like  the  bees, 

Had  Imown  their  sovereign  come. 

Pleas'd  she  beheld  aloft  pourtray'd 

On  many  a  splendid  wall. 
Emblems  of  health,  and  heav'nly  aid, 

And  G^eorge  the  theme  of  all.  48 

Unlike  the  aenigmatic  line, 

So  difficult  to  spell ! 
Which  shook  Belshazzar  at  his  wine, 

The  night  his  city  fell. 

Soon  watery  grew  her  eyes  and  dim, 

But  with  a  joyful  tear ! 
None  else,  except  in  pray'r  f<jr  him, 

George  ever  drew  from  her.  56 

It  was  a  scene  in  ev'ry  part 

like  that  in  fable  f eign'd, 
And  seemed  by  some  magician^s  art 

Created,  and  sustained. 

But  other  magic  there,  she  knew, 

Had  been^xerted  none, 
To  raise  such  wonders  in  her  view. 

Save  love  of  George  alone !  64 

That  cordial  thought  her  spirit  cheer'd. 
And  through  the  cmnb'rous  throng, 

Not  else  unworthy  to  be  f ear'd. 
Conveyed  her  calm  along. 

So,  ancient  poets  say,  serene 

The  sea-maid  rides  the  waves, 
And  fearless  of  the  billowy  scene. 

Her  peaceful  bosom  laves.  72 

With  more  than  astronomic  eyes 

She  viewed  the  sparkling  show ; 
One  Georgian  star  adorns  the  skies, 

She  myriads  found  below. 

Yet  let  the  glories  of  a  night 

Like  that,  once  seen,  suffice  I 
Heav'n  grant  us  no  such  future  sight, 

Such  previous  woe  the  price !  80 

I  millions  Hayley  {1803).       58  that]  those  1815,        65  spirits 
Hayley  {1803).  80  precious  Hayky  {1806). 
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ON  THE  BENEFIT  RECEIVED  BY  HIS 
MAJESTY  FROM  SEA-BATHING 

IN  THE  YEAR  1789 
[Written  1789.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

O  sov'reign  of  an  isle  renown'd 

For  undisputed  sway- 
Wherever  o'er  yon  gulph  profound 

Her  navies  wing  their  way, 

With  juster  claim  she  builds  at  length 

Her  empire  on  the  sea, 
And  well  may  boast  the  waves  her  strength, 

Which  strength  restored  to  Thee.  8 

€ATHARINA 

ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  STAPLETON 
[Written  May  1789.    Published  1795.] 
She  came — she  is  gone — we  have  met — 

And  meet  perhaps  never  again ; 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  set, 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain. 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream — 

(So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas !)  • 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  esteem 

That  will  not  so  suddenly  pass.  8 

The  last  evening  ramble  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Om'  progre^  was  often  delayed 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  nigh. 
We  paus'd  under  many  a  tree, 

And  much  she  was  charmed  with  a  tone 
Less  sweet  to  liiaria  and  me. 

Who  had  witnessed  so  lately  her  own.         16 

My  numbers  that  day  she  had  sung. 

And  gave  them  a  grace  so  divine. 
As  only  her  musical  tongue 

Could  infuse  into  numbers  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  esteem'd 

The  work  of  my  fancy  the  more, 
And  e^en  to  myself  never  seemed 

So  tuneful  a  poet  before.  24 

CkUharina— Title]  now  Mrs.  Courtney  added  after  Stapleton 
in  1803. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


CATHARINA  891 

Though  the  pleasures  of  London  exceed 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  did  nothing  impede, 

Would  feel  herself  happier  here ; 
For  the  close-woven  arches  of  limes, 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know, 
Are  sweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  all  tibiat  the  city  csuq  show.  32 

So  it  is,  when  the  mind  is  endued 

With  a  well-judging  taste  from  above, 
Then,  whether  embelli^'d  or  rude, 

'Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  art  may  amuse, 

May  even  our  wonder  excite. 
But  groves,  hills,  and  vallies,  diffuse 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight.  40 

Since  then  in  the  rural  recess 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice, 
May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  possess 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice ! 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-jmcing  steeds, 
And  by  PhilomeFs  annual  note 

To  pieasiire  the  life  that  she  leads.  48 

With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre. 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home, 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspire 

As  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam, 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  prefers. 

With  little  to  wish  or  to  fear. 
And  ours  will  be  pleasant  as  hers. 

Might  we  view  her  enjoying  it  here,  56 


THE  COCK-FIGHTER^S  GARLAND 

[Written  May,  1789.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Muse — Hide  his  name  of  whom  I  sing. 
Lest  his  surviving  house  thou  bring 

For  his  sake,  into  scorn. 
Nor  speak  the  school  from  which  he  drew 
The  much  or  little  that  he  knew. 

Nor  place  where  he  was  bom. 

32  all]  aught  first  in  1808,     54  wish]  hope  firH  in  1808. 
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That  such  a  man  once  was,  may  seem 
Worthy  of  record  (if  the  theme 

Perchance  noay  credit  win) 
For  proof  to  man,  what  man  may  prove, 
If  grace  depart,  and  demons  move 

The  source  of  guilt  within.  12 

This  man  (for  since  the  howling  wild 
Disclaims  him,  man  he  must  be  styFd) 

Wanted  no  good  below, 
Gentle  he  was,  if  gentle  birth 
Could  make  him  such,  and  he  had  worth, 

It  wealth  can  worth  bestow.  18 

In  social  talk  and  ready  jest 
He  shone  superior  at  the  feast, 

And  qualiUes  of  mind 
Illustrious  in  the  eyes  of  those 
Whose  gay  society  he  chose 

Possessed  of  ev'ry  kind.  24 

Methinks  I  see  him  powder'd  red. 
With  bushy  locks  his  well-dress'd  head 

Wing'd  broad  on  either  side, 
The  mossy  rose-bud  not  so  sweet ; 
His  steeds  superb,  his  carriage  neat    . 

As  lux'ry  could  provide.  .   30 

Can  such  be  cruel  ? — Such  can  be 
Cruel  as  hell,  and  so  was  he ; 

A  tyrant  entertain'd 
With  barb'rous  sports,  whose  fell  delight 
Was  to  encourage  mortal  fight 

'Twixt  birds  to  battle  trained.  36 

One  feathered  champion  he  possessed. 
His  darling  far  beyond  the  rest. 

Which  never  knew  disgrace. 
Nor  e'er  had  fought,  but  he  made  flow 
The  life-blood  of  his  fiercest  foe, 

The  Csesar  of  his  race.  42 

It  chanc'd,  at  last,  when  on  a  day 
He  push'd  him  to  the  desp'rate  fray. 

His  coiirage  droop'd,  he  fled. 
The  master  storm'd,  the  prize  was  lost, 
And,  instant,  frantic  at  the  cost. 

He  doomed  his  favorite  dead.  48 
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He  seiz'd  him  fast,  and  from  the  pit 
Flew  to  the  kitchen,  snatch'd  the  spit; 

And,  Bring  me  cord,  he  cried — 
The  cord  was  brought,  and,  at  his  word, 
To  that  dire  implement  the  bird 

Alive  and  struggling,  tied.  54 

The  horrid  sequel  asks  a  veil. 
And  all  the  terrors  of  the  tale 

That  can  be,  shall  be,  sunk — 
Led  by  the  sufferer's  screams  aright 
His  shocked  companions  view  the  sight 

And  him  with  fury  drunk.  60 

All,  suppliant,  beg  a  milder  fate 
For  the  old  warrior  at  the  grate  : 

He,  deaf  to  pity's  call, 
WhirFd  round  him  rapid  as  a  wheel 
His  culinary  club  of  steel. 

Death  menacing  on  all.  66 

But  vengeance  hung  not  far  remote. 

For  while  he  stretch'd  his  clamorous  throat 

And  heav'n  and  earth  defied, 
Big  with  the  curse  too  closely  pent 
That  struggled  vainly  for  a  vent 

He  totter'd,  reeFd,  and  died.  72 

'Tis  not  for  us,  with  rash  surmise, 
To  point  the  judgments  of  the  skies, 

But  judgments  plain  as  this. 
That,  sent  for  mto's  instruction,  bring 
A  written  label  on  their  wing, 

Tis  hard  to  read  amiss.  78 


TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON 

ON  HER  BEAUTIFUL  TRANSCRIPT  OF  HORACE'S 

ODE,  AD  LIBRUM  SUUM 

[Written  Feb.,  1790.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Maria,  could  Horace  have  guess'd 

What  honour  awaited  his  ode 
To  his  own  little  volume  addressed, 

The  honour  which  you  have  bestow'd, 
Who  have  trac'd  it  in  characters  here, 

So  elegant,  even,  and  neat ; 
He  had  laughed  at  the  critical  sneer, 

Which  he  seems  to  have  trembled  to  meet.     8 

o3 
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And  sneer,  if  you  please,  he  had  said, 

Hereafter  a  nymph  shall  arise. 
Who  shall  give  me,  when  you  are  all  dead, 

The  glory  your  malice  denies ; 
Shall  dignity  give  to  my  lay. 

Although  but  a  mere  ba^telle ; 
And  even  a  poet  shall  say. 

Nothing  ever  was  written  so  well.  16 


ON  THE  RECEffT  OF  MY  MOTHER'S  PICTXIRE 

OUT  OF  NORFOLK 

THE  GIFT  OF  MY  COUSIN  ANN  BODHAM 

[Written  Feb.,  1790.  Published  in  pamphlet  with  Dog  and  Water- 
LUy,  1798 ;  afterwards  in  Poems,  1798.] 

Oh  that  those  lips  had  language  I  life  has  pass'd 

With  mfi  but  rm^^Y  gpw  I  fr^Fft  ym  \s&\ 

Those  lips  are  thine — ^thy  own  sweetsmiles  I  see, 
The  same  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me ; 
Voice  only  fails,  else,  how  distinct  they  say, 
"Grieve not,  my  child,  chy^  all  fJiv  fears  awav ! " 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  he  the  art  tbftt  ^^n  imyinrtylig^ 
Tue  art  tnat  bariles  time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same.    10 

Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 
Oh  welcome  guest,  though  imexpected,  here ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  honour  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long, 
I  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone. 
But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own ; 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief, 

»naii  steep  me  in  Kiysiai  reverie, 
AT  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she.  20 

My  mother  I  when  I  leam'd  that  tihiou  wast  dead, 
Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hover'd  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorrowing  son. 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun? 
Perhaps  thou  gav'st  me,  though  unseen,  a  kiss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah  that  maternal  smile  I  it  answers — Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  toU'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew      30 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 

3  smile /r«<  in  1808,  25  \xvdQ\t  first  in  1808, 
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But  was  it  such  ?— It  was. — ^Where  thou  art  gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore, 
The  parting  sound  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more  ! 
Thy  maidens  griev'd  themselves  at  my  concern, 
Oft  gave  mie  promise  of  a  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wish'd,  I  long  believed, 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceived  ; 

r>npA  nf  t(}.win'»"rnin  autati  fvntYi  u  n\^^^A 

Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went, 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrow  spent, 
I  learn'd  at  last  submission  to  my  lot ; 
But,  though  I  less  deplor'd  thee,  ne'er  forgot. 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nursery  floor ; 
And  where  the  gard'ner  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapt         50 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  capt, 
'Tis  now  become  a  history  little  known. 
That  once  we  calFd  the  past'ral  house  our  own. 
Short-Uv^d  possession !  but  the  record  fair 
Tlia,t  memory  keeps  of  all  tbv  kindnftsa  tb^rft. 


StiU  outnves  many  a  storm  that.  ha«  p^n^d 


A  thoi 


tusanc 


other  th< 


emes  less  deeply  trac'd. 


xny  mgntiy  visits  to  my  cnamDer  maae. 

That  thou  might'st  know  me  safe  and  warmly  laid ; 

Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home,  60 

The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 

The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestow'd 

By  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  they  shone  and  glow'd; 

All  this,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all, 

yhy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fall. 

Ne'er  roughen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  brakes 

That  humour  interpos'd  too  often  makes ; 

AU  Ihis  still  legible  in  metnW^R  Tiagft. 

And  still  to  be  so,  to  my  latest  age. 

Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay  70 

Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may ; 

Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere. 

Not  scom'd  in  heav'n,  though  little  notic'd  here. 

Cotdd  time,  his  flight  revers'd,  restore  the  hours, 
When,^  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissued  flow'rs. 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 

35  sound]  word/rse  in  1808.      37  a]  thy  first  in  1808.      40  dia- 
'   appointment]  expectation /rse  in  1808,       43  sorrows  1799. 
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(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Would'st  softlyspeak,  and  stroke  my  head  and  smile) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  hours  again  appear,      80 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  tiiem  here  ? 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart — the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might. — 

But  no— -whfi|:  hftTft  Wft  oM  QyiJ-  ]\f(^  ia  m^o\^^ 

So  iittifi  tn  bfi  InY^d,  m<\  tilrnii  m  iniich, 

giat  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  imboimd  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  AiDion's  coast 
(The  storms  idl  weather'd  and  the  ocean  crossed) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-haven'd  isle,  90 

Where  spices  breathe  and  brighter  seasons  smile, 
There  site  quiescent  on  the  floods  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incense  play 
Aroimd  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  s>yif  t !  hast  reached  the  shore 
*'  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  rosaSt 
And  thy  lov'd  consort  on  the  dang'rous  tide 
Of  life,  long  since,  has  anchored  at  thy  side. 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest,  100 

Always  from  ^rt  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  winds  drive  devious,  tempest  toss'd, 
Sails  ript,  seams  opening  wide,  and  compass  lost. 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
But  oh  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he ! 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
Frbm  loins  enthron'd,  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise—        110 
The  son  of  parents  pass'd  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell— time,  jmrevok'd,  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wish'd  is  done. 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain. 


m  tv.x^i'jB  k  kKt  m  ttVMii  m  n  i  inrrt  rsYSMarri 


T9.  bay^  r^M^^d  tbg.im  tiiHit  pnrfi  wpr»  minf. 

Without  the  sm  of  violatmg  thine : 

And,  whilertire  "wings  ot  tancy  still  are  free. 

And  I  can  view  this  iMfM^  SBfiW  6I'tfifte, 

Time  has  BiTEgirflttCCeMM  iii"E!sThef  t—         120 

Iliys^If ^^mordnBy^^^Sy^^soo^^  left. 

0>arth  to.]. 
^S0ho\ini]da.ysJir9tinl80S»  m  a,t]  by  :^r8t  in  1808. 

102wm6a]h\s^taJir8tinI808.         lOQ  But]  Yet  JirU  in  1808. 
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INSCRIPTION 

FOR  A  STONE  ERECTED  AT  THE  SOWING  OF  A 
GROVE  OF  OAKS  AT  CHILLINGTON,  THE  SEAT 
OF  T.  GIFFORD,  ESQ..  1790 

[Written  June,  1790.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Other  stones  the  aera  tell, 
When  some  feeble  mortal  fell : 
I  stand  here  to  date  the  birth 
Of  these  hardy  sons  of  earth. 

Which  shall  longest  brave  the  sky, 
Storm  and  frost  ?  these  oaks  or  I  ? 
Pass  an  age  or  two  away, 
I  must  moulder  and  decay, 
But  the  years  that  crumble  me 
Shall  invigorate  the  tree,  10 

Spread  the  branch,  dilate  its  size, 
loft  its  summit  to  the  skies. 

Cherish  honour,  virtue,  truth  I 
So  Shalt  thou  prolong  thy  youth ; 
Wanting  these,  however  fast 
Man  be  fixt,  and  form'd  to  last^ 
He  is  lifeless  even  now, 
Stone  at  heart,  and  cannot  grow. 

ANOTHER 

FOR  A  STONE  ERECTED  ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION 
AT  THE  SAME  PLACE  IN  THE  FOLLOWING  YEAR 

[Written  1790.    Published  by  Hayley,  1800.] 

Reader!  behold  a  monument 
That  asks  no  sigh  or  tear, 
•    Though  it  perpetuate  th'  event 

Of  a  great  burial  here.  4 

TO  MRS.  KING 

ON  HER  KIND  PRESENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR?  A 
PATCH-WORK  COUNTERPANE  OF  HER  OWN 
MAKING 

[Written  Aug.,  1790.    Published  by  Hayley.  1808;) 

The  Bard,  if  e'er  he  feel  at  all. 
Must  sure  be  quickened  by  a  call 

Both  on  his  heart  and  head, 
To  -pay  with  tuneful  thanks  the  care. 
And  kindness  of  a  Lady  fair, 

Who  deigns  to  deck  his  bed»  6 

.11  the]  its  1815, 
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A  bed  like  this,  in  ancient  time, 
On  Ida^s  barren  top  sublime, 

(As  Homer's  Epic  shows) 
Composed  of  sweetest  vernal  flow'rs, 
Without  the  aid  of  sim  or  show'rs, 

For  Jove  and  Juno  rose.  12 

Less  beautiful,  however  gay, 

Is  that,  which  in  the  scorching  day 

Receives  the  weary  swain ; 
Who,  laying  his  long  scythe  aside, 
Sleeps  on  some  bank,  with  daisies  pied, 

'Till  rous'd  to  toil  again.  18 

What  labours  of  the  loom  I  see ! 
Looms  numberless  have  groan'd  for  me : 

Should  ev'ry  maiden  come 
To  scramble  for  the  patch,  that  bears 
The  impress  of  the  robe  she  wears, 

The  bell  would  toll  for  some.  24 

And  O !  what  havoc  would  ensue  I 
This  bright  display  of  ev'ry  hue 

All  in  a  moment  fled ! 
As  if  a  storm  should  strip  the  bow'rs, 
Of  all  their  tendrils,  leaves  and  flowr's. 

Each  pocketing  a  shred.  30 

Thanks  then  to  ev'ry  gentle  fair 
Who  will  not  come  to  peck  me  bare 

As  bird  of  borrowed  feather ; 
And  thanks  to  one,  above  them  all. 
The  gentle  Fair  of  Pertenhall, 

Who  put  THE  WHOLE  TOGETHER  !  36 


STANZAS 

ON  THE  LATE  INDECENT  LIBERTIES  TAKEN  WITH 
THE  REMAINS  OF  THE  GREAT  MILTON 

[Written  Augr.  (?),  1790.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Me  too,  perchance,  in  future  days, 
The  sculptured  stone  shall  show, 

With  Paphian  myrtle,  or  with  bays 
Parnassian,  on  my  brow. 
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But  I,  before  that  season  come. 

Escaped  from  ev'ry  care, 
Shall  reach  my  refuge  in  the  tomb, 

And  sleep  securely  there  1.  8 

So  sang  in  Roman  tone  and  style 

The  youthful  bard,  ere  long 
Ordain'd  to  grace  his  native  isle 

With  her  sublimest  song. 

Who  then  but  must  conceive  disdain, 

Hearing  the  deed  unblest 
Of  wretches  who  have  dar'd  profane 

His  dread  sepulchral  rest  ?  16 

111  fare  the  hands  that  heav'd  the  stones 

Where  Milton^s  ashes  lay ! 
That  trembled  not  to  grasp  his  bones. 

And  steal  his  dust  away  I 

Oh!  ill-requited  bard  I  neglect 

Thy  living  worth  repaid, 
And  blind  idolatrous  respect 

As  much  afifronts  thee  dead.  24 

IN  MEMORY  OF 
THE  LATE  JOHN  THORNTON,  ESQ. 

[Written  Nov.,  1790.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Poets  attempt  the  noblest  task  they  can, 
Praising  the  Author  of  all  good  in  man. 
And  next  commemorating  worthies  lost, 
The  dead,  in  whom  that  good  aboimded  most. 

Thee,  therefore,  of  commercial  fame,  but  more 
Fam^d  for  thy  probity,  from  shore  to  shore ; 
Hiee,  Thornton,  worthy  in  some  page  to  shine 
As  honest,  and  more  eloquent  than  mine, 
I  mourn ;  or  since  thrice  happy  thou  must  be. 
The  world,  no  longer  thy  abode,  not  thee ;  10 

Thee  to  deplore  were  grief  mispent  indeed ; 
It  were  to  weep,  that  goodness  has  its  meed, 
That  there  is  bliss  prepared  in  yonder  sky. 
And  glory  for  the  virtuous,  when  they  die. 

What  pleasure  can  the  miser's  fondled  hoard. 
Or  spendthrift's  prodigal  excess  afford, 
Sweet,  as  the  privilege  of  healing  woe 
Suffered  by  virtue  combating  below  ? 

^  Forsitan  et  nostros  ducat  de  marmore  vultus 
Nectens  aut  Paphia  myrti  aut  Parnasside  lauri 
Fronde  comas— At  ego  secura  pace  quiescam. 

Milton  [H.] 

Stanzas^  before]  or  ere  Hayley  {1803), 
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That  privilege  wag  thine ;  Heav'n  gave  thee  means 
To  illumine  with  delight  the  saddest  scenes,         20 
Till  thy  api)earance  chas'd  the  gloom,  forlorn 
As  midnight,  and  despairing  of  a  morn. 
Thou  hadst  an  industry  in  doing  good, 
Restless  as  his,  who  toils  and  sweats  for  food. 
Av'rice  in  thee  was  the  desire  of  wealth 
By  rust  imperishable,  or  by  stealth. 
And  if  the  genuine  worth  of  gold  depend 
On  application  to  its  noblest  end. 
Thine  had  a  value  in  the  scales  of  Heaven, 
Surpassing  all  that  mine  or  mint  have  given :       30 
And  tho'  God  made  thee  of  a  nature  prone 
To  distribution  boundless  of  thy  own. 
And  still,  by  motives  of  religious  force, 
Impeird  thee  more  to  that  heroic  course ; 
Yet  was  thy  liberality  discreet ; 
Nice  in  its  choice,  and  of  a  template  heat ; 
And,  though  in  act  im wearied,  secret  still. 
As,  in  some  solitude,  the  summer  rill 
Refreshes,  where  it  winds,  the  faded  green, 
And  cheers  the  drooping  flow'rs — imheard,  unseen. 
Such  was  thy  Charity ;  no  sudden  start,  41 

After  long  sleep  of  passion  in  the  heart. 
But  steadfast  principle,  and  in  its  kind 
Of  close  alliance  with  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Traced  ea^y  to  its  true  source  above. 
To  Him,  whose  works  bespeak  his  nature.  Love. 
Thy  bounties  all  were  Christian,  and  I  make 
This  record  of  thee  for  the  GUjspel's  sake ; 
That  the  incredulous  themselves  may  see 
Its  use  and  pow'r  exemplified  in  thee.  50 

THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED 
A  TALE 
[Written  (?).    Published  1795.] 
A  &ERMIT  (or  if  'chance  you  hold 
That  title  now  too  trite  and  (dd), 
A  man,  once  young,  who  lived  retired 
As  hermit  could  have  well  desired, 
His  hours  of  study  closed  at  last. 
And  finished  his  concise  repast. 
Stoppled  his  cruse,  replaced  his  book 
Within  its  customary  nook. 
And,  staff  in  hand,  set  fortti  to  share 
The  sober  cordial  of  sweet  air,  10 

30  have]  had  1815,       36  temper'd  1815,       44  alliance  with] 
relation  to  i^i J. 
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like  Isaac,  with  a  mind  applied 

To  serious  thought  at  evening-tide. 

Autumnal  rains  had  made  it  chill, 

And  from  the  trees  that  fringed  his  hill 

Shades  slanting  at  the  close  of  day 

Chiird  more  his  else  delightful  way. 

Distant  a  little  mile  he  spied 

A  western  bank^s  still  sunny  side, 

And  right  toward  the  favoured  place 

Proceeding  with  his  nimblest  pace,  20 

In  hope  to  bask  a  little  yet, 

Just  reach'd  it  when  the  sun  was  set. 

Your  hermit,  young  and  jovial  sirs ! 
Learns  something  from  whate'er  occurs — 
And  hence,  he  said,  my  mind  computes 
The  real  worth  of  man's  pursuits. 
His  object  chosen,  wealth  or  fame, 
Or  other  sublunary  game, 
Imagination  to  his  view 
Presents  it  decked  with  ev'ry  hue  80 

That  can  seduce  him  not  to  spare 
His  pow'rs  of  best  exertion  there. 
But  youth,  health,  vigour,  to  expend 
On  so  desirable  an  end. 
Ere  long,  approach  life's  evening  shades. 
The  glow  that  fancy  gave  it  fades ; 
And,  eam'd  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace 
That  first  engag'd  hhn  in  the  chase. 

True,  answer'd  an  angelic  guide. 
Attendant  at  the  senior's  side —  40 

But  whether  all  the  time  it  cost 
.  To  urge  the  fruitless  chase  be  lost. 
Must  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that  which  call'd  his  ardour  forth. 
Trifles  pursued,  whate'er  th'  event. 
Must  cause  him  shame  or  discontent ; 
A  vicious  object  still  is  worse. 
Successful  there,  he  wins  a  curse ; 
But  he,  whom  e'en  in  life's  last  stage 
Endeavours  laudable  engage,  50 

Is  paid,  at  least  in  peace  of  mind, 
And  sense  of  having  well  design'd ; 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end, 
His  sun  precipitate  descend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompense  his  mere  intent. 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late. 
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THE  NEEDLESS  ALARM 
A  TALE 

[Written  (?).    Published  1795.] 

There  is  a  field  through  which  I  often  pass, 
Thick  overspread  with  moss  and  silky  grass, 
Adjoining  close  to  Ealwick's  echoing  wood, 
Where  oft  the  bitch-fox  hides  her  hapless  brood, 
R€«erv'd  to  solace  many  a  neighboring  squire. 
That  he  may  follow  them,  thi*ough  brake  and  briar, 
Contusion  hazarding  of  neck  or  spine, 
Which  rural  gentlemen  cf^l  sport  divine. 
A  narrow  brook,  by  rushy  banks  concealed, 
Runs  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field ;  10 

Oaks  intersperse  it,  that  had  once  a  head. 
But  now  wear  crests  of  oven- wood  instead ; 
And  where  the  land  slopes  to  its  wat'ry  bourn. 
Wide  yawns  a  gulph  b^de  a  ragged  thorn ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shiver'd  long  ago, 
And  horrid  brambles  intertwine  below ; 
A  hollow  scoop'd,  I  judge  in  ancient  time, 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  berries  red,  , 

With  which  the  fieldfare,  wint'ry  guest,  is  fed ;    20 
Nor  autumn  yet  had  brush'd  from  ev'ry  spray^ 
With  her  chill  hand,  the  mellow  leaves  away ; 
But  com  wa>s  hous'd,  and  beans  were  in  the  stock, 
Now,  therefore,  issued  forth  the  spotted  pack. 
With  tails  high  mounted,  ears  hung  low,  and  throats 
With  a  whole  gamut  fill'd  of  heav'nly  notes, 
For  which,  alas !  my  destiny  severe. 
Though  ears  she  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  Sim,  accomplishing  his  early  march, 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  heaven's  topmost  arch,  30 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  only  aim, 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  field  I  came. 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  happy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  Rejmard's  track  was  found, 
Or  with  the  high-rais'd  horn's  melodious  clang 
All  Kilwick^  and  all  Dingle-derry*  rang. 

Sheep  grazed  the  field;    some  with  soft  bosom 
pressed 
The  herb  as  soft,  while  nibbling  stray'd  the  rest ; 
Nor  noise  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook. 
Struggling,  detained  in  many  a  petty  nook.  40 

All  seem'd  so  peaceful,  that  from  them  convey'd 
To  me,  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  spread. 

*  Two  wooda  belougiuK  to  John  Throckmorton,  Esq.  [C.]. 
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But  when  the  huntsman,  with  distended  cheek, 
'Gan  make  his  instrument  of  music  speak, 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  crash  was  heard, 
Though  not  a  hoimd  from  whom  it  burst  appeared, 
The  sheep  recumbent,  and  the  sheep  that  graz'd, 
All  huddling  into  phalanx,  stood  and  gaz'd. 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  novel  strain. 
Then  cours'd  the  field  around,  and  couTs'd  it  round 
again ;  50 

But,  recollecting  with  a  sudden  thought, 
That  flight  in  circles  urg'd  advanced  them  nought. 
They  gathered  close  around  the  old  pit's  brink. 
And  thought  again — but  knew  not  what  to  think. 

The  man  to  solitude  accustomed  long 
Perceives  in  ev'ry  thing  that  lives  a  tongue ; 
Not  animals  alone,  but  shrubs  and  trees. 
Have  speech  for  him,  and  understood  with  ease ; 
After  long  drought,  when  rains  abundant  fall, 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flow'rs  rejoicing  all ;        60 
Knows  what  the  freshness  of  their  hue  implies. 
How  glad  they  catch  the  largess  of  the  skies ; 
But,  with  precision  nicer  still,  the  mind 
He  scans  of  ev'ry  loco-motive  kind ; 
Birds  of  all  feather,  beasts  of  ev'ry  name. 
That  serve  mankind,  or  shim  them,  wild  or  tame ; 
The  looks  and  gestures  of  their  griefs  and  fears 
Have,  all,  articulation  in  his  ears ; 
He  spells  them  true  by  intuition's  light. 
And  needs  no  glossary  to  set  him  right.  70 

This  truth  premised  was  needful  as  a  text, 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  follows  next. 

Awhile  they  mus'd ;  surveying  ev'ry  face. 
Thou  hadst  supposed  them  of  superior  race ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fears  combined. 
Stamped  on  each  countenance  such  marks  of  mind, 
That  sage  they  seem'd,  as  lawyers  o'er  a  doubt. 
Which,  puzzhng  long,  at  last  they  puzzle  out ; 
Or  academic  tutors,  teaching  youths, 
Sinre  ne'er  to  want  them,  mathematic  truths ;       80 
When  thus  a  mutton,  statelier  than  the  rest, 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethers,  sad,  address'd : 

Friends !  we  have  liv'd  too  long.    I  never  heard 
Sounds  such  as  these,  so  worthy  to  be  fear'd. 
Coidd  I  believe,  that  winds  for  ages  pent 
In  earth's  dark  womb  have  found  at  last  a  vent, 
And  from  their  prison-house  below  arise. 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
62  largess /rs«  in  1803 :  largeness  1795-1800. 
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I  could  be  much  composed,  nor  should  appear 
For  such  a  cause  to  feel  the  slightest  fear,  90 

Yourselves  have  seen,  what  time  the  thimders  roll'd 
All  night,  me  resting  quiet  in  the  fold. 
Or  heard  we  that  tremendous  bray  alone, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone ; 
Should  deem  it  by  our  old  companion  made, 
The  ass ;  for  he,  we  know,  has  lately  stray'd. 
And  being  lost,  perhaps,  and  wand'ring  wide, 
Might  be  supposed  to  clamour  for  a  guide. 
But  ah  1  those  dreadful  yells  what  soul  can  hear. 
That  owns  a  carcase,  and  not  quake  for  fear  ?     100 
Daemons  produce  them  doubtless,  brazen-claw'd 
And  f ang'd  with  brass  the  daemons  are  abroad ; 
I  hold  it,  therefore,  wisest  and  most  fit. 
That,  life  to  save,  we  leap  into  the  pit. 

Him  answered  then  his  loving  mate  and  true. 
But  more  discreet  than  he,  a  Cambrian  ewe. 

How  ?  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  save  ? 
To  save  our  life  leap  all  into  the  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  less  ?    Contemplate  first 
The  depth  how  awful  1  falling  there  we  burst ;   110 
Or  should  the  brambles,  interposed,  our  fall 
In  part  abate,  that  happiness  were  small ; 
For  with  a  race  like  theirs  no  chance  I  see 
Of  pea<3e  or  ease  to  creatures  clad  as  we. 
Meantime,  noise  kills  not.    Be  it  Dapple's  bray, 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may, 
And  rush  those  other  soimds,  that  seem  by  tongues 
Of  daemons  utter'd,  from  whatever  lungs, 
Sounds  are  but  sounds,  and  till  the  cause  appear, 
We  have  at  least  commodious  standing  here ;      120 
Come,  fiend,  come,  fury,  giant,  monster,  blast 
From  earth  or  hell,  we  can  but  plimge  at  last. 

While  thus  she  spake,  I  fainter  heard  the  peals. 
For  Reynard,  close  attended  at  his  heels. 
By  panting  dog,  tir'd  man,  and  spattered  horse. 
Through  mere  good  fortune,  took  a  different  course. 
The  flock  grew  calm  again,  and  I,  the  road 
Following  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode, 
Much  wondered  that  the  silly  sheep  had  found 
Such  cause  of  terror  in  an  empty  soimd,  130 

So  sweet  to  huntsman,  gentleman,  and  hound.  ^ 

MORAL 

Beware  of  desp  rate  steps.    The  darkest  day 
(Live  till  to-morrow)  will  have  pass'd  away. 

12S  Live]  Left  1800  (8vo). 
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EPIGRAM 

ON  THE  REFUSAL  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD 
TO  SUBSCRIBE  TO  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF  HOMER 

[Written  in  letter  to  Mrs.  Throckmorton,  April  1,  1791. 
Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Could  Homer  come  himself,  distressed  and  poor, 
And  tune  his  harp  at  Rhedicina's  door, 
The  rich  old  vixen  would  exclaim  (I  fear) 
Begone  I  no  tramper  gets  a  farthing  here.   •  4 


THE  FOUR  AGES 

(A  BRIEF  FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EXTENSIVE 
PROJECTED  POEM) 

[Written  May  (?),  1791.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.1 

**  I  COULD  be  well  content,  allowed  the  use 
Of  past  experience,  and  the  wisdom  glean'd 
From  worn-out  follies,  now  acknowledged  such, 
To  recommence  life's  trial,  in  the  hope 
Of  fewer  errors,  on  a  second  proof ! " 

Thus,  while  grey  evening  luU'd  the  wind,  and  called 
Fresh  odours  from  the  shrubb'ry  at  my  side. 
Taking  my  lonely  winding  walk,  I  mus'd, 
And  held  accustomed  conference  with  my  heai*t ; 
When,  from  within  it,  thus  a  voice  replied.  10 

**Could'st  thou  in  truth?  and  art  thou  taught  at 
length 
This  wisdom,  and  but  this,  from  all  the  past  ? 
Is  not  the  pardon  of  thy  long  arrear, 
Time  wasted,  violated  laws,  abuse 
Of  talents,  judgments,  mercies,  better  far 
Than  opportunity  vouchsafed  to  err 
With  less  excuse,  and  haply,  worse  effect?" 

I  heard,  and  acquiesc'd :  then  to  and  fro 
Oft  pacing,  as  the  mariner  his  deck. 
My  grav'lly  boimds,  from  self  to  human  kind       20 
I  pass'd,  and  next  considered — what  is  man? 

Knows  he  his  origin? — can  he  ascend 
By  reminiscence  to  his  earliest  date? 
Slept  he  in  Adam  ?  and  in  those  from  him 
Through  numerous  generations,  till  he  f  oimd 
At  length  his  destin'd  moment  to  be  bom  ? 
Or  was  he  not,  till  fashion'd  in  the  womb? 
Deep  myst'ries  both  I  which  schoolmen  much  have 

toiPd 
T'  unriddle,  and  have  left  them  mysteries  still. 
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It  is  an  evil,  incident  to  man,  30 

And  of  the  worst,  that  imexplor'd  he  leaves 
Truths  useful,  and  attainable  with  ease, 
To  search  forbidden  deeps,  where  myst'ry  lies 
Not  to  be  solv'd,  and  useless  if  it  might. 
Mysteries  are  food  for  angels ;  they  digest 
With  ease,  and  find  them  nutriment ;  but  man, 
While  yet  he  dwells  below,  must  stoop  to  glean 
His  manna  from  the  ground,  or  starve,  and  die. 


THE  JUDGMENT  OF  THE  POETS 

[Written  May,  1791.    Published  by  Hayley.  1803.] 
Two  nymphs,  both  nearly  of  an  age, 

Of  num'rous  charms  possessed, 
A  warm  dispute  once  chanc'd  to  wage, 

Whose  temper  was  the  best. 

The  worth  of  each  had  been  complete. 

Had  both  alike  been  mild ; 
But  one,  although  her  smile  was  sweet, 

Frown'd  oft'ner  than  she  smil'd,  8 

And  in  her  humour,  when  she  frown'd, 

Would  raise  her  voice,  and  roar ; 
And  shake  with  fury,  to  the  ground. 

The  garland  that  she.wore. 

The  other  was  of  gentler  cast. 

From  all  such  frenzy  clear ; 
Her  frowns  were  seldom  known  to  last. 

And  never  proved  severe.  16 

To  poets  of  renown  in  song, 

The  nymphs  referred  the  cause. 
Who,  strange  to  tell,  all  judg'd  it  wrong, 

And  gave  misplaced  applause. 

They  gentle  calFd,  and  kind,  and  soft, 

The  flippant,  and  the  scold ; 
And  though  she  changed  her  mood  so  oft, 

That  failing  left  untold.  24 

No  judges,  sure,  were  e'er  so  mad, 

Or  so  resolv'd  to  err ; 
In  short,  the  charms  her  sister  had 

They  lavished  all  on  her. 

Then  thus  the  Gk)d,  whom  fondly  they 

Their  great  inspirer  call. 
Was  heard,  one  genial  summer's  day, 

To  reprimand  them  all.  S2 
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Since  thus  ye  have  combined,  he  said, 

My  favourite  nymph  to  slight, 
Adorning  May,  that  peevish  maid ! 

With  June's  undoubted  right ; 

The  minx  shall,  for  your  folly's  sake, 

Still  prove  herself  a  shi*ew ; 
Shall  make  your  scribbling  fingers  ache. 

And  pinch  your  noses  blue.  40 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  M.  HIGGINS,  OF  WESTON 

[Written  1791.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Laurels  may  flourish  round  the  conqu'ror's  tomb, 

But  happiest  they,  who  win  the  world  to  come : 

Believers  have  a  silent  field  to  fight, 

And  their  exploits  are  veil'd  from  human  sight. 

They  in  some  nook,  where  little  known  they  dwell. 

Kneel,  pray  in  faith,  and  rout  the  hosts  of  hell ; 

Eternal  triumphs  crown  their  toils  divine, 

And  all  those  triumphs,  Mary,  now  are  thine.        8 

THE  RETIRED  CAT 

[Written  1791.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

A  poet's  cat,  sedate  and  grave, 

As  poet  well  could  wish  to  have, 

Was  much  addicted  to  inquire 

For  nooks,  to  which  she  might  retire. 

And  where,  secure  as  mouse  in  chink. 

She  might  repose,  or  sit  and  think. 

I  know  not  where  she  caught  the  trick — 

Nature  perhaps  herself  had  cast  her 

In  such  a  mould  philosophique. 

Or  else  she  leam'd  it  of  her  master.  10 

Sometimes  ascending,  debonair, 

An  apple-tree  or  lofty  pear, 

Lodg'd  with  convenience  in  the  fork, 

She  watehed  the  gard'ner  at  his  work ; 

Sometimes  her  ease  and  solace  sought 

In  an  old  empty  watering  pot. 

There  wanting  nothing,  save  a  fan, 

To  seem  some  nymph  in  her  sedan, 

Apparelled  in  exactest  sort. 

And  ready  to  be  borne  to  court.  20 

But  love  of  change  it  seems  has  place 
Not  only  in  our  wiser  race ; 
Cats  also  feel  as  well  as  we 
That  passion's  force,  and  so  did  she. 
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Her  climbing,  she  began  to  find, 

Expos'd  her  too  much  to  the  wind, 

And  the  old  utensil  of  tin 

Was  cold  and  comfortless  within : 

She  therefore  wish'd  instead  of  those, 

Some  place  of  more  serene  repose,  30 

Where  neither  cold  might  come,  nor  air 

Too  rudely  wanton  with  her  hair, 

And  sought  it  in  the  likeliest  mode 

Within  her  master's  snug  abode. 

A  draw V,— it  chanc'd,  at  bottom  lin'd 
With  linen  of  the  softest  kind, 
With  such  as  merchants  introduce 
From  India,  for  the  ladies'  use, — 
A  draw'r  impending  o'er  the  rest, 
Half  open  in  the  topmost  chest,  40 

Of  depth  enough,  and  none  to  spare, 
Invited  her  to  slimiber  there. 
Puss  with  delight  beyond  expression, 
Surveyed  the  scene,  and  took  possession. 
Recumbent  at  her  ease  ere  long. 
And  luU'd  by  her  own  hmn-drum  song, 
She  left  the  cares  of  life  behind. 
And  slept  as  she  would  sleep  her  last. 
When  in  came,  housewifely  inclined. 
The  chambermaid,  and  shut  it  fast,  50 

By  no  malignity  impelled, 
But  all  imconscious  whom  it  held. 

Awaken'd  by  the  shock  (cried  puss) 
Was  ever  cat  attended  thus  I 
The  open  draw'r  was  left,  I  see, 
Merely  to  prove  a  nest  for  me, 
For  soon  as  I  was  well  composed, 
Then  came  the  maid,  and  it  was  closed : 
How  smooth  tibiese  'kerchiefs,  and  how  sweet, 

0  what  a  delicate  retreat  I  60 

1  will  resign  myself  to  rest 
Till  Sol,  declining  in  the  west. 
Shall  call  to  supper ;  when,  no  doubt, 
Susan  will  come  and  let  me  out. 

The  evening  came,  the  sun  descended. 
And  puss  remain'd  still  unattended. 
The  night  roll'd  tardily  away, 
(With  her  indeed  'twas  never  day) 
The  sprightly  mom  her  course  renew'd, 
The  evening  gray  again  ensued,  70 

And  puss  came  into  mind  no  more 
Than  if  entomb'd  the  day  before. 
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With  hunger  pinch'd,  and  pinch'd  for  room, 
She  now  presag'd  approaching  doom, 
Not  slept  a  single  wink,  or  purr'd, 
Conscious  of  jeopardy  incurred. 

That  night,  by  chwce,  the  poet  watching. 
Heard  an  inexplicable  scratching, 
His  noble  heart  went  pit-a-pat, 
And  to  himself  he  said — what's  that?  80 

He  drew  the  curtain  at  his  side, 
And  forth  he  peep'd,  but  nothing  spied. 
•  Yet,  by  his  ear  directed,  guess'd 
Something  imprisoned  in  the  chest. 
And  doubtful  what,  with  prudent  care, 
Resolv'd  it  should  continue  there. 
At  length  a  voice,  which  well  he  knew, 
A  long  and  melancholy  mew, 
Salutmg  his  poetic  ears, 
Consord  him,  and  dispelVd  his  fears ;  90 

He  left  his  bed,  he  trod  the  floor. 
He  'gan  in  haste  the  draw'rs  explore. 
The  lowest  first,  and  without  stop. 
The  rest  in  order  to  the  top. 
For  'tis  a  truth  well  known  to  most. 
That  whatsoever  thing  is  lost. 
We  seek  it,  ere  it  come  to  light. 
In  ev'ry  cranny  but  the  right. 
Forth  skipped  the  cat;  not  now  replete 
As  erst  with  airy  self -conceit,  100 

Nor  in  her  own  fond  apprehension, 
A  theme  for  all  the  world's  attention, 
But  modest,  sober,  cur'd  of  all 
Her  notions  hyberbolical, 
And  wishing  for  a  place  of  rest 
Any  thing  rather  than  a  chest : 
Then  stept  the  poet  into  bed, 
With  this  reflexion  in  his  head : 

MORAL 

Beware  of  too  sublime  a  sense 

Of  your  own  worth  and  consequence !  110 

The  man  who  dreams  himself  so  great, 

And  his  importance  of  such  weight. 

That  all  around,  in  all  that's  done. 

Must  move  and  act  for  him  alone. 

Will  learn,  in  school  of  tribulation, 

The  folly  of  his  expectation. 
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YARDLEY  OAK 

[Written  1791.     Published  by  Hayley,  1804.    The  MS.  is  in 
the  Cowper  Museum  at  Olney.] 

Survivor  sole,  and  hardly  such,  of  all 

That  once  liv^d  here, — thy  brethren,  at  my  birth 

(Since  which  I  number  three-score  winters  past) 

A  shattered  veteran,  hollow-trunk'd  perhaps, 

As  now,  and  with  excoriate  forks  deform. 

Relics  of  ages !  Could  a  mind,  imbued 

With  truth  from  Heaven,  created  thing  adore, 

I  might  with  rev'rence  kneel,  and  worSiip  thee.* 

It  seems  idolatry  with  some  excuse. 
When  our  fore-father  Druids  in  their  oaks  10 

Imagined  sanctity.    The  conscience,  yet 
Unpurified  by  an  authentic  act 
Of  amnesty,  the  meed  of  blood  divine, 
Lov'd  not  the  light,  but  gloomy,  mto  gloom 
Of  thickest  shades,  like  Adam  after  taste 
Of  fruit  proscribed,  as  to  a  refuge,  fled. 

Thou  wast  a  bauble  once ;  a  cup  and  ball. 
Which  babes  might  play  with ;  and  the  thievish  jay 
Seeking  her  food,  with  ease  might  have  purloin'd 
The  auburn  nut  that  held  thee,  swallowing  down 
Thy  yet  close-folded  latitude  of  boughs,  21 

And  all  thine  embryo  vastness,  at  a  gulp. 
But  Fate  thy  growth  decreed :  autumnal  rains 
Beneath  thy  i>arent  tree  mellow'd  the  soil 
Designed  thy  cradle,  and  a  skipping  deer. 
With  pointed  hoof  dibbling  the  glebe,  prepared 
The  soft  receptacle,  in  which,  seciure. 
Thy  rudiments  should  sleep  the  winter  through. 

So  fancy  dreams — Di8pix)ve  it,  if  ye  can. 
Ye  reaa-ners  broad  awafce.  wnose  t^nsy'seaTch       30 
Of  RrgiiniftTit^  ftmplnv^d  inn  off.  a.Tnif^ 

Sift^  )^it  thQ  pi^^tffga'fti  fihftrt  lifft  away ! 

Thou  f  ell'st  mature ;  and  in  the  loamy  clod 
Swelling  with  vegetative  force  instinct 
Didst  burst  thine  egg^  k&  theirs  the  fabled  Twins, 
Now  stars ;  two  Ibb^,  protruding,  paired  exact ; 
A  leaf  succeeded,  and  another  leaf. 
And,  all  the  elements  thy  puny  growth 
Fost'ring  propitious,  thou  becam'st  a  twig. 

Who  liv'd  when  thou  wast  such?   Oh!   couldst 
thou  speak,  40 

As  in  Dodona  once  thy  kindred  trees 
Oracular,  I  would  not  curious  ask 
The  future,  best  unknown,  but  at  thy  mouth 
Inquisitive,  the  less  ambiguous  jMist. 
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By  thee  I  might  correct,  erroneous  oft, 
The  clock  of  history,  facts  and  events 
Tuning  more  punctual,  unrecorded  facts 
Recov'ring,  and  misstated  setting  right— 
Desperate  attempt,  till  trees  shall  speak  again ! 

Time  made  thee  what  thou  wast— Vjnff  ^f  thA 
woods;  50 

And  "Kme  natn  made  ^ee  what  thou  art— a  cave 
For  owls  to  roost  in.    Once  thy  spreading  houghs 
O'erhung  the  champaign;  and  the  numerous  flock 
That  graz'd  it  stood  beneath  that  ample  cope 
Uncrowded,  yet  safe  sheltered  from  the  storm. 
No  flock  frequents  thee  now.    Thou  hast  outliv'd 
Thy  popularity  and  art  become 
(Unless  verse  rescue  thee  awhile)  a  thing 
Forgotten,  as  the  foliage  of  thy  youth. 

While  thus  through  all  the  stages  thou  hast  pushed 
Of  treeship — first  a  seedling  hid  in  grass ;  61 

Then  twig ;  then  sapling ;  and,  as  century  rolFd 
Slow  after  century,  a  giant  ^bulk 
Of  girth  enormous,  with  moss-cushioned  root 
Upheav'd  above  the  soil,  and  sides  emboss'd 
With  prominent  wens  globose — till  at  the  last 
The  rottenness,  which  time  is  charg'd  t'  inflict 
On  other  mighty  ones,  foimd  also  thee. 

What  exhibitions  various  hath  the  world 
Witnessed  of  mutabmty  in  all  70 

xnat  we  account  mostVmraniA  ha\nx^  ? 
Change  is  the  diet,  on  which  all  subsist. 
Created  changeable,  and  change  at  last 
Destroys  them. — Skies  imcertain  now  the  heat 
Transmitting  cloudless,  and  the  solar  beam 
Now  quenching  in  a  boundless  sea  of  clouds, — 
Calm  and  alternate  storm,  moisture  and  drought. 
Invigorate  by  turns  the  springs  of  life 
In  all  that  live,  plant,  animal,  and  man,  79 

And  in  concluaon  mar  them.    Nature's  threads. 
Fine  passing  thought,  e'en  in  her  coarsest  works, 
Delight  in  agitation,  yet  sustain 
The  force,  that  agitates  not  unimpaired ; 
But,  worn  by  frequent  impulse,  to  the  cause 
Of  their  best  tone  their  dissolution  owe. 

Thought  cannot  spend  itiRftlf .  compajaiiig-BtiJl 
The;^ 
From  almost  nullity  into  a  state 


Between  U,  78  and  79  MS,  has  All-binding   froet   and   all 
unbinding  thaw  cancelled. 
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Of  matchless  grandeur,  and  declension  thence, 
Slow,  into  such  magnificent  decay.  90 

Time  was,  when,  settling  on  thy  leaf,  a  fly 
CJflTild  flhftJgfe  thee  to  the  root — and  time  has  been 
Wh^^S]^^|[^^2SrAtSytoaStage" 
Thou  hadst  within  thy  bole  solid  contents, 
That  might  have  ribb'd  the  sides  and  plank'd  the 

deck 
Of  some  flagg'd  admiral ;  and  tortuous  arms. 
The  ship- Wright's  darling  treasure,  didst  present 
To  the  four-quarter'd  winds,  ro)mst  and  bold, 
Warp'd  into  tough  knee-timbeOi^aany  a  load ! 
But  the  axe  spar'd  thee.    In  those  thriftier  days 
Oaks  fell  not,  hewn  by  thousands,  to  supply       101 


aiS5S5Tnj??3D.CTnT5TOr^^^ 


For  senatorial  honours.    Thus  to  Time 
The  tasK  was  leit  to  whittie  thee  away 
With  his  sly  scythe,  whose  ever-nibbling  edge, 
Noiseless,  an  atom  and  an  atom  more. 
Disjoining  from  the  rest,  has,  unobserved, 
Achieved  a  labour,  which  had,  far  and  wide, 
(By  man  perform'd)  made  all  the  forest  ling. 

Embowell'd  now,  and  of  thy  anci^it  self         110 
Possessing  nought  but  the  scoop'd  rind,  that  seems 
An  huge  throat  calling  to  the  clouds  for  drink, 
Which  it  would  give  in  rivulets  to  thy  root, 
Thou  temptest  none,  but  rather  much  forbid'st 
The  feller's  toil,  which  thou  couldst  ill  requite. 
Yet  is  thy  root  sincere,  sound  as  the  rock, 
A  quarry  of  stout  spurs,  and  knotted  fangs. 
Which,  crook'd  into  a  thousand  whimsies,  clasp 
The  stubborn  soil,  and  hold  thee  still  erect. 

Bo  stands  a  kingdom,  whose  foundation  yet    120 
Fans  not,  in  virtuft  ana  in  wiartom  laiTT 
Though  all  the  snpftr^tini(>tiirft^  hv  the  tooth 
Pulvenz'd  of  venahtv.  a  shell 
Stands  now,  jud  semblance  only  of  itself ! 

Thine  arms  have  left  thee.    Winds  have  rent 
them  off 
Long  since,  and  rovers  of  the  forest  wild 
With  bow  and  shaft  have  burnt  them.    Some  have 

left 
A  splinter'd  stump  bleach'd  to  a  snowy  white ; 
And  some  memorial  none  where  once  they  grew. 
Yet  life  still  lingers  in  thee,  and  puts  forth         130 

ViJKnee-timber  is  found  in  the  crooked  arms  of  oak,  which,  by 
reason  of  their  distortion,  are  easily  adjusted  to  the  angle  formed 
where  the  deck  and  the  ship-Sides  meet  [H.]. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


YARDLEY  OAK  413 

Proof  not  contemptible  of  what  she  can, 
Even  where  death  predominates.    The  spring 
Finds  thee  not  less  alive  to  her  sweet  force 
Than  yonder  upstarts  of  the  neighboring  wood, 
So  much  thy  juniors,  who  their  birth  received 
Half  a  millennium  since  the  date  of  thine.-. 
But  since,  although  well  qualified  by  age 
To  teach,  no  spirit  dwells  in  thee,  nor  voice 
May  be  expected  from  thee,  seated  here 
On  thy  distorted  root,  with  hearers  none,  140 

Or  prompter,  save»the  sc^ie,  I  will  perform 
Myself  the  oracle,  and  will  discourse 
fo  my  own  ear  such  matter  as  I  mav. 
Thou,  like  myself,  hast  stage  by  stage  attained 
life'B  wmuvv  boom  i  mou,  saw  many  years,  ' 
I  after  tew ;  but  tew  or  many  prove 

A Bium m rmm^;  f6f  i <atf  t6tich 

vViih  inj  ieikt  imger's  end  my  own  decease 

And  with  extended  thumb  my  natal  hour, 

And  hadst  thou  also  skill  in  measurement  150 

As  I,  the  past  would  seem  as  short  to  thee. 

Evil  and  few — said  Jacob — at  an  age 

Thrice  mine,  and  few  and  evil,  I  may  think 

The  Prediluvian  race,  whose  buxom  youth 

Endured  two  centuries,  accoimted  theirs. 

^^  Shortlived  as  foliage  is  the  race  of  man. 

The  wind  shakes  down  the  leaves,  the  budding  gi-ove 

Soon  teems  with  others,  and  in  spring  they  grow. 

So  pass  mankind.    One  generation  meete 

Its  destined  period,  and  a  new  succeeds.  O  160 

Such  was  the  tender  but  undue  complaint 

Of  the  Mseonian  in  old  time ;  for  who 

Would  drawl  out  centuries  in  tedious  strife 

Severe  with  mental  and  corporeal  ill 

And  would  not  rather  choose  a  shorter  race 

To  glory,  a  few  decads  here  below  ? 

One  man  ^one,  the  father  of  us  all. 
Drew  not  his  life  from  woman ;  never  gaz'd. 
With  mute  unconsciousness  of  what  he  saw, 
On  all  around  him ;  leam'd  not  by  degrees,        170 
Nor  owed  articulation  to  his  ear ; 
But,  moulded  by  his  Maker  into  man 
At  once,  upstood  intelligent,  survey'd 
All  creatures,  with  precision  understood 

^The  lines  marked  with  inverted  commas  are  borrowed  from 
my  own  translation  of  Homer.    Iliad  6,  line  175  [C.]. 

IL  144-166  crossed  through  in  MS.;  first  printed  by  T,  Wright  in 
Vnpublished  Poems  of  W i)liam  Cowper,  190a      148  fingers'  MS. 
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Their  purport,  uses,  properties,  assigned 

To  each  his  name  ^gnificant,  and,  fiU'd 

With  love  and  wisdom,  rendered  back  to  Heaven 

In  praise  harmonious  the  first  air  he  drew. 

He  was  excused  the  penalties  of  dull 

Minoritjr.    No  tutor  charg'd  his  hand  180 

With  the  thought-tracing  quiU,  or  tasked  his  mind 

With  problems ;  historv.  not  wan^  jet.  ^^ 

Leaned  on  her  ell)ow,  watehing  Time,  w^^  i^nnvafX  \p 

Eventhii,  should  supply  her  with  a  meme,       *''**^ 


TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE 

WHICH  THE  AUTHOR  HEARD  SING  ON 

NEW-YEAR'S  DAY,  1792 
[Written  Jan.,  17^    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.1 

Whence  is  it,  that  amaz'd  I  hear 

From  yonder  wither'd  spray, 
This  foremost  mom  of  all  the  year, 

The  melody  of  May  ? 

And  why,  since  thousands  would  be  proud 

Of  such  a  favour  shewn. 
Am  I  selected  from  the  crowd, 

To  witness  it  alone  ?  8 

Sing'st  thou,  swteet  Philomel,  to  me. 

For  that  I  also  long 
Have  practised  in  the  groves  like  thee. 

Though  not  like  thee  in  song? 

Or  sing'st  thou  rather  under  force 

Of  some  divine  command, 
Commissioned  to  presage  a  course 

Of  happier  days  at  hand  ?  16 

Thrice  welcome  then !  for  many  a  long 

And  joyless  year  have  I, 
As  thou  to-day,  put  forth  my  song 

Beneath  a  wintry  sky. 

But  thee  no  wintry  skies  can  harm. 

Who  only  need'st  to  sing. 
To  make  ev'n  January  charm, 
/^  And  ev'ry  season  Spring.  24 

\^  11.  1«V-184  ariginaUy  'loriUm: 


Minority;  no  primer  with  his  thumb 

Hfi  fiftilU  nfl,a;ramTnar  .wit.h  \m  tiPArfli  hiit.  iyhb 


Taught  then^the  tongue  in  vylijq^^  hft  anAkft  with  Onrt. 
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EPITAPH  ON 

A  FREE  BUT  TAME  REDBREAST 

A  FAVOURITE  OF  MISS  SALLY  HURDIS 

[Written  March,  1792,    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

These  are  not  dew-drops,  these  are  tears, 

And  tears  by  Sally  shed 
For  absent  Robin,  who,  she  fears 

With  too  much  cause,  is  dead. 

One  mom  he  came  not  to  her  hand 

As  he  was  wont  to  come. 
And,  on  her  finger  perch'd,  to  stand 

Picking  his  breakfast-crumb,  8 

Alarm'd  she  called  him,  and  perplext 

She  sought  him,  but  in  vain, 
'  That  day  he  came  not,  nor  the  next, 
Nor  ever  came  again. 

She  therefore  rais'd  him  here  a  tomb, 
Though  where  he  fell,  or  how, 
^    None  knows,  so  secret  was  his  doom. 

Nor  where  he  moulders  now.  16 

Had  half  ^  score  of  coxcombs  died 

In  social  Robin^s  stead. 
Poor  Sally's  tears  had  soon  been  dried, 

Or  haply  never  shed. 

But  Bob  was  neither  rudely  bold 

Nor  spiritlessly  tame. 
Nor  was,  like  theirs,  his  bosom  cold, 

But  always  in  a  flame.  24 

SONNET 
TO  WILLIAM  WILBERFOROE,  ESQ. 

[Written  April,  1792.    Printed  in  The  Northampton  Mercury  in 
April  1792;  published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Thy  country,  Wilberforce,  with  just  disdain. 
Hears  thee,  by  cruel  men  and  impious,  calFd 
Fanatic,  for  thy  zeal  to  loose  th'  enthraird 
From  exile,  public  sale,  and  slav'ry's  chain. 
Friend  of  the  poor,  the  wrong'd,  the  fetter-gaU'd, 
Fear  not  lest  labour  such  as  thine  be  vain ! 
Thou  hast  achieved  a  part ;  hast  gain'd  the  ear 
Of  Britain^s  senate  to  thy  glorious  cause ; 
Hope  smiles,  qoy  springs,  and  tho'  cold  caution  pause 
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And  weave  delay,  the  better  hour  is  near,  10 

That  shall  remunerate  thy  toils  severe 
By  peace  for  Afric,  fenc'd  with  British  laws. 
Enjoy  what  thou  hast  won,  esteem  and  love 
From  all  the  just  on  earth,  and  all  the  blest  above ! 

TO  WARREN  HASTINGS,  ESQ. 

BY  AN  OLD  SCHOOL-FELLOW  OJ'  HIS  AT 
WESTMINSTER 
[Written  May,  1792.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 
Hastings  !  I  knew  thee  young,  and  of  a  mind, 
While  young,  humane,  conversable,  and  kind, 
Nor  can  I  well  believe  thee,  gentle  then, 
Now  grown  a  villain,  and  the  worst  of  men. 
But  rather  some  suspect,  who  have  oppressed 
And  worried  thee,  as  not  themselves  the  best.    6 

TO  DR.  AUSTIN,  OF  CECIL  STREET,  LONDON 

[Written  May,  1792.    Published  by  Hayley.  1803.] 

Austin!  accept  a  grateful  verse  from  me  I 
The  i)oet's  treasure !  no  inglorious  fee ! 
Lov'd  by  the  Miises,  thy  ingenuous  mind 
Pleasing  requital  in  a  verse  may  find ; 
Verse  oft  has  dash'd  the  scythe  of  Time  aside, 
Immortalizing  names  which  else  had  died : 
And  oh !  could  I  command  the  glittering  wealth, 
With  which  sick  kings  are  glad  to  purchase  health ; 
Yet,  if  extensive  fame,  and  sure  to  live. 
Were  in  the  power  of  verse  like  mine  to  give,      10 
I  would  not  recompense  his  art  with  less, 
Who,  giving  Mary  health,  heals  my  distress. 
Friend  of  my  friend !  I  love  thee,  though  unknown. 
And  boldly  call  thee,  being  his,  my  own. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESQ. 

[Written  June  2, 1792.    Published  by  Johnson^  1815w    There  is 
a  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.] 

Hayley,  thy  tenderness  fraternal  shown 
In  our  first  interview,  delightful  guest ! 
To  Mary  and  me  for  her  dear  sake  distressed. 
Such  as  it  is  has  made  my  heart  thy  own, 
Though  heedless  now  of  new  engagements  grown ; 
For  threescore  winters  make  a  wintry  breast, 
And  I  had  purposed  ne'er  to  go  in  quest 
Of  Friendship  more,  except  with  God  alone. 
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But  thou  hast  won  me ;  nor  is  Grod  my  foe, 

Who,  ere  this  last  afflictive  scene  began,  10 

Sent  thee  to  mitigate  the  dreadful  blow, 

My  brother,  by  whose  sympathy  I  know 

Thy  true  deserts  infallibly  to  scan, 

Not  more  t'  admire  the  Bard  than  love  the  Man. 


,CATHARINA 

THE  SECOND  PART 

ON  HER  MARRIAGE  TO  GEORGE  COURTENAY,  Esq. 

[Written  June,  1792.   Published  by  Hayley,  1808.   There  is  a 
copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.] 

Believe  it  or  not,  as  you  choose. 

The  doctrine  is  certainly  true 
That  the  future  is  known  to  the  Muse, 

And  poets  are  oracles  too. 

I  did  but  express  a  desire 

To  see  Catharina  at  home 
At  the  side  of  my  friend  Greorge's  fire, 

And  lo !  she  is  actually  come.  8 

Such  prophecy  some  may  despise, 
But  the  wish  of  a  poet  and  friend 

Perhaps  is  approved  in  the  skies, 
And  therefore  attains  to  its  end. 

'Twas  a  wish  that  flew  ardently  forth 
From  a  bosom  effectually  warm'd 

With  the  talents,  the  graces,  and  worth 
Of  the  person  for  whom  it  was  form'd.       16 

Maria  *  would  leavers,  I  knew. 
To  the  grief  and  regret  of  us  all ; 

But  less  to  our  grief,  could  we  view 
Catharina  the  Queen  of  the  Hall. 

And  therefore  I  wished  as  I  did. 
And  therefore  this  union  of  hands 

Not  a  whisper  was  heard  to  forbid, 
But  all  cry  Amen  to  the  bands.  24 

Since,  therefore,  I  seem  to  incur 

No  danger  of  wishing  in  vain 
When  making  good  wishes  for  her, 

I  will  e'en  to  my  wishes  again — 

^  Lady  Throckmorton  [H.]. 
9  And  such  Hayley  (1803).       21  And . . .  wished]  This  led  me  to 
wish  MS.  quoted  by  T.  Wright.  24  bands  A .,  Hayley  (1803) : 

bans  or  banns  Hayley  (1812\  Southey,  and  modem  edd. 

P 
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With  one  J  have  made  her  a  wife, 
And  now  I  will  try  with  another, 

Which  I  cannot  suppress  for  my  life- 
How  soon  I  can  niake  her  a  mother.         32 


LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  DR.  DMIWIN 
AUTHOR  OF  THE  BOTANIC  GARDEN 

[Written  June,  1792 ;  for  the  first  version  of  the  poem  see 
notes.    Published  1800.] 

Two  poets  \  (poets  by  report 

Not  oft  so  well  agree) 
Sweet  Harmonist  of  Flora's  court ! 

Conspire  to  honour  thee. 

They  best  can  judge  a  poet's  worth, 
Who  oft  themselves  have  known 

The  pangs  of  a  poetic  birth 
By  labours  of  theii'  own.  8 

We,  therefore,  pleas'd,  extol  thy  song. 
Though  various,  yet  complete, 
I'        Rich  in  embellishment,  as  strong. 
And  leam'd,  as  it  is  sweet. 

No  envy  mingles  with  our  praise. 
Though  could  our  hearts  repine 

At  any  poet's  happier  lays, 
They  would,  they  must,  at  thine.  16 

But  we,  in  mutual  bondage  knit 

Of  friendship's  closest  tie. 
Can  gaze  on  even  Darwin's  wit 

With  an  unjaundi&'d  eye ; 

And  deem  the  bard,  whoe'er  he  be. 

And  howsoever  known. 
Who  would  not  twine  a  wreath  for  thee, 

Unworthy  of  his  own.  24 

EPITAPH  ON  FOP 
A  DOG  BELONGING  TO  LADY  THROCKMORTON 

[Written  Aug.,  1792.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

Though  once  a  puppy,  and  though  Fop  by  name. 
Here  mouldere  one,  whose  bones  some  honour  claim ; 
No  sycophant,  although  of  spaniel  race ! 
And  though  no  hound,  a  martyr  to  the  chase ! 

*  Alluding  to  the  poem  by  Mr.  Hayley,  which  accompanied 
this  [18U0J. 
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Ye  squirrels,  rabbits,  leverets,  rejoice  I 
Your  haunts  no  longer  echo  to  his  voice. 
This  record  of  his  fate  exulting  view, 
He  died  worn  out  with  vain  pursuit  hfi  you. 

''  Yes !"  the  indignant  shade  of  Fop  replies, 
*^And  worn  with  vain  pursuit^  utian  also  dies."     10 


TO  GEORGE  ROMNEY,  ESQ. 

ON  HIS  PICTURE  OF  ME  IN  CRAYONS.  DRAWN  AT 
EARTHAM  IN  THE  SIXTY-FIRST  YEAR  OF  MY 
AGE.  AND  IN  THE  MONTHS  OF  AUGUST  AND 
SEPTEMBER,  1792 

[Written  Oct..  1792.    Published  by  Hayley.  1803.] 

RoMNEY!  expert  infallibly  to  trace, 
On  chart  or  canvas,  not  the  form  alone, 
And  ^semblance,  but,  however  faintly  shown. 
The  mind's  impression  too  on  ev'ry  face, 
With  strokes  that  time  ought  never  to  erase : 
Thou  hast  so  penciFd  mine,  that  though  I  own 
The  subject  worthless,  I  have  never  known 
The  art^t  shining  with  superior  grace. 
But  this  I  mark,  that  symptoms  none  of  woe 
In  thy  incomparable  work  appear :  10 

Well !  I  am  satisfied  it  should  be  so. 
Since,  on  maturer.  thought,  the  cause  is  clear ; 
For  in  my  looks  what  sorrow  could'st  thou  see 
When  I  was  Hayley's  guest,  and  sat  to  thee  ? 

AN  EPITAPH 

[Written  1792.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 
Hers  lies  one,  who  never  drew 
Blood  himself,  yet  many  slew ; 
Gave  the  gun  its  aim,  and  figure 
Made  in  field,  yet  ne'er  pull'd  trigger. 
Armed  men  have  gladly  made 
Him  their  guide,  and  him  obey'd ; 
At  his  signified  desire. 
Would  advance,  present,  and  fire — 
Stout  he  was,  and  large  of  limb, 
Scores  have  fled  at  sight  of  him ;  10 

And  to  all  this  fame  he  rose 
Only  following  his  nose. 
Neptune  was  he  calFd,  not  he 
Who  controls  the  boistYbus  sea. 

To  Oeorge  Romney—\  infallible  Hayley  {1803). 
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But  of  happier  oommand, 
Neptune  of  the  f  urrow'd  land ; 
And,  your  wonder  vain  to  shorten, 
Pointer  to  Sir  John  Throckmorton, 

EPITAPH  ON  MR.  CHESTER,  OF  CHICHELEY 

[Written  April,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Tears  flow,  and  cease  not,  where  the  good  man  lies, 
Till  all  who  know  him  follow  to  the  skies. 
Tears  therefore  fall  where  Chester's  ashes  sleep : 
Him   wife,  friends,  brothers,  children,   servants, 

weep — 
And  justly — few  shall  ever  him  transcend 
As  husband,  j)arent,  brother,  master,  friend. 

ON 

A  PLANT  OF  VIRGINS-BOWER 

DESIGNED  TO  COVER  A  GARDEN-SEAT 

[Written  May  (?),  1793.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Thrive  gentle  plant !  and  weave  a  bow'r 

For  Mary  and  for  me, 
And  deck  with  many  a  splendid  flow'r 

Thy  foliage  large  and  free. 
Thou  cam'st  from  Eartham,  and  wilt  shade 

(If  truly  I  divine) 
Some  future  day  th'  illustrious  head 

Of  him  who  made  thee  mine.  8 

Should  Daphne  show  a  jealous  frown 

And  envy  seize  the  bay, 
Affirming  none  so  fit  to  crown 
•     Such  honoured  brows  as  they, 
Thy  cause  with  zeal  we  shall  defend, 

And  with  convincing  pow'r ; 
For  why  should  not  the  Virgin's  Friend 

Be  crown'd  with  Virgin's-bow'r  ?  16 

TO  MY  COUSIN  ANNE  BODHAM 

ON  RECEIVING  FROM  HER  A  NETWORK  PURSE 

MADE  BY  HERSELF 

[Written  May,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

My  gentle  Anne,  whom  heretofore, 

When  I  was  young,  and  thou  no  more 

Than  plaything  for  a  nurse, 
I  danced  and  fondled  on  my  knee, 
A  kitten  both  in  size  and  glee ! 
I  thank  thee  for  uiy  purse. 
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TO  MY  COUSIN  ANNE  BODHAM  421 

Gold  pays  the  worth  of  all  things  here  ; 
But  not  of  love : — that  gem's  too  dear 

For  richest  rogues  to  win  it ; 
I,  therefore,  as  a  proof  of  love, 
Esteem  thy  present  f ai'  above 

The  best  tMngs  kept  within  it.  12 


INSCRIPTION 

FOR  AN  HERMITAGE  IN  THE  AUTHOR'S  GARDEN 

[Written  May,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

This  cabin,  Mary,  in  my  sight  appears, 
Built  as  it  has  been  in  our  waning  years, 
A  rest  »,fforded  to  our  weary  feet, 
Preliminary  to — the  last  retreat.  4 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  MOSS-HOUSE  IN  THE 
SHRUBBERY  AT  WESTON 

[Written  1793  (?).    Published  by  Grimshawe,  1835.] 

Here,  free  from  riot's  hated  noise, 
Be  mine,  ye  calmer,  purer  joys, 

A  book  or  friend  bestows ; 
Far  from  the  storms  that  shake  the  great, 
Contentment's  gale  shall  fan  my  seat. 

And  sweeten  my  repose.  6 

SONNET  TO  MRS.  UNWIN 
[Written  May,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Mary  !  I  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings ; 

Such  aid  from  Heaven  as  some  have  feign'd  they 

drew! 
An  eloquence  scarce  given  to  mortals,  new, 
And  undebas'd  by  praise  of  meaner  things  I 
That,  ere  through  age  or  woe  I  shed  my  wings, 
I  may  record  thy  worth,  with  honom'  due. 
In  verse  as  musical  as  thou  aiii  time, — 
Verse,  that  immortalizes  whom  it  sings ! 
But  tiiou  hast  little  need :  there  is  a  book, 
By  seraphs  writ  with  beams  of  heav'nly  light,     10 
On  which  the  eyes  of  God  not  rarely  look ; 
A  chronicle  of  actions  just  and  bright ! 
There  all  thy  deeds,  my  faithful  Mary,  shine, 
And  since  thou  own'st  that  praise,  I  spare  thee 
mine. 
Sonnet  to  Mrs.  C/nwin— 8  Verse]  And  1815, 
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TO  JOHN  JOHNSON 

ON  HIS  PRESENTING  ME  WITH  AN  ANTIQUE 

BUST  OF  HOMER 

[Written  May  22, 1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.    There  is  a 
copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.J 

Kinsman  belov'd,  and  as  a  son,  by  me ! .     „ 
When  I  behold  this  fruit  of  thy  regard, 
The  sculptured  form  of  my  old  fav'rite  bard, 
I  rev'rence  feel  for  him,  and  love  for  tiiee. 
Joy  too  and  grief !  much  joy,  that  there  should  be 
Wise  men^  and  leam'd,^who  grudge  not  to  reward 
With  some  applause  my  bold  attempt,  and  hard, 
Which  others  scorn :  critics  by  courtesy ! 
The  grief  is  this,  that  sunk  in  Homer's  mine 
I  lose  my  precious  years,  now  soon  to  fail,  10 

Handling  his  gold,  which,  howsoe'er  it  shine,  ' 
Proves  dross,  when  balanced  in  the  Christian  scale. 
Be  wiser  thou — like  our  fore-father  Donne, 
Seek  heav'nly  wealth,  and  work  for  God  alone. 

TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND 
ON  HIS  ARRIVING  AT  CAMBRIDGE  WET,  WHEN 

NO  rXin  had  fallen  there 

[Written  May,  1703.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803:] 
If  Gideon's  fleece,  which  drench'd  with  dew  he  found, 
While  moisture  none  refreshed  the  herbs  arpiind, 
]!klight  fitly  represent  the  Church,  endow'd 
With  heavenly  gifts,  to  heathens  not  allowed ; 
In  pledge,  perhaps,  of  favours  from  on  high. 
Thy  locks  were  wet,  when  other  locks  were  dry. 
Heav'n  grant  us  half  the  omen -may  we  see 
Not  drought  on  others,  but  much  dew  on  thee  I     8 

A  TALE  ^ 

[Written  June,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
In  Scotland's  realm,  where  trees  are  few, 

Nor  even  shrubs  abound ; 
But  where,  however  bleak  the  view, 

ScMne  better  things  are  found : — 

^  This  tale  is  founded  on  an  article  of  intelligence  which  the 
author  found  in  the  Buckinghamshire  Herald,  for  Saturday, 
June  1,  1793,  in  the  following  words : 

GlcisgoiOy  May  23. 

"  In  a  block,  or  pulley,  near  the  head  of  the  mast  of  a  gal)ert, 
now  lying  at  the  Broomielaw,  there  is  a  chaffinch's  nest  and  four 
eggs.  The  nest  was  built  wliile  the  vessel  lay  at  Greenock,  and 
was  followed  hither  by  both  birds.  Though  the  block  is  occasion- 
ally lowered  for  the  inspection  of  the  curious,  the  birds  have  not 
forsaken  the  nest.  The  cock,  however,  visits  the  nest  but  seldom ; 
while  the  hen  never  leaves  it,  but  when  she  descends  to  the  hull 
for  food"  [H.]. 

To  a  Friend— %  others'  1815. 
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For  husband  there  and  wife  may  boast 

Then'  oinion  imdefil'd ; 
And  false  ones,  are  as  rare  ahnost, 

As  hedge-rows  in  the  wild : —  8 

In  Scotland's  realm,  forlorn  and  bare^ 
Tiiis  hist'ry  chanc'd  of  late, — 

This  hisfry  of  a  w;edded  pair,, 
A  chaffinch  and  his  mate. 

The  ^ring  drew  near,  each  felt  a  breast 

With  genial  instinct  filFd ; 
They  jteir'd,  and  only  wish'd  a  nest, 

But  found  not  where  to  build.  16 

The  heaths  uncovered,  and  the  moors,. 

Exc^t  with  snow  and  sleet ; 
Sea-beaten  rocks  and  naked  shores. 

Could  yield  them  no  retreat. 

Long  time  a  breeding  place  they  sought, 
'Till  both  grew  vex'd  and  tir'd ; 

At  length  a  ship  arriving  In'ought 
The  good  so  long  desir'd.  24 

A  ship !— could  such  a  restless  thing, 

Afford  them  place  of  rest  ? 
Or  was  the  merchant  charg'd  to  bring 

The  homeless  birds  a  nest? 

Hush ! — silent  hearers  profit  most  I — 

This  racer  of  the  sea 
Prov'd  kinder  to  them  than  the  coast, 

It  serv'd  them  with  a  tree.  32 

But  such  a  tree  I  'twas  shaven  deal. 

The,  tree  they  call  a  mast ; 
And  ha(J  a  hollow  with  a  wheel 

Through  which  the  tackle  pass'd. 

Within  that  cavity  aloft 

Their  roofless  home  they  fixt ; 
Form'd  with  materials  neat  and  soft. 

Bents,  wool,  and  feathers  mixt.  40 

Four  iv -ry  eggs  soon  pave  its  floor. 

With  russet  specks  bedight ; — 
The  vessel  weighs — forsakes  the  shore, 

And  lessens  to  the  sight. 
The  mother-bird  is  gone  to  sea, 
-  As  ahe  had  chang'd  her  kind  ; 
But  goies  the  mate  ?   Far  wiser  he 

Is  doubtless  left  behind.  48 

15  only  wish'd  Ha  yley:  would  have  built  181o.     47  mate]  male  1815, 
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No !— soon  as  from  ashore  he  saw 

The  winged  mansion  move ; 
He  flew  to  reach  it,  by  a  law 

Of  never-failing  love ! 

Then  perching  at  his  consort's  side 

Was  briskly  borne  along ; 
The  billows  and  the  blast  defied, 

And  cheer'd  her  with  a  song.  56 

The  seaman,  with  sincere  delight, 

His  feather'd  shipmates  eyes. 
Scarce  less  exulting  in  the  sight, 

Than  when  he  tows  a  prize. 

For  seamen  much  believe  in  signs. 

And  from  a  chance  so  new 
Each  some  approaching  good  divines, 

And  may  his  hopes  be  true !  64 

Hail!  honoured  land !  a  desert,  where 

Not  even  birds  can  hide ; 
Yet  parent  of  this  loving  pair, 

Whom  nothing  could  divide : 

And  ye,  who  rather  than  resign 

Your  matrimonial  plan, 
Were  not  afraid  to  plough  the  brine. 

In  company  with  man ;  72 

To  whose  lean  countiy  much  disdain 

We  English  often  show  ; 
Yet  from  a  richer  nothing  gain 

But  wantonness  and  woe ; 

Be  it  your  fortune,  year  by  year. 

The  same  resource  to  prove ; 
And  may  ye,  sometimes  landing  here, 

Instruct  us  how  to  love !  80 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESQ. 

IN  REPLY  TO  HIS  SOLICITATION  TO  WRITE  WITH 
HIM  IN  A  LITERARY  WORK 

[Written  June  29,  1793,  in  letter  to  Hayley.    Published  by 
Hayley,  1803.    There  is  a  copy  amonf?  the  Ash  MSS.] 

Dear  architect  of  fine  Chateaux  en  Vair, 
Worthier  to  stand  for  ever,  if  they  could, 
Than  any  built  with  stone,  or  yet  with  wood 

1  en  r air  .4. :  in  air  previous  cdcl.       3  with  .  .  .  with  .^. ;  of  .  .  . 
of  previous  edd. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY  425 

For  back  of  royal  elephant  to  bear ! — 

Oh  for  my  youth  again,  that  I  might  share, 

Much  to  my  own,  iSio'  little  to  thy  good, 

With  thee,  not  subject  to  the  jealous  mood, 

A  partnership  of  literary  ware ! 

But  I  am  bankrupt  now,  and  doom'd  henceforth 

To  drudge,  in  descant  dry,  on  others'  lays,  10 

Bards,  I  acknowledge,  of  unequaird  worth, 

But  what  is  commentator's  happiest  praise  ? 

That  he  has  f umish'd  lights  for  others'  eyes. 

Which  they  who  need  them  use,  and  then  despise. 


ON  A  SPANIEL  CALLED  BEAU 

KILLING  A  YOUNG  BIRD 

[Written  July  15, 1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

A  Spaniel,  Beau,  that  fares  like  you, 

Well-fed,  and  at  his  ease, 
Should  wiser  be,  than  to  pursue 

Each  trifle  that  he  sees. 

But  you  have  kill'd  a  tiny  bird, 

Which  flew  not  till  to-day, 
Against  my  orders,  whom  you  heard 

Forbidding  you  the  prey.  8 

Nor  did  you  kill,  that  you  might  eat, 

And  ease  a  doggish  pain, 
For  him,  though  chased  with  furious  heat, 

You  left  where  he  was  slain. 

Nor  was  he  of  the  thievish  sort, 

Or  one  whom  blood  allures. 
But  innocent  was  all  his  sport. 

Whom  you  have  torn  for  yours.  16 

My  dog  I  what  remedy  remains. 

Since,  teach  you  all  I  can, 
I  see  you,  after  all  my  pains, 

So  much  resemble  man ! 

BEAU'S  REPLY 

[Written  July.  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
Sir  I  when  I  flew  to  seize  the  bird. 

In  spite  of  your  command, 
A  louder  voice  than  yours  I  heard. 

And  harder  to  withstand  : 


To  Hayley— 5  my  . .  .  might  A. :  permission  from  the  skies  to 
previous  edd,  13  others'  A, :  other  previous  edd. 
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426  BEAU'S  REPLY 

You  cried — Forbear ! — but  in  iny  breast 

A  mightier  cried — Proceed ! 
'Twas  nature,  Sir,  whose  strong  behest 

Impelled  me  to  the  deed.  8 

Yet  much  as  nature  I  respect, 

I  ventured  once  to  break 
(As  you  perhai)s  may  recollect) 

Her  precept,  for  your  sake ; 

And  when  your  linnet,  on  a  day. 

Passing  his  prison-door. 
Had  fluttered  all  his  strength  away. 

And  panting  press'd  the  floor,  16 

Well  knowing  him  a  saci^  thing. 

Not  destined  to  my  tooth, 
I  only  kiss'd  his  ruffled  wing, 

And  lick'd  the  feathers  smooth. 

Let  my  obedience  then  excuse 

My  disobedience  now. 
Nor  some  reproof  yourself  refuse 

From  your  aggriev'd  Bow-wow !  24 

If  killing  birds  be  such  a  crime, 

(Which  I  can  hardly  see) 
What  think  you,  Sir,  of  killing  Time 

With  verse  addressed  to  me  ? 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  BUST  OF  HOMER 

[Written  in  letters  to  Hay  ley,  July  24  and  Aug.  15,  179& 
Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

'EiKopa  TCP  TavTrfP;    kKvt6v  avipos  o(ivofji  SKoa\€V* 
Oijvofia  8*  oifTos  dvrjp  a(fi$iTov  aUp  !)(€(• 

TRANSLATION 

The  sculptor  ?— Nameless,  though  once  dear  to  fame ; 
But  this  man  bears  an  everlasting  name. 

ANSWER  TO  STANZAS  ADDRESSED  TO 

LADY  HESKETH 

BY  MISS  CATHARINE  FANSHAWE 

In  returning  a  poem  of  Mr.  Cowper's,  lent  to  her  on  condition 

she  should  neither  show  it,  nor  take  a  copy. 

[Written  Aug.,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley  1803.] 

To  be  remember'd  thus  is  fame, 

And  in  the  first  degree ; 
And  did  the  few  like  her  the  same, 
The  press  might  sleep  for  me. 

20  thel  his  Haylei/  {J 806). 
Amwer-^i  sleep  1815 :  rest  Hayley, 
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ANSWER  TO  STANZAS  427 

So  Homer,  in  the  mem'ry  stor'd 

Of  many  a  Grecian  belle, 
Was  once  preserv'd — a  richer  hoard, 

But  never  lodged  so  weU.  8 

TO  MARY 

[Written  in  the  autumn  of  1793.  Published  by  Hayley,  1803. 
There  is  a  MS.  copy  in  the  CJowper  Museum  at  Olney,  from 
which  the  tenth  verse  was  first  printed  by  T.  Wright  in  1900.] 

The  twentieth  year  is  well-nigh  past, 
Since  first  our  sky  was  overcast  ; 
Ah  would  that  this  might  be  the  last ! 

My  Mary  I 
Thy  spirits  have  a  fainter  flow, 
I  see  thee  daily  weaker  grow — 
^Twfts  mv  diRtrftfifi  f^i^^t,  ^mifj^H  thee  low, 

My  Mary !  8 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store, 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore. 
Now  rust  disus'd,  and  shine  no  more, 

My  Mary ! 
For  though  thou  gladly  wouldst  fulfil 
The  same  kind  office  for  me  still, 
Thy  sight  now  seconds  not  thy  will. 

My  Mary !         16 
But  well  thou  play'd'st  the  housewife's  part, 
And  all  thy  threads  with  inagic  art 
Have  woimd  themselves  about  this  heart, 

My  Mary ! 

Thy  indistinct  expressions  seem 

Like  language  utter'd  in  a  dream ; 

Yet  me  they  charm,  whatever  the  theme, 

My  Mai-y !         2i 
Thy  silver  locks,  once  kubum  bright, 
Are  still  more  lovely  in  my  sight 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light, 

My  Mary ! 
For  could  1  view  nor  them  nor  thee, 
What  sight  worth  seeing  could  I  see  ? 
The  sun  would  rise  in  vain  for  me, 

My  Mary !         32 
Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline. 
Thy  hands  their  little  force  resign ; 
Yet,  gently  prest,  press  gently  mine, 

My  Mary ! 

On  verses  o  ami  4  sec  iiotes*  33  thy]  the  Mii. 
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And  then  I  feel  that  still  I  hold 
A  richer  store  ten  thousandfold 
Than  misers  fancy  in  their  gold, 

My  Mary  I        40 

Such  feebleness  of  limbs  thou  prov'st, 
That  now  at  every  step  thou  mov'st 
Upheld  by  two ;  yet  still  thou  lov'st, 

My  Mary ! 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill, 
In  wintry  age  to  feel  no  chill, 
With  me  is  to  be  lovely  still. 

My  Mary  I         48 
But  ah !  bv  constant  heed  I  knoXv. 

B9^  9ft  the  sadngss  that  I  ^how 

Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  woe. 

I^iyMary! 

And  should  my  future  lot  be  cast 
vvitn  mucn  resemblance  ot  tae'past. 
Thy  worn-out  heart  will  break  at  last, 

•^ -^'^^ lySary!       56 

LINES  WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW-SHUTTER 
AT  WESTON 

[Written  July  27,  1795.    11.  3-6  published  in  Corry's  Life  of 
Cowper,  1803.] 

Farewell,  dear  scenes,  for  ever  closed  to  me, 

Oh,  for  what  sorrows  must  I  now  exchange  ye ! 

Me  miserable !  how  could  I  escape 

Infinite  wrath  and  infinite  despair ! 

Whom  Death,  Earth,  Heaven,  and  Hell  consigned  to 

iniin, 
Whose  friend  was  God,  but  God  swore  not  to»aid 

me  I  6 

MONTES  GLACIALES 
IN  OCEANO  GERMAN  ICO  NAT  ANTES 
[Written  March  11,  1799.    Published  by  Hayley.  1803.] 
En,  quae  prodigia,  ex  oris  allata  remotis, 
Oras  adveniunt  pavefacta  per  sequora  nostras ! 
Non  equidem  priscae  sseclum  rediisse  videtur 
Pyrrhae,  cum  Proteus  pecus  altos  visere  montes 
Et  sylvas  egit :  sed  tempora  vix  leviora 
Adsimt,  evulsi  quando  radicitus  alti 
In  mare  descendunt  montes,  fluctusque  pererrant. 
Xrtnes— 5  Whom]  When  Corry,    Hell]  All  Corry. 
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Quid  vero  hoc  monstri  est  magis  et  mimbile  visu  ? 
Splendentes  video,  ceu  pulchro  ex  sere  vel  auro 
Conflatos,  rutilisque  accinctos  undique  gemmis,    10 
Bacea  cserulea,  et  flammas  imitante  pyropo. 
Ex  oriente  adsunt,  ubi  gazas  optima  tellus 
Parturit  omnigenas,  quibus  seva  per  omnia  sumptu 
Ingenti  finxere  sibi  diademata  reges  ? 
Vix  hoc  crediderim.    Non  fallunt  talia  acutos 
Mercatorum  oculos :  prius  et  quam  littora  Gangis 
Liquissent,  avidis  gratissima  prseda  fuissent. 
Ortos  unde  putemus?  An  illos  Vesvius  atrox 
Protulit,  ignivomisve  ejecit  f aucibus  -^tna  ? 
Luce  micant  propria,  Phoebive,  per  aera  purum    20 
Nunc  stimulantis  equos,  aigentea  tela  retorquent? 
Phoebi  luce  micant.    Ventis  et  fluctibus  altis 
Appulsi,  et  rapidis  subter  currentibus  undis, 
Tandem  non  fallunt  oculos.    Capita  alta  videre  est 
Multa  onerata  nive,  et  canis  conspersa  pruinis. 
CsBtera  sunt  glacies.    Procul  hinc,  ubi  bruma  fere 

omnes 
Contristat  menses,  portenta  haec  horrida  nobis 
Ilia  strui  voluit.    Quoties  de  culmine  summo 
Clivorum  fluei'ent  in  littora  prona,  solutae 
Sole,  nives,  propero  tendentes  in  mare  cursu,       30 
Ilia  gelu  fixit.    Paulatim  attollere  sese 
Mirum  coepit  opus ;  glacieque  ab  origine  rerum 
In  glaciem  aggesta,  sublimes  vertice  tandem 
.^Bquavit  montes  non  crescere  nescia  moles. 
Sic  immensa  diu  stetit,  aetemumque  stetisset 
Congeries,  hominum  neque  vi  neque  mobilis  arte, 
Littora  ni  tandem  declivia  deseruisset, 
Pondere  victa  suo.    Dilabitur.    Omnia  circum 
Antra  et  saxa  gemunt,  subito  concussa  fragore, 
Diun  ruit  in  pelagum,  tanquam  studiosa  natandi, 
Ingens  tota  strues.    Sic  Delos  dicitur  olim,  41 

Insula,  in  ^gaeo  fluitasse  erratica  ponto. 
Sed  non  ex  glacie  Delos ;  neque  torpida  Delum 
Bruma  inter  rupes  genuit  nudum  sterilemque. 
Sed  vestita  herbis  erat  ilia,  omataque  nunquam 
Decidua  lauro ;  et  Delum  dilexit  Apollo. 
At  vos,  errones  horrendi,  et  caligine  digni 
Cimmeria,  Deus  idem  odit.    Natalia  vestra, 
Nubibus  involvens  frontem,  non  ille  tueri 
Suatinuit.    Patrium  vos  ergo  requirite  caelum  !    50 
Ite  J  Redite !  Timete  moras ;  ni,  leniter  austro 
Spirante,  et  nitidas  Phoebo  jaculante  sagittas 
Hostili  vobis,  pereatis  gurgite  misti ! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


[430] 

TRANSLATION 

ON  THE  ICE  ISLANDS 

SEEN  FLOATING  IN  THE  GERMAN  OCEAN 
[Written  March  10,  1799.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
What  portents,  from  what  distant  region,  ride, 
Unseen  till  now  in  ours,  th-  astonished  tide? 
In  ages  past,  old  Proteus,  with  his  droves 
Of  sea-calves,  sought  the  mountains  and  the  groves : 
But  now,  descending  whence  of  late  they  stood, 
Themselves  the  mountains  seem  to  rove  the  flood. 
Dire  times  were  they,  f  ull-charg'd  with  human  woes ; 
And  these,  scarce  less  calamitous  than  those. 
What  view  we  now  ?  More  wondrous  still !  Behold ! 
Like  bumish'd  brass  they  shine,  or  beaten  gold ;  10 
And  all  around  the  pearl's  pure  splendour  show, 
And  all  around  the  ruby's  fiery  glow. 
Come  they  from  India?  where  the  burning  earth, 
AU-boimteous,  gives  her  richest  treasures  birth ; 
And  where  the  costly  gems,  that  beam  around 
The  brows  of  mightiest  potentates,  are  found? 
No.    Never  such  a  countless  dazzling  store 
Had  left  unseen  the  Ganges'  peopled  shore. 
Rapacious  hands,  and  ever- watchful  eyes,  19 

Should  sooner  far  have  mark'd  and  seiz'd  the  prize. 
Whence  sprang  they  then  ?  Ejected  have  they  come 
From  Ves'vius',  or  from  -Etna's  burning  womb? 
Thus  shine  they  self-illum'd,  or  but  display 
The  borrow'd  splendours  of  a  cloudless  day  ? 
With  borrow'd  beams  they  shine.    The  gales  that 

breathe 
Now  land- ward,  and  the  current's  force  beneath. 
Have  borne  them  nearer :  and  the  nearer  sight, 
Advantag'd  more,  contemplates  them  aright. 
Their  lofty  summits,  crested  high,  they  show, 
With  mingled  sleet  and  long-incumbent  snow.     30 
The  rest  is  ice.    Far  hence,  where,  most  severe, 
Bleak  winter  well-nigh  saddens  all  the  year. 
Their  infant  growth  began.    He  bade  arise 
Their  uncouth  forms,  i)ortentous  in  our  eyes. 
Oft  as,  dissolv'd  by  transient  suns,  the  snow 
Left  the  tall  cliff,  to  join  the  flood  below. 
He  caught  and  curdled,  with  a  freezing  blast, 
The  current,  ere  it  reach'd  the  boundless  waste. 
By  slow  degrees  uprose  the  wondrous  pile. 
And  long-successive  ages  rolFd  the  while ;  40 

Till,  ceaseless  in  its  growth,  it  claim'd  to  stand 
Tali  as  its  rival  moimtains  on  the  land. 
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Thiis  stood—and,  unremovable  by  skill 

Or  force  of  man,  had  stood  the  structure  still ; 

But  that,  tho'  firmly  fixt,  supplanted  yet 

By  pressure  of  its  own  enormous  weight, 

It  left  the  shelving  beach — and,  with  a  sound 

That  shook  the  bellowing  waves  and  rocks  around, 

Self -launched,  and  swiftly,  to  the  briny  wave, 

As  if  instinct  with  strong  desire  to  lave,  50 

Down  went  the  ponderous  mass.    So  bards  of  old, 

How  Delos  swam  th'  -^gean  deep,  have  told. 

But  not  of  ice  was  Delos.    Delos  bore 

Herb,  fruit,  and  flow'r.    She,  crown'd  with  laurel, 

wore. 
E'en  under  wintry  skies,  a  summer  smile ; 
And  Delos  was  Apollo's  fav'rite  isle. 
But,  horrid  wanderers  of  the  deep,  to  you 
He  deems  Cimmerian  darkness  only  due. 
Your  hated  birth  he  deign'd  not  to  survey. 
But,  scornful,  tum'd  his  glorious  eyes  away.         60 
Hence  I    Seek  your  home ;  no  longer  rashly  dare 
The  darts  of  Phoebus,  and  a  softer  air ; 
Lest  ye  regret,  too  late,  your  native  coast. 
In  no  congenial  gulf  for  ever  lost  I 


THE  CASTAWAY 

[Written  March  20, 1799.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Obscurest  night  involved  the  sky, 

Th'  Atlantic  billows  roar'd. 
When  such  a  destined  wretch  as  I, 

Washed  headlong  from  on  board, 
O^  fri^Tii|«.  of  honft  of  all  bereft. 
His  floating  home  for  ever  left.  6 

No  braver  chief  could  Albion  boast 

Than  he  with  whom  he  went, 
Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast, 

With  warmer  wishes  sent. 
He  lov'd  them  both,  but  both  in  vain, 
Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again.  12 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine, 

Expert  to  swim,  he  lay ; 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  decline, 

Or  courage  die  away ; 
But  wag'd  with  death  a  lasting  strife. 
Supported  by  despair  of  life.  18 

61  no]  nor  Hayley  (1803), 
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He  shouted :  nor  his  friends  had  faiFd 

To  check  the  vessel's  course. 
But  so  the  furious  blast  prevail'd, 

That,  pitiless  perforce. 
They  left  their  outcast  mate  behind, 
And  scudded  still  before  the  wind.  24 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  afford ; 

And,  such  as  storms  allow, 
The  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  cord, 
.    Delay'd  not  to  bestow. 
But  he  (they  knew)  nor  ship,  nor  shore, 
wnate  er  tnev  gave,  snouia  visit  more.       30 
Nor,  cruel  as  it  seem'd,  could  he 

Their  haste  himself  condemn, 
Aware  that  flight,  in  such  a  sea, 

Alone  could  rescue  them ; 
Yet  bitter  felt  it  still  to  die 
Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh.  36 

He  long  survives,  who  lives  an  hour 

in  oceap.  self -upheld;  ""^ 

And  so  long  he,  with  unspent  pow'r, 

His  destiny  repeird ; 
And  ever,  as  the  minutes  flew, 
Entreated  help,  or  cried  — Adieu !  42 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past, 

His  comrades,  who  before 
Had  heard  his  voice  in  ev'ry  blast, 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  more. 
For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  he  drank 
The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank.  48 

No  poet  wept  him :  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sincere. 
That  tells  his  name,  his  worth,  his  age. 

Is  wet  with  AnsQn's  tear. 
And  tears  by  bards  or  heroes  shed 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead.  54 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream. 

Descanting  on  his  fate. 
To  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date : 
BuLmisery  fitill  dtdightfi  t,ft  trafift 

Its  iBeinblanp^  \n  ftwttof  §  cage.  60 

No  voice  divine  the  storm  allay'd, 

No  light  propitious  shone ; 
When,  snatch'd  from  all  effectual  aid, 

We  PftriRh'd,,fia,fib  alonf^ • 
But  J,beufiath .  a  .ronghfir  nm ,     ■ 
And, whetold  in  deeper  gulnhs  than  he.      66 
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OLNEY    HYMNS 

[The  Bixty:8even  Olney  Hymns  composed  by  Cowper  were  mostly 
written  during  1771  and  1772;  two,  however  (Nos.  xlvi.  and 
xlvii.),  were  apparently  written  in  1763,  and  one  (No.  xxxv.) 
in  Jan.  1773,^  just  before  an  attack  of  insanity.  The  remaining 
^1  hymns  in  the  collection  were  written  oy  Newton.  The 
Hymns  were  published  in  one  volume,  divided  into  three 
books,  in  1779,  Cowper*s  hynms  being  distinguished  from 
Newton's  by  the  affixing  of  the  letter  C.  The  original  numbers 
of  the  hymns  are  here  placed  in  brackets  at  the  head  of  each 
hymn.] 

I.     [Bk.  I.  iil] 

WALKING  WITH  GOD.     Gen.  v.  24 

Oh  !  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus,  and  his  word  ?  8 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  mem'ry  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void, 

The  world  can  never  fill. 

Betum,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn. 

And  drove  thee  from  my  breast.  IC 

Th^  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be ; 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 

Aiid  worship  only  thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 

That  leads  ine  to  the  Lamb.  24 

IL     [Bk.  I.  vi.] 

JEHOVAH-JIREH,  The  Lord  will  provide 
Gen,  xxii.  14 

The  saints  should  never  be  dismayed, 

Nor  sink  in  hopeless  fear ; 
For  when  they  least  expect  his  aid, 

The  Saviour  will  appear. 
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ThiB  Abraham  found,  he  rais'd  the  knife, 

God  saw,  and  said,  *'  Forbear ; 
Yon  ram  shall  yield  his  meaner  life, 

Behold  the  victim  there.''  8 

Once  David  seem'd  Saul's  certain  prey ; 

But  hark !  the  foe's  at  hand', 
Saul  turns  his  arms  another  way, 

To  save  th'  invaded  land. 

When  Jonah  sunk  beneath  the  wave 

He  thought  to  rise  no  more ' ; 
But  Gk)D  prepar'd  a  fish  to  save, 

And  bear  him  to  the  shore.  10 

Blest  proofs  of  pow'r  and  grace  divine. 

That  meet  us  in  his  word  I 
May  ev'ry  deep-felt  care  of  mine 

Be  trusted  with  the  Lord. 

Wait  for  his  seasonable  aid. 

And  tho'  it  tarry  wait : 
The  promise  may  be  long  delayed, 

But  cannot  come  too  late.  24 


III.    [Bk.  I.  xiv.] 
JEHOVAH-ROPHI,  I  am  the  Lord  that  healeth 

THEE.      Exod,  XV. 

Heal  us,  Emmanuel,  here  we  are, 

Waiting  to  feel  thy  touch ; 
Deep- wounded  souls  to  thee  repair, 

And,  Saviour,  we  are  such. 

Our  faith  is  feeble,  we  confess, 

We  faintly  trust  thy  word ; 
But  wilt  thou  pity  us  the  less  ? 

Be  that  far  from  thee,  Lord  I  8 

Remember  him  who  once  apply 'd 

With  trembling  for  relief ; 
"  Lord,  I  believe,"  with  tears  he  cry'd  ^ 

^ '  O  help  my  unbelief. ' ' 

She  too,  who  touched  thee  in  the  press, 

And  healing  virtue  stole, 
Was  answered,  "Daughter,  go  in  peace *, 

Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole."  IC 

1  1  Sam.  xxlil.  27.        -  Jonah  i.  17.        '»  Mark  ix.  24.       -•  Mark 
V.  'M.      [The  r(^erence8  throughout  come  from  thefirat  edition.] 
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Conceal'd  amid  the  gathering  throng, 
She  would  have  shuDn'd  thy  view ; 

And  if  her  faith  was  firm  and  strong, 
Had  strong  misgivings  too. . 

Like  her,  with  hopes  and  fears,  we  come, 

To  touch  thee  if  we  may ; 
Oh !  send  us  not  despairing  home, 

Send  none  unheal'd  away.  24 

IV.    [Bk.  I.  xvii.] 

JEHOVAH-NISSI,  The  Lord  my  Banner 
Exod,  xvii.  15 

By  whom  was  David  taught, 

To  aim  the  deadly  blow. 
When  he  Gk)liath  fought, 
And  laid  the  Gittite  low  ? 
Nor  sword  nor  spear  the  stripling  took, 
But  chose  a  pebble  from  the  brook.  6 

'Twas  Israel's  God  and  King, 
Who  sent  him  to  the  fight ; 
Who  gave  him  strength  to  sling. 
And  skill  to  aim  aright. 
Ye  feeble  saints,  your  strength  endures. 
Because  yoimg  David's  God  is  yours.  12 

Who  order'd  Gideon  forth, 

To  storm  th'  invaders'  camp'. 
With  arms  of  little  worth, 
A  pitcher  and  a  lamp? 
The  trumpets  made  his  coming  known, 
And  all  the  host  was  overthrown.  18 

Oh !  I  have  seen  the  day, 

When  with  a  single  word, 
God  helping  me  to  say, 
My  trust  is  in  the  Lord  ; 
My  soul  has  queird  a  thousand  foes, 
Fearless  of  all  that  could  oppose.  24 

But  unbelief,  self-will. 

Self -righteousness  and  pride, 
How  often  do  they  steal, 
My  weapon  from  my  side  ? 
Yet  David's  Lord,  and  Gideon's  friend, 
Will  help  his  servant  to  the  end.  30 

*  Judges  vii.  20. 
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V.     [Bk.  I.  xxii.] 

JEHOVAH-SHALOM,  The  Lord  send  Peace 
Judges  vi.  24 

Jesus,  whose/blood  so  freely  stream'd 
To  satisfy  the  law's  demand ; 
By  thee  from  guilt  and  wrath  redeemed, 
Before  the  Father's  faoe  I  stand. 

To  reconcile  offending  man, 

Make  Justice  drop  her  angry  rod  ; 

What  creature  could  have  form'd  the  plan, 

Or  who  fulfil  it  but  a  God  ?  8 

No  drop  remains  of  all  the  curse, 
For  wretches  who  deserv'd  the  whole ; 
No  arrows  dipt  in  wrath  to  pierce 
The  guilty,  but  returning  soul. 

Peace  by  such  means  so  dearly  bought, 
What  rebel  could  have  hop'd  to  see  ? 
Peace,  by  his  injur'd  sovereign  wrought, 
His  Sovereign  fastened  to  a  tree.  16 

Now,  Lord,  thy  feeble  worm  prepare  I 
For  strife  with  earth  and  hell  begins ; 
Confirm  and  gird  me  for  the  war ; 
They  hate  the  soul  that  hates  his  sins. 

Let  them  in  horrid  league  agree ! 

They  may  assault,  they  may  disti'ess ; 

But  cannot  quench  thy  love  to  me. 

Nor  rob  me  of  the  Lord  my  peace.  24 

VL    [Bk.  I.  Hi.] 
WISDOM.     Prov.  viii.  22-31 

Err  God  had  built  the  mountains, 

Or  rais'd  the  fruitful  hills ; 
Before  he  fiU'd  the  fountains 

That  feed  the  running  rills ; 
In  me,  from  everlasting. 

The  wonderful  I  am 
Found  pleasures  never  wasting, 

And  Wisdom  is  my  name.  8 

When,  like  a  tent  to  dwell  in, 
He  spread  the  skies  abroad ; 

And  swath'd  about  the  swelling 
Of  ocean's  mighty  flood ; 
V-Title]  Jehovah-Shalem  1779, 
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He  wrought  by  weight  and  measure^ 

And  I  was  with  Imn  then ; 
Myself  the  Father's  pleasure, 

And  mine,  the  sons  of  men.  16 

Thus  wisdom's  words  discover 

Thy  glory  and  thy  grace, 
TJI^u  everlasting  lover 

Of  our  \m worthy  race ! 
Thy  gracious  eye  survey 'd  us 

Ere  stars  were  seen  above ; 
In  wisdom  thou  hast  made  us, 

And  died  for  us  in  love.  24 

And  couldst  thou  be  delighted 

With  creatures  such  as  we ! 
Who  when  we  saw  thee,  slighted 

And  nail'd  thee  to  a  tree  ? 
Unfathomable  wonder, 

And  mystery  divine  I 
The  Voice  that  si)eaks  in  thunder, 

Says.  *  *  Sinner  I  am  thine  I "  32 


VII.     [Bk.  i.lv.] 

VANITY  OF  THE  WORLD 

God  gives  his  mercies  to  be  spent ; 
Your  hoard  will  do  your  soul  no  good : 
Gold  is  a  blessing  only  lent. 
Repaid  by  giving  others  food. 

The  world's  esteem  is  but  a  bribe, 

To  buy  their  peace  you  sell  your  own ; 

The  slave  of  a  vain-glorious  tribe. 

Who  hate  you  while  they  make  you  known.  8 

The  joy  that  vain  amusements  give. 
Oh !  sad  conclusion  that  it  brings  1 
The  honey  of  a  crowded  hive. 
Defended  by  a  thousand  stings. 

'Tis  thus  the  world  rewards  the  fools 

That  live  upon  her  treach'rous  smiles ; 

She  leads  them,  blindfold,  by  her  niles, 

And  ruins  all  whom  she  beguiles.  16 

Gk)D  knows  the  thousands  who  go  down 
From  pleasure,  into  endless  woe : 
And  with  a  long  despairing  grone 
Blaspheme  their  Maker  as  they  go. 
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O  fearful  thought !  be  timely  wise ; 
Delight  but  in  a  Saviour's  charms : 
And  God  shall  take  you  to  the  skies, 
Embraced  in  everlasting  arms.  24 

VIII.     [Bk.  I.  Iviii.] 

O  LORD,  I  WILL  PRAISE  THEE.   risa.  xii. 

I  WILL  praise  thee  ev'ry  day 
Now  thine  anger's  tum'd  away ! 
Comfortable  thoughts  arise 
From  the  bleeding  sacrifice. 

Here  in  the  fair  gosjpel  field, 

Wells  of  free  salvation  yield 

Streams  of  life,  a  plenteous  store, 

And  my  soul  shall  thirst  no  more.  8 

Jesus  is  become  at  length 
My  salvation  and  my  strength ; 
And  his  praises  shall  prolong. 
While  I  Hve,  my  pleasant  song. 

Praise  ye,  then,  his  glorious  name. 
Publish  his  exalted  fame ! 
Still  his  worth  your  praise  exceeds, 
Excellent  are  all  his  deeds.  16 

Raise  again  the  joyful  soimd. 
Let  the  nations  roll  it  roimd ! 
Zion  shout !  for  this  is  he, 
God  the  Saviour  dwells  in  thee  I 

IX.    [Bk.  I,  Ixiv.] 
THE  CONTRITE  HEART.    Isa,  Ivii.  15 

The  Lord  will  happiness  divine 

On  contrite  hearts  bestow : 
Then  tell  me,  gracious  Gk)D,  is  mine 

A  contrite  heart,  or  no  ? 

I  hear,  but  seem  to  hear  in  vain. 

Insensible  as  steel ; 
If  ought  is  felt,  'tis  only  pain. 

To  find  I  cannot  feel.  8 

I  sometimes  think  myself  inclin'd 

To  love  thee,  if  I  could ; 
But  often  feel  another  mind. 

Averse  to  all  that's  good. 
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My  best  desires  are  faint  and  few, 

I  fain  would  strive  for  moi'e ; 
But  when  I  cry,  '*My  strength  i-enew,'* 

Seem  weaker  than  before.  IG 

Thy  saints  are  conifoi*ted  I  know, 
And  love  thy  housfe  of  pray'r ; 

I  therefore  go  where  others  go, 
But  find  no  comfort  there. 

Oh  make  this  heart  rejoice,  or  ache ; 

Decide  this  doubt  for  me ; 
And  if  it  be  not  broken,  break, 

And  heal  it,  if  it  be.  *  24 


X.     [Bk.  I.  Ixv.] 

THE  FUTURE  PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF  THE 
CHURCH.  Isa.  Ix.  15-20 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : — 

O  my  i)eople,  faint  and  few ; 

Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you : 

Thorns  of  heart-felt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways ; 

You  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation, 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  Praise.  8 

There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  gai-den, 

Pleasures,  without  end,  shall  flow ; 

For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewai-ding. 

All  his  bounty  shall  bestow ; 

Still  in  undisturbed  possession, 

Peaqe  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 

Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again.  16 

Ye  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see ; 

But,  your  griefs  for  ever  ending. 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me : 

God  shall  rise,  and  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night ; 

He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God  your  everlasting  light.  24 

2  faint]  weak  MS.  letter  of  Ncicton,  quoted  by  J,  E.  B.  Mayor, 
5  ThomsJ  Themea  1770,  178L 
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XI.     [Bk.  I.  Ixvii.] 

JEHOVAH  OUR  RIGHTEOUSNESS 
Jer.  xxiii.  6 

My  Gk>D,  how  perfect  are  thy  ways ! 

But  mine  polluted  are ; 
Sin  twines  itself  about  my  praise, 

And  slides  into  my  pray'r. 

When  I  would  speak  what  thou  hast  done 

To  save  me  from  my  sin, 
I  cannot  make  thy  mercies  known 

But  self -applause  creeps  in.  8 

Divine  desire,  that  holy  flame 

Thy  grace  creates  in  me ; 
Alas !  impatience  is  its  name, 

When  it  returns  to  thee. 

This  heart,  a  foimtain  of  vile  thoughts, 

How  does  it  overflow  ? 
While  self  upon  the  surface  floats 

Still  bubbling  from  below.  16 

Let  others  in  the  gaudy  dress 

Of  fancied  merit  shine ; 
The  Lord  shall  be  my  righteousness ; 

The  Lord  for  ever  mine. 


XIL     [Bk.  I.  Ixviii.] 
EPHRAIM  REPENTING.    Jer,  xxxi.  18-20 

My  God  I  till  I  received  thy  stroke, 

How  like  a  beast  was  1 ! 
So  unaccustom'd  to  the  yoke, 

So  backward  to  comply. 

With  grief  my  just  reproach  I  bear. 

Shame  Alls  me  at  the  thought ; 
How  frequent  my  rebellions  were  I 

What  wickedness  I  wrought !  8 

Thy  merciful  restraint  I  scom'd. 

And  left  the  pleasant  road ; 
Yet  turn  me,  and  I  shall  be  turned, 

Thou  art  the  Lord  my  God. 

Is  Ephraim  banish'd  from  my  thoughts, 

Or  vile  in  my  esteem  ? 
No,  saith  the  Lord,  with  all  his  faults, 

I  still  remember  him.  16 
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Is  he  a  dear  and  pleasant  child  ? 

Yes,  dear  and  pleasant  still ; 
Tho'  sin  his  foolish  heart  beguil'd, 

And  he  withstood  my  will. 

My  sharp  rebuke  has  laid  him  low, 

He  seeks  my  face  again ; 
My  pity  kindles  at  his  woe, 

He  shall  not  seek  in  vain.  21 


XIII.  [Bk.  I.  Ixxi.] 

THE  COVENANT.    EzeTc,  xxxvi.  25-28 

The  Lord  proclaims  his  grace  abroad ! 
Behold,  I  change  yom*  hearts  of  stone ; 
Each  shall  renounce  his  idol  god, 
And  serve,  henceforth,  the  Lord  alone. 

My  grace,  a  flowing  stream,  proceeds 

To  wash  your  filthiness  away ; 

Ye  shall  abhor  your  former  deeds, 

And  learn  my  statutes  to  obey.  8 

My  truth  the  great  design  insures, 
I  give  myself  away  to  you ; 
You  shall  be  mine,  I  will  be  yours. 
Your  God  unalterably  true. 

Yet  not  unsought,  or  unimplor'd. 

The  plenteous  grace  shall  I  confer  * ; 

No— your  whole  hearts  shall  seek  the  Lord, 

I'll  put  a  praying  spirit  there.  16 

From  the  first  breath  of  life  divine, 
Down  to  the  last  expiring  hour ; 
The  gracious  work  shall  all  be  mine, 
Begun  and  ended  in  my  i)ow'r. 

XIV.  [Bk.  I.  Ixxii.] 

JEHOVAH-SHAMMAH.     Ezek.  xlviii.  35 

As  birds  their  infant  brood  protect*, 
And  spread  their  wings  to  shelter  them ; 
Thus  saith  the  Lord  to  his  elect, 
*'  So  will  I  guard  Jerusalem." 

And  what  then  is  Jerusalem, 
This  darling  object  of  his  care  ? 
Where  is  its  worth  in  God's  esteem  ? 
Who  built  it  ?  who  inhabits  there  ?  8 

^  Verse  37.  -  Isa.  xxxi.  5. 
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Jehovah  founded  it  in  blood, 
The  blood  of  his  incarnate  Son ; 
There  dwell  the  saints,  once  foes  to  Gk)D, 
The  sinners,  whom  he  calls  his  own. 

There,  tho'  be^ieg'd  on  ev'ry  side. 

Yet  much  belov'd  and  guarded  well ; 

From  age  to  age  they  have  defy'd 

The  utmost  force  of  earth  and  hell.  16 

Let  earth  repent,  and  hell  despair, 
This  city  has  a  sure  defence ;  " 
Her  name  is  calFd,  The  Lord  is  there^ 
And  who  has  pow'r  to  drive  him  thence  ? 

XV.    [Bk.  I.  Ixxix.] 

PRAISE  rOR  THE  FOUNTAIN  OPENED 
Zech,  xiii.  1 

There  is  a  foimtain  filFd  with  blood 

Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners,  plung'd  beneath  that  flood, 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

The  dying  thief  rejoic'd  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Wash'd  all  my  sins  away.  8 

Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  pow'r ; 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  church  of  Gop  . 

Be  sav'd,  to  sin  no  more. 

E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply ; 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die.  16 

Then  in  a  nobler  sweeter  song 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save ; 
When  this  poor  lisping  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Lord,  I  believe  thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  tho'  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought  free  reward, 

A  golden  haip  for  me !  24 

'Tis  strung,  and  tun'd,  for  endless  years, 

And  form'd  by  powV  divine ; 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears^ 

No  other  name  but  thine 
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XVI.     [Bk.  I.  Ixxxv.] 

THE  SOWER.     Matt.  xiii.  3 

Ye  sons  of  earth  prepare  the  plough, 

Break  up  your  fallow  ground  I 
The  Sower  is  gone  forth  to  sow, 
•  And  scatter  blessings  round. 

The  jseed  that  finds  a  stony  soil, 

JBhoots  forth  a  hasty  blade ; 
But  ill  repays  the  sower's  toil, 

Soon  withered,  scorch'd,  and  dead.  8 

The  thorny  ground  is  sure  to  baulk 

All  hopes  of  harvest  there ; 
We  find  a  tall  and  sickly  stalk, 

But  not  the  fruitful  ear. 

The  beaten  path  and  high- way  side 

Receive  the  trust  in  vain ; 
The  watchful  birds  the  Spoil  divide, 

And  pick  up  all  the  grain.  16 

But  whei'e  the  Lord  of  grace  and  pow'r 

Has  bless'd  the  happy  field ; 
How  plenteous  is  the  golden  store 

The  deep- wrought  furrows  yield ! 

Father  of  mercies,  we  have  need 

Of  thy  preparing  grace  ; 
Let  the  same  hand  that  gives  the  seed. 

Provide  a  fruitful  place !  24 


XVIL    [Bk.  I.  xcvi.] 

THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER.    Mark  xi.l7 

Thy  mansion  is  the  Christian's  heart, 
O  Lord,  thy  dwelling-place  secure ! 
Bid  the  unruly  throng  depart, 
And  leave  the  consecrated  door. 

Devoted  as  it  is  to  thee, 
A  thievish  swarm  frequents  the  place ; 
They  steal  away  my  joys  from  me. 
And  rob  my  Saviour  of  his  praise. 

There  too  a  sharp  designing  trade 
Sin,  Satan,  and  the  world  maintain ; 
Nor  cease  to  press  me,  and  persuade, 
To  pai't  with  eajse  and  purchase  pain. 
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I  know  them,  and  I  hate  their  din, 

Am  weary  of  the  bustling  crowd ; 

But  while  their  voice  is  heard  within, 

I  cannot  serve  thee  as  I  would.  16 

Oh !  for  the  joy  thy  presence  gives, 
What  peace  shall  reign  when  thou  art  heye ! 
Thy  presence  makes  this  den  of  thieves, 
A  calm  delightful  house  of  pray'jp. 

And  if  thou  make  thy  temple  shine, 

Yet,  self-abas'd,  will  I  adore ; 

The  gold  and  silver  are  not  mine, 

I  give  thee  what  was  thine  before.  24 


XVIII.    [Bk.  I.  cxviii.] 

LOVEST  THOU  ME  ?    John  xxi.  16 

Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee ; 
**  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? 

I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 
And,  when  wounded,  heal'd  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Tum'd  thy  darkness  into  light.  8 

Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease,  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

Mine  is  an  imchan^g  love, 

Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 

Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 

Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death.  16 

Thou  Shalt  see  my  gloiy  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? " 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 

That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 

Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore. 

Oh  for  grace  to  love  thee  more !  24 

6  wounded]  bleeding/rst  in  1797. 
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XIX.  [Bk.  I.  cxxxi.] 
CONTENTMENT.     Phil.  iv.  11 

Fierce  passions  discompose  the  mind, 

As  tempests  vex  the  sea ; 
But  calm  content  and  peace  we  find, 

When,  Lord,  we  turn  to  thee. 

In  vain  by  reason  and  by  rule, 

We  try  to  bend  the  will ; 
For  none,  but  in  the  Saviour's  school. 

Can  learn  the  heav'nly  skill.  8 

Since  at  his  feet  my  soul  has  sat. 

His  gracious  words  to  hear ; 
Contented  with  my  present  state, 

I  cast,  on  him,  my  care. 

'*  Art  thou  a  sinner,  soul  ?"  he  said, 
'*Then  how  canst  thou  complain? 

How  light  thy  troubles  here,  if  weigh'd 
With  everlasting  pain !  16 

If  thou  of  murmuring  wouldst  be  cur'd. 

Compare  thy  griefs  with  mine ; 
Think  what  my  love  for  thee  endur'd. 

And  thou  wilt  not  repine. 

'Tis  I  appoint  thy  daily  lot. 

And  I  do  all  things  well : 
Thou  soon  shalt  leave  this  wretched  spot, 

And  rise  with  me  to  dwell.  24 

In  life  my  grace  shall  strength  supply. 

Proportioned  to  thy  day ; 
At  death  thou  still  shalt  find  me  nigh, 

To  wipe  thy  tears  away." 

Thus  I  who  once  my  wretched  days 

In  vain  repinings  spent ; 
Taught  in  my  Saviour's  school  of  grace. 

Have  leam'd  to  be  content.  32 

XX.  [Bk.  I.  cxxxii.] 
OLD-TESTAMENT  GOSPEL.    Heh.  iv.  2 

Israel  in  ancient  days, 

Not  only  had  a  view 

Of  Sinai  in  a  blaze. 

But  leam'd  the  gospel  too : 
The  types  and  figures  were  a  glass 
In  which  they  saw  the  Saviour's  face.  6 
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The  paschal  sacrifice, 

And  blood-besprinkled  door  \ 

Seen  with  enlightened  eyes, 

And  once  apply'd  with  pow'r ; 
Would  teach  the  need  of  other  blood, 
To  reconcile  an  angry  God.  12 

The  Lamb,  the  Dove,  set  forth 

His  perfect  innocence ", 

Whose  blood,  of  matchless  worth, 

Should  be  the  souVs  defence : 
For  he  who  can  for  sin  atone, 
Must  have  no  failings  of  his  own.  .    18 

The  scape-goat  on  his  head ' 

The  i)eople's  trespass  bore, 

And  to  the  desart  led. 

Was  to  be  seen  no  more  • 
In  him,  our  Surety  seem'd  to  say, 
**  Behold,  I  bear  your  sins  away."  24 

Dipt  in  his  fellow's  blood. 

The  living  bird  went  free  * ; 

The  type,  well  understood, 

Expressed  the  sinner's  plea ; 
Described  a  guilty  soul  enlarged, 
And  by  a  Saviour's  death  discharged.    "     30 

Jesus,  I  love  to  trace 

Throughout  the  sacred  page 

The  footsteps  of  thy  grace. 

The  same  in  ev'ry  age ! 
Oh  grant  that  I  may  faithful  be 
To  clearer  light,  vouchsafed  to  me !  36 


*  XXI.     [Bk.  I.  cxxxviii.] 

SARDIS.     Rev.  iii.  1-6 

*'  Write  to  Sardis,  saith  the  Lord, 

And  write  what  he  declares ; 

He  whose  Spirit,  and  whose  word. 

Upholds  the  seven  stars': 
All  thy  works  and  ways  I  search, 
Find  thy  zeal  and  love  decay 'd ; 
Thou  art  caird  a  living  church. 
But  thou  art  cold  and  dead.  8 

^Exod.  xii.  13.    2  Ley.  xii.  6.    3  Ley.  xvJ.  21.    **  Lev.  xiv.  51-63. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


OLNEY  HYMNS  447 

Watch,  remember,  seek  and  strive, 

Exert  thy  former  pains ; 

Let  thy  timely  care  revive, 

And  strengthen  what  remains : 
Cleanse  thine  heart,  thy  works  amend, 
Former  times  to  mind  recall ; 
Lest  my  sudden  stroke  descend, 
And  smite  thee  once  for  all.  16 

Yet  I  number  now,  in  thee, 

A  few  that  are  upright ; 

These  my  Father's  face  shall  see. 

And  walk  with  me  in  white  : 
When  in  judgment  I  appear. 
They  for  mine  shall  be  confessed  ; 
Let  my  faithful  servants  hear. 
And  woe  be  to  the  rest/'  24 

XXIL     [Bk.  II.  viiL] 
PRAYER  FOR  A  BLESSING 

Bestow,  dear  Lord,  upon  our  youth 

The  gift  of  saving  grace ; 
And  let  the  seed  of  sacred  truth 

Fall  in  a  fruitful  place. 

Grace  is  a  plant,  where'er  it  grows. 

Of  pure  and  heaV'nly  root ; 
But  fairest  in  the  youngest  shews. 

And  yields  the  sweetest  fruit,  8 

Ye  carelegs  ones.  Oh  hear  betimes 

The  voice  of  sovereign  love ! 
Your  youth  is  stain'd  with  many  crimes, 

But  mercy  reigns  above. 

True,  you  are  yoimg,  but  there's  la,  stone 

Within  the  youngest  breast ; 
Or  half  the  crimes  which  you  have  done 

Would  rob  you  of  your  rest.  16 

For  you  the  public  pray'r  is  made, 

Oh  join  the  public  pray'r ! 
For  you  the  secret  tear  is  shed. 

Oh  shed  yourselves  a  tear ! 

We  pray  that  you  may  early  prove 

The  St)irit's  power  to  teach ; 
You  cannot  be  too  young  to  love 

That  Jesus  whom  we  preach.  24 

XXII-XXIV  are  umJer  the  general  heading,  **  Hymns  before 
annual  sermons  to  younfir  people  on  new-years'  evenings." 
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XXIII.     [BK.ii.xi.] 
PLEADING  FOR  AND  WITH  YOUTH 

Sin  has  undone  onr  wretched  race, 

But  Jesus  has  restored 
And  brought  the  sinner  face  to  face 

With  his  forgiving  Lord. 

This  we  repeat  from  year  to  year, 

And  press  upon  our  youth ; 
Lord,  give  them  an  attentive  ear, 

Lord,  save  them  by  thy  truth.  8 

Blessings  upon  the  rising  race  ! 

Make  this  an  happy  hour, 
According  to  thy  richest  grace. 

And  thine  almighty  pow'r. 

We  feel  for  your  unhappy  state, 

(May  you  regard  it  too) 
And  would  awhile  ourselves  forget. 

To  poiir  out  prayer  for  you.  16 

We  see,  tho'  you  perceive  it  not, 
Th'  approaching,  awful  doom ; 

O  tremble  at  the  solemn  thought, 
And  flee  the  wrath  to  come ! 

Dear  Saviour,  let  this  new-bom  year 

Spread  an  alarm  abroad ; 
And  cry,  in  ev'ry  careless  ear, 

' '  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  ! "  24 

XXIV.    [BK.ii.xii.] 

PRAYER  FOR  CHILDREN 

Gracious  Lord,  our  children  see, 

By  thy  mercy  we  are  free ; 

But  shall  these,  alas !  remain 

Subjects  still  of  Satan's  reign? 

Israel's  young  ones,  when  of  old 

Pharaoh  threatened  to  withhold  \ 

Then  thy  messenger  said,  ''  No ; 

Let  the  children  also  go."  8 

When  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
Drawing  forth  his  dreadful  sword, 
Slew,  with  an  avenging  hand, 
All  the  first-bom  of  the  land'' : 
>  Exod.  X.  9.  2  Exod.  xii.  12. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


OLNEY  HYMNS  449 

Then  thy  people's  doors  he  pass'd, 
Where  the  bloody  sign  was  plac'd ; 
Hear  us,  now,  upon  our  knees 
Plead  the  blood  of  Christ  for  these !  .    16 

Lord,  we  tremble,  for  we  know 
How  the  fierce  malicious  foe, 
Wheeling  roimd  hia  watchful  flight, 
Keeps  them  ever  in  his  sight : 
^read  thy  pinions,  King  of  kings  I 
Hide  them  safe  beneath  thy  wings ; . 
Lest  the  rav'nous  bird  of  prey 
Stoop,  and  bear  the  brood  away.  24 


XXV.     [Bk.  II,  xxxviii.] 
JEHOVAH-JESUS 

My  song  shall  bless  the  Lord  of  all, 
My  praise  shall  climb  to  his  abode ; 
Thee,  Saviour,  by  that  name  I  call, 
The  great  Supreme,  the  mighty  God. 

Without  beginning,  or  decline. 

Object  of  faith,  and  not  of  sense ; 

Eternal  ages  saw  him  shine, 

Bfe  shines  eternal  ages  hence.  S 

As  much,  when  in  the  manger  laid, 
Almighty  ruler  of  the  sky ; 
As  when  the  six  days'  works  he  made 
Fiird  all  the  morning-stars  with  joy. 

Of  all  the  crowns  Jehovah  bears. 
Salvation  is  his  dearest  claim ; 
That  gracious  sound  well-pleas'd  he  hears, 
And  owns  Emmanuel  for  his  name.  16 

A  cheerful  confidence  I  feel, 
My  well-plac'd  hop^  with  joy  I  see ; 
My  bosom  glows  with  heav'nly  zeal, 
To  worship  him  who  died  for  me. 

As  man,  he  pities  my  complaint. 
His  i)ow*r  and  truth  are  all  divine  ; 
He  will  not  fail,  he  cannot  faint, 
Salvation's  sure,  and  must  be  mine.  24 

11  works]  work  kUer  fiditiom. 
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XXVI.    [Bk.  II.  xliv.] 

ON  OPENING.A  PLACE  FOR  SOCIAL  PRAYER 

Jesus,  wllere'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
WTiere'er  they  seek  thee  thou  art  found, 
And  ev'ry  place  is  haUow'd  ground. 

For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 

Inhabit^t  the  humble  mind ; 

Such  ever  bring  thee,  where  they  come, 

And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home.  8 

Dear  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few ! 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 
Here,  to  our  waiting  hearts,  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

Here  may  we  prove  the  pow'r  of  pray'r, 

To  strengthen  faith,  and  sweeten  care ; 

To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise. 

And  bring  all  heav'n  before  our  eyes.  16 

Behold!  at  thy  conmoianding  word, 
We  stretch  the  curtain  and  the  cord* ; 
Come  thou,  and  fill  this  wider  space. 
And  help  us  with  a  large  encrease. 

Lord,  we  are  few,  but  thou  art  near ; 
Nor  short  thine  arm,  nor  deaf  thine  ear ; 
Oh  rend  the  heav'ns,  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  thine  own  I       24 

XXVIL    [Bk.ii.  liii.] 
WELCOME  TO  THE  TABLE 

This  is  the  feast  of  heav'nly  wine. 

And  Gk>D  invites  to  sup ; 
The  juices  of  the  living  vine 

Were  press'd,  to  fill  the  cup. 

Oh,  bless  the  Saviour,  ye  that  eat. 

With  royal  dainties  fed ; 
Not  heaven  affords  a  costlier  treat, 

For  Jesus  is  the  bread !  8 

The  vile,  the  lost,  he  calls  to  them, 

Ye  trembling  souls  appear ! 
The  righteous,  in  their  own  esteem, 

Have  no  acceptance  here. 

1  Isa.  liv.  2. 
20  help]  bless  later  edUi<m9, 
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Approach  ye  poor,  nor  dare  refuse 

The  banquet  spread  for  you ; 
Dear  Saviour,  this  is  welcome  news, 

Then  I  may  venture  too.  16 

If  guilt  and  sin  afford  a  plea, 

And  may  obtain  a  place ; 
Surely  the  Loud  will  welcome  me, 

And  I  shall  see  his  face  I 

XXVIIL    [Bk.il  Iv.] 
JESUS  HASTma  TO  SUFFER 

The  Saviour !  what  a  noble  flame 

Was  kindled  in  his  breast, 
When  hasting  to  Jerusalem 

He  march'd  before  the  rest  I 

GkK)d-will  to  men,  and  zeal  for  God, 

His  ev'ry  thought  engross ; 
He  longs  to  be  Imptiz'd  with  blood  i, 

He  pants  to  reach  the  cross.  8 

With  all  his  sufferings  full  in  view, 

And  woes,  to  us  unknown, 
Forth  to  the  task  his  spirit  flew, 

'Twas  love  that  urg'd  him  on. 

Lord,  we  return  thee  what  we  can ! 

Our  hearts  shall  sound  abroad 
Salvation,  to  the  dying  Man, 

And  to  the  rising  God  !  16 

And  while  thy  bleeding  glories  here 

Engage  our  wond'ring  eyes ; 
We  learn  our  lighter  cross  to  bear, 

And  hasten  to  the  skies. 

XXIX.  [Bk.ii.1x.] 
EXHORTATION  TO  PRAYER 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who- that  knows  the  worth  of  pray'r. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 
Pray'r  makes  the  dark'ned  cloud  withdraw, 
Pray'r  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love. 
Brings  ev'ry  blessing  from  above.  8 

1  Luke  xii»  50. 
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Restraining  pray'r,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Pray 'r  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles,  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

While  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 

Success  was  found  on  IsraeFs  side  * ; 

But  when  thro'  weariness  they  fail'd, 

That  moment  Amalek  prevail'd.  16 

Have  you  no  words !  Ah,  think  again. 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain ; 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent^ 

To  heav'n  in  supplication  sent ; 

Your  cheerful  song  would  oft'ner  be, 

*  *  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me ! "      24 


XXX.    [Bk.  II.  kii.] 
THE  LIGHT  AND  GLORY  OF  THE  WORD 

The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word. 

And  brings  the  truth  to  sight ; 
Precepts  and  promises  afford 

A  sanctifying  light. 

A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

Majestic  like  the  sun ; 
It  gives  a  light  to  ev'ry  age. 

It  gives,  but  borrows  none.  8 

The  hand  that  gave  it,  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise. 

They  rise,  but  never  set. 

Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine! 

For  such  a  bright  display. 
As  makes  a  world  of  d£u*kness  shine 

With  beams  of  heav'nly  day.  16 

My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love ; 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 

1  Exod.  xvii.  11. 
XXX— 19  breaks]  break  Southey, 
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XXXI.  [Bk.  il  Ixxiii.] 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  MINISTER 

His  Master  taken  from  his  head, 

Elisha  saw  him  go ; 
And,  in  desponding  accents  said, 

'* Ah,  what  must  Israel  do?" 

But  he  forgot  the  L&rd,  who  lifts 

The  beggar  to  the  throne ; 
Nor  knew,  that  all  Elijah's  gifts 

Would  soon  be  made  his  own.  8 

What  I  when  a  Paul  has  run  his  course, 

Or  when  Apollos  dies ; 
Is  Israel  left  without  resource? 

And  have  we  no  supplies  ? 

Yes,  while  the  dear  Redeemer  lives, 

We  have  a  boimdless  store ; 
And  shajl  be  fed  with  what  he  gives. 

Who  lives  for  evermore.  16 

XXXII.  [BK.iii.viii.] 

THE  SHINING  LIGHT 

My  former  hopes  are  fled. 
My  terror  now  begins ; 
I  feel, alas!  that  I  am  dead 
In  trespasses  and  sins. 

Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  ? 

I  hear  the  thunder  roar ; 

The  law  |»xxilaims  destruction  nigh, 

And  vengeance  at  the  door.  8 

When  I  review  my  ways, 
I  dread  impending  doom ; 
But  sure,  a  friendly  whisper  says, 
*^  Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come.'' 

I  see,  or  think  I  see, 

A  glimmering  from  afar ; 

A  beam  of  day  that  shines  for  me. 

To  save  me  from  despair.  16 

Fore-runner  of  the  sun  *, 
It  marks  the  Pilgrim's  way ; 
I'll  gaze  upon  it  while  I  run 
And  watch  the  rising  day. 

1  pH^  cxxx.  6. 
XXXI-8  Should  A,  XXXII-l  fled]  dead  1779. 
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XXXIII.    [BK.III.X.] 
THE  WAITING  SOUL 

Breathe  from  the  gentle  South,  O  Lord, 
And  cheer  me  from  the  North ; 

Blow  on  the  treasures  of  thy  word, 
And  call  the  €^ces  forth ! 

I  wish,  thou  know\t,  to  be  resigned, 

And  wait  with  patient  hope ; 
But  hope  delayed  fatigues  the  mind, 

And  drinks  the  spirit  up.  8 

Help  me  to  reach  the  distant  goal, 

Confirm  my  feeble  knee ; 
Pity  the  sickness  of  a  soul 

That  faints  for  love  of  thee. 

Cold  as  I  feel  this  heart  of  mine, 

Yet  since  Ifeel  it  so — 
It  yields  some  hope  of  life  divine 

Within,  however  low.  16 

I  seem  forsaken  and  alone, 

I  hear  the  lion  roar ; 
And  ev'ry  door  is  shut  but  one, 

And  that  is  mercy's  door. 

There,  till  the  dear  Deliv'rer  come, 

I'll  wait  with  humble  pray'r ; 
And  when  he  calls  his  exile  home, 

The  Lord  shall  find  me  there.  24 


XXXIV.    [Bk.  iiLxiii.] 
SEEKING  THE  BELOVED 

To  those  who  know  the  Lord  I  si)eak, 

Is  my  beloved  near  ? 
The  bridegroom  of  my  soul  I  seek, 

Oh !  when  will  he  appear ! 

Tho'  once  a  man  of  grief  and  shame, 

Yet  now  he  fills  a  throne ; 
And  bears  the  greatest,  sweetest  name. 

That  earth  or  heav'n  have  known. 

Grace  flies  before,  and  love  attends 
His  steps  where'er  he  goes ; 

Tho'  none  can  see  him  but  his  friends. 
And  they  were  once  his  foes. 
24  me]  him  first  in  1787, 
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He  speaks— obedient  to  his  call 

Our  warm  affections  move ; 
Did  he  but  shine  alike  on  all, 

Then  all  alike  would  love.  16 

Then  love  in  ev'ry  heart  would  reign, 

And  war  would  cease  to  roar ; 
And  cruel,  and  blood-thirsty  men. 

Would  thirst  for  blood  no  more. 

Such  Jesus  is,  and  such  his  grace, 

Oh  may  he  shine  on  you*  I 
And  tell  him,  when  you  see  his  face, 

I  long  to  see  him  too.  24 

XXXV.    [Bk.  iiLxv.] 
LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

Ajid  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never  failing  skill ; 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sovereign  will.  8 

Ye  fearful  saints  fresh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dr^id 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  him  for  his  ^ce ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence, 

He  hides  a  smiling  face.  16 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 

Unfolding  ev'ry  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste. 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err  % 

And  scan  his  work  in  vain ; 
Gk)D  is  his  own  interpreter, 

And  he  will  make  it  plain.  24 

1  Song  of  Sol.  V.  a  2  John  xiii.  7. 

XXXV— 20  sweet  will  be]  wait  to  smell  MS,  quoted  by 

J,  E,  B,  Mayor, 
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XXXVI.    [Bk.  III.  xvi.] 

WiELCOME  CROSS 

'Tis  my  happiness  below 

Not  to  live  without  the  cross ; 

But  the  Saviour's  ix)w'r  to  know, 

Sanctifying  ev'ry  loss : 

Trials  must  and  will  befall  ; 

But  with  humble  faith  to  see 

Love  inscribed  ui)on  them  all, 

This  is  happiness  to  me.  8 

Gk)D,-  in  Israel,  sows  the  seeds 

Of  affliction,  pain,  and  toil ; 

These  spring  up,  and  choke  the  weeds 

Which  would  else  overspread  the  soil : 

Trials  make  the  promise  sweet. 

Trials  give  new  life  to  pray'r ; 

Trials, bring  me  to  his  feet, 

Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there.  16 

Did  I  meet  no  trials  here. 

No  chastisement  by  the  way ; 

Might  I  not,  with  reason^  fear 

I  should  prove  a  cast-away  ? 

Bastards  may  escape  the  rod  \ 

Stmk  in  earthly,  vain  delight ; 

But  the  true-bom  child  of  Gk)d, 

Must  not,  would  hot,  if  he  might.  24 

XXXVIL    [Bk.  iiL  xvii.] 
AFFLICTIONS  SANCTIFIED  BY  THE  WORD 

0  HOW  I  love  thy  holy  word, 
Thy  gracious  covenant,  O  Lord  ! 
It  guides  me  in  the  x)eaceful  way, 

1  think  uxx>n  it  all  the  day. 

What  are  the  mines  of  shining  wealth. 
The  strength  of  youth,  the  bloom  of  health ! 
What  are  all  joys  compared  with  those 
Thine  everlasting  word  bestows  I  8 

Long  unafflicted,  undismayed. 
In  pleasure's  path  secure  I  stray'd ; 
Thou  mad'st  me  feel  thy  chastening  rod  % 
And  strait  I  tum'd  unto  my  God. 

1  Heb.  xii.  a  ^Vs,  cxix.  71. 

15  brinsr  me  to]  lay  me  at  MS.  quoted  by  J,  E.  B.  Mayor. 
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What  though  it  pierced  my  fainting  heart, 
I  bless  thine  hand  that  caus'd  the  smart ; 
It  taught  my  tears  awhile  to  flow, 
But  sav^d  me  from  eternal  woe.  16 

Oh  I  hadst  thou  left  me  unehastiz'd. 
Thy  precept  I  had  still  despised ; 
And  still  iSie  snare  in  secret  laid, 
Had  my  unwary  feet  betray'd. 

I  love  thee  therefore  O  my  God, 

And  breathe  towards  thy  dear  abode ; 

Where  in  thy  presence  fully  blest, 

Thy  chosen  samts  for  ever  rest.  24 

XXXVIII.    [Bk.  m.  xviii.] 

TEMPTATION 

The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high. 

Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky ; 

Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call. 

My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 

O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 

And  guide  and  guard  me  thro^  the  storm ; 

Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill. 

Control  the  waves,  say,  *'  Peace,  be  still.''       8 

Amidst  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
My  soul  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee ; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care, 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

Dangers  of  ev'ry  shape  and  name 

Attend  the  followers  of  the  Lamb, 

Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  shore, 

And  leave  it  to  return  no  more.  16 

Tho'  tempest-toss'd  and  half  a  wreck, 
My  Saviotir  thro'  the  floods  I  seek ; 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main, 
Force  back  my  shatter'd  bark  again. 

XXXIX.    [Bk.  III.  xix.] 

LOOKING  UPWARDS  IN  A  STORM 

Gk)D  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  call, 
Afflicted  at  thy  feet  I  fall* ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail  I 

1  Ps.  Ixix.  15. 
XXXVII-18  precepts  Southey. 
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Friend  of  the  friendless,  and  the  faint ! 
Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint  ? 
Where  but  with  thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  'poor !  8 

Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  thee. 
And  thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 
Does  not  the  word  still  fix'd  remain. 
That  none  shall  seek  thy  face  in  vain? 

That  were  a  grief  I  could  not  bear. 
Didst  thou  not  hear  and  answer  prayer ; 
But  a  pray'r-hearing,  answering  God, 
Supix)rts  me  under  ev'ry  load.  16 

Fair  is  the  lot  that's  cast  for  me ! 
I  have  an  advocate  with  thee ; 
They  whom  the  world  caresses  most, 
Have  no  such  privilege  to  boast. 

Poor  tho'  I  am,  despis'd,  forgot ', 

Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 

And  he  is  safe  and  must  succeed, 

For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  {dead.       24 

XL,    [Bk.  III.  XX.] 

THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  SHADOW  OF  DEATH 

My  soul  is  sad  and  much  dismayed ; 
See,  Lord,  what  legions  of  my  foes, 
With  fierce  Apollyon  at  their  head. 
My  heav'nly  pilgrimage  oppose ! 

See,  from  the  ever-burning  lake 

How  like  a  smoky  cloud  they  rise ! 

With  horrid  blasts  my  soul  they  shake, 

With  storms  of  blasphemies  and  lies.  8 

Their  fiery  arrows  reach  the  mark ', 
My  throbbing  heart  with  anguish  tear ; 
Each  lights  ui)on  a  kindred  spark. 
And  finds  abundant  fuel  there. 

I  hate  the  thought  that  wrongs  the  Lord  ; 

Oh,  I  would  drive  it  from  my  breast. 

With  thy  own  sharp  two-edged  sword. 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west.  16 

Come  then,  and  chase  the  cruel  host, 
Heal  the  deep  wounds  I  have  received  I 
Nor  let  the  powers  of  darkness  boast 
That  I  am  foil'd,  and  thou  art  griev'd ! 
1  Ps.  xL  17.  8  Eph.  vi.  16. 
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XLI.     [Bk.  m.  xxiii.] 

PEACE  AFTER  A  STORM 

When  darkness  long  has  veil'd  my  mind, 
And  smiling  day  once  more  appears ; 
Then,  my  Biddeemer,  then  I  find 
The  folly  of  my  doubts  and  fears. 

Strait  I  upbraid  my  wandering  heart, 

And  blush  that  I  should  ever  be 

Thus  prone  to  act  so  base  a  i)art, 

Or  harbour  one  hard  thought  of  thee  I  8 

Oh !  let  me  then  at  length  be  taught 
What  I  am  still  so  slow  to  learn ; 
That  God  is  love  and  changes  not, 
Nor  knows  the  shadow  of  a  turn : 

Sweet  truth,  and  easy  to  repeat ! 

But  when  my  faith  is  sharply  try'd, 

I  find  myself  a  learner  yet, 

Unskilful,  weak,  and  apt  to  slide.  16 

But,  O  my  Lord,  one  look  from  thee 
Subdues  the  disobedient  will ; 
Drives  doubt  and  discontent  away, 
And  thy  rebellious  worm  is  still. 

Thou  art  as  ready  to  forgive, 

As  I  am  ready  to  repine ; 

Thou,  therefore,  all  the  praise  receive, 

Be  shame,  and  self -abhorrence,  mine.  24 

XLII.     [Bk.  III.  xxiy.] 

MOURNING  AND  LONGING 

The  Saviour  hides  his  face ! 
My  spirit  thirsts  to  prove 
Renewed  supplieb  of  pard'ning  grace. 
And  never-fading  love. 

The  favor'd  souls  who  know 
What  glories  shine  in  him, 
Pant  for  his  presence,  as  the  roe 
Pants  for  me  living  stream !  8 

What  trifles  tease  me  now ! 

They  swarm  like  summer  files,  J. 

They  cleave  to  ev'ry  thing  I  do,^ - 

And  swim  before  my  eyes. 
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How  dull  the  sabbath  day, 
Wiljiout  the  sabbath's  Lord  I 
How  toilsome  then  to  smg  and  pray, 
And  wait  upon  the  word !  16 

Of  all  the  truths  I  hear 
How  few  delight  my  taste ! 
I  glean  a  berry  here  and  there, 
But  mourn  the  vintage  past. 

Yet  let  me  (as  I  ought) 
Still  hope  to  be  supply'd ; 
No  pleasure  else  is  wortii  a  thought, 
Nor  shall  I  be  deny'd.  24 

Tho'  I  am  but  a  worm, 
Unworthy  of  his  care ; 
The  Lord  will  my  desire  perform, 
And  grant  me  all  my  pray'r. 

XLIIL    [Bk.  III.  xxvi.] 
SELFACQUAINTANCE 

Dear  Lord,  accept  a  sinful  heart, 

Which  of  itself  complains 
And  mourns,  with  much  and  frequent  smart. 

The  evil  it  contains. 

There  fiery  seeds  of  anger  Im'k, 

Which  often  hurt  my  frame ; 
And  wait  but  for  the  tempter's  work, 

To  fan  them  to  a  flame.  8 

Legality  holds  out  a  bribe 

To  purchase  life  from  tiiee ; 
And  discontent  would  fain  prescribe 

How  thou  shalt  deal  with  me. 

While  unbelief  withstands  thy  grace, 

And  puts  the  mercy  by ; 
Presumption,  with  a  brow  of  brass, 

Says,  **  Give  me,  or  I  die."  16 

How  eager  are  my  thoughts  to  roam 

In  quest  of  what  they  love ! 
But  ah  I  when  duty  calls  them  home, 

How  heavily  they  move  I 

Oh,  cleanse  me  in  a  Saviotir's  blood. 

Transform  me  by  thy  pow'r. 
And  make  me  thy  belov'd  abode. 

And  let  me  rove  no  more.  24 

XLIII— 24  rove]  roam  Southep. 
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XLIV.     [Bk.  III.  xxviii.] 

PRAYER  FOR  PATIENCE 

Lord,  who  hast  suffered  all  for  me, 
My  peace  and  pardon  to  procure ; 
The  lighter  cross  I  bear  for  thee 
Help  me  with  patience  to  endure. 

The  storm  of  loud  repining  hush, 

I  would  in  humble  silence  mourn ; 

Why  shoidd  th'  unbumt,  tho'  burning  bush, 

Be  angry  as  the  crackling  thorn  ?  8 

Man  should  not  faint  at  thy  rebuke, 
like  Joshua  falling  on  his  face ', 
When  the  curst  thing  that  Achan  took, 
Brought  Israel  into  just  disgrace. 

Perhaps  some  golden  wedge  suppressed. 

Some  secret  sin  off^ids  my  Qod  ; 

Perhaps  that  Babylonish  vest 

Self -righteousness,  provokes  the  rod*  16 

Ah !  were  I  buffeted  all  day, 

Mock'd,  crown'd  with  thorns,  and  spit  upon, 

I  yet  should  have  no  right  to  say, 

My  great  distress  is  mine  alone. 

Let  me  not  angrily  declare 

No  pain  was  ever  sharp  like  mine ; 

Nor  murmur  at  the  cross  I  bear. 

But  rather  weep,  remembering  thine.  24 


XLV.    [Bk.  III.  xxix.] 
SUBMISSION 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil. 

And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  thy  will, 

And  make  thy  pleasure  mine. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  thy  command, 
Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 

Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  thee ; 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld, 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

^  Joshua  vii.  10,  11. 
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Thy  favor,  all  my  journey  thro\ 

Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 

'Tis  better  still  to  want.  16 

Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way,  / 

Shall  I  resist  them  both  ? 
A  'poor  blind  creature  of  a  day. 

And  crush'd  before  the  moth ! 

But  ah  I  my  inward  spirit  cries, 

Still  bind  me  to  thy  sway; 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  vails  my  skies, 

Drives  all  these  thoughts  away.  24 


XLVI.    [Bk.  ul  xliv.] 
THE  HAPPY  CHANGE 

How  blest  thy  creature  is,  O  God, 

When  with  a  single  eye, 
He  views  the  lustre  of  thy  word. 

The  day-spring  from  on  high ! 

Thro'  all  the  storms  that  veil  the  skies, 

And  frown  on  earthly  things ; 
The  Sun  of  righteousness  he  eyes. 

With  healing  on  his  wings.  8 

Struck  by  that  light,  the  human  heart  *, 

A  barren  soil  no  more ; 
Sends  the  sweet  smell  of  grace  abroad, 

Where  serpents  lurk'd  before. 

The  soul,  a  dreary  province  once 

Of  Satan's  dark  domain ; 
Feels  a  new  empire  form'd  within. 

And  owns  a  heav'nly  reign.  16 

The  glorious  orb,  whose  golden  beams 

The  fruitful  year  control ; 
Since  first,  obedient  to  thy  word, 

He  started  from  the  goal ; 

Has  cheer'd  the  nations,  with  the  joys 

His  orient  rays  impart ; 
But  Jesus,  'tis  thy  light  alone. 
Can  shine  upon  the  heart.  24 

^  Isa.  XXXV.  7. 
XLV-23  my]  the/rti  in  18?9. 
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XLVII.    [Bk.  III.  xlv.] 
RETIREMENT 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee, 

From  strife  and  tumult  far; 
From  scenes,  where  Satan  wages  still 

His  most  successful  war. 

The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 

With  pray'r  and  praise  agree ; 
And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made, 

For  those  who  follow  thee.  8 

There  if  thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 

And  grace  her  mean  abode ; 
Oh  wi^  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 

She  communes  with  her  God  ! 

There  like  the  nightingale  she  pours 

Her  solitary  lays ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song. 

Nor  thirsts  for  himian  praise.  16 

Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life. 

Sweet  source  of  light  divine ; 
And  (all  harmonious  names  in  one) 

My  Saviour ;  thou  art  mine ! 

What  thanks  I  owe  thee,  and  what  love 

A  boundless,  endless  store ; 
Shall  echo  thro'  the  realms  above, 

When  time  shall  be  no  more.  24 

XLVIII.     [Bk.  hi.  xlvii.] 
THE  HEDDEN  LIFE 

To  tell  the  Saviour  all  my  wants, 

How  pleasing  is  the  task ! 
Nor  less  to  praise  him  when  he  grants 

Beyond  what  I  can  ask. 

My  lab'ring  spirit  vainly  seeks 

To  tell  but  half  the  joy ; 
With  how  much  tenderness  he  speaks. 

And  helps  me  to  reply.  8 

Nor  were  it  wise,  nor  should  I  choose 

Such  secrets  to  declare ; 
like  precious  wines  their  ta«te  they  lose 

Exposed  to  open  air. 
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But  this  with  boldness  I  proclaim, 

Nor  care  if  thousands  hear ; 
Sweet  is  the  ointment  of  his  name, 

Not  life  is  half  so  dear.  16 

And  can  you  frown,  my  former  friends, 

Who  knew  what  once  I  was ; 
And  blame  the  song  that  thus  commends 

The  man  who  bore  the  cross? 

Trust  me,  I  draw  the  likeness  true, 

And  not  as  fancy  paints ; 
Such  honour  may  he  give  to  you. 

For  such  have  all  his  saints.  24 

XLIX.    [Bk.  in.  xlviii.] 
JOY  AND  PEACE  IN  BELIEVING 

Sometimes  a  light  surprizes 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  his  wings : 
When  comf  orte  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining 

To  cheer  it  after  rain.  8 

In  holy  contemplation. 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  Gk)D's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  say. 
E'en  let  tii'  unlmown  to-morrow ', 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may.  16 

It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  he  will  bear  us  thro' ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

WiU  clothe  his  people  too : 
Beneath  the  spreai^bag  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens, 

Will  give  his  children  bread.  24 

Though  vine,  nor  fig-tree  ndther*. 
Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 
Tho^  all  the  fields  should  wither. 
Nor  flocks,  nor  herds,  be  there : 
1  Matt,  vi  34.  2  Hab.  iii.  17,  la 

25  Though]  The  1779.     26  should!  shall  later  editims,     27  fields] 
Held  Jh-at  in  1787, 
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Yet  Gk)D  the  same  abiding, 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice.  32 

L.     [Bk.  ni.  xlix.] 
TRUE  PLEASURES 

Lord,  my  soul  with  pleasure  springs. 

When  Jesus'  name  I  hear ; 
And  when  God  the  Spirit  brings 

The  word  of  promise  near : 
Beauties  too,  in  holiness, 
Still  delighted  I  perceive ; 
Nor  have  words  that  can  express 
The  joys  thy  precepts  give.  8 

Clothed  in  sanctity  and  grace, 

How  sweet  it  is  to  see 
Those  who  love  thee  as  they  pass, 

Or  when  they  wait  on  thee : 
Pleasant  too,  to  sit  and  tell 
What  we  owe  to  love  divinie ; 
Till  our  grateful  bosoms  swell, 
And  eyes  begin  to  shine.  16 

Those  the  comforts  I  possess. 
Which  God  shall  still  increase ' ; 

All  his  ways  are  pleasantness, 
And  all  his  x>aths  are  i)eace : 

Nothing  Jesus  did  or  spoke, 

Henceforth  let  me  ever  slight ; 

For  I  love  his  easy  yoke', 

And  find  his  burden  light.  24 

LL    [Bk.  III.  1.] 

THE  CHRISTIAN 

Honour  and  happiness  imite 
To  make  the  Clmstian's  name  a  praise ; 
How  fair  the  scene,  how  clear  the  light. 
That  fills  the  remnant  of  his  days  I 

A  kingly  character  he  bears. 

No  change  his  priestly  office  knows ; 

Unfading  is  the  crown  he  wears, 

His  joys  can  never  reach  a  close.  8 

1  Prov.  iii.  17.  ^  Matt.  xi.  30. 
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Adorned  with  glory  from  on  high, 
Salvation  shines  upon  his  face ; 
His  robe  is  of  th*  etherial  dye, 
His  steps  are  dignity  and  grace. 

Inferior  honours  he  disdains, 

Nor  stoops  to  take  applause  from  earth ; 

The  King  of  kings  himself,  maintains 

Th'  expenses  of  his  heav'nly  birth.  16 

The  noblest  creature  seen  below. 
Ordained  to  fill  a  throne  above ; 
God  gives  him  all  he  can  bestow, 
His  Mngdom  of  eternal  love ! 

My  soul  is  ravish'd  at  the  thought ! 
Methinks  from  earth  I  see  him  rise ; 
Angels  congratulate  his  lot, 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies !         24 


LIL    [Bk.  nL  li.] 
LIVELY  HOPE,  AND  GRACIOUS  FEAR 

I  WAS  a  groveling  creature  once. 

And  basely  cleav'd  to  earth ; 
I  wanted  spirit  to  renounce 

The  clod  that  gave  me  birth. 

But  God  has  breath'd  upon  a  worm. 

And  sent  me,  from  above. 
Wings,  such  as  clothe  an  angeVs  form. 

The  wings  of  joy  and  love.  8 

With  these  to  Pisgah's  top  I  fly, 

And  there  delighted  stand ; 
To  view,  beneath  a  shining  sky. 

The  spacious  promised  land. 

The  Lord  of  all  the  vast  domain. 

Has  promised  it  to  me ; 
The  length  and  breadth  of  all  the  plain, 

As  far  as  faith  can  see.  16 

How  glorious  is  my  privilege ! 

To  thee  for  help  I  call ; 
I  stand  upon  a  mountain's  edge. 

Oh  save  me,  lest  I  fall ! 

Tho'  much  exalted  in  the  Lord, 

My  strength  is  not  my  own  ; 
Then  let  me  tremble  at  his  word. 

And  none  shall  cast  me  down.  24 
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LIII.    [Bk.  III.  Ivii.] 
FOR  THE  POOR 

When  Hagar  found  the  bottle  spent  \ 

And  wept  o'er  Ishmael ; 
A  message  from  the  Lord  was  sent 

To  guide  her  to  a  well. 

Should  not  Elijah's  cake  and  cruse* 

Convince  us  at  this  day, 
A  gracious  God  will  not  refuse 

Provisions  by  the  way  ?  8 

His  saints  and  servants  shall  be  fed, 

The  promise  is  secure  ; 
"•  Bread  shall  be  giv'n  them,"  he  has  said, 

'•'•  Their  water  shall  be  sure  ^" 

R^pajsts  far  richer  they  shall  prove. 

Than  all  earth's  dainties  are ; 
'Tis  sweet  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love, 

Tho'  in  the  meanest  fare.  16 

To  Jesus  then  your  trouble  bring. 

Nor  murmur  at  your  lot ; 
While  you  are  poor,  and  he  is  King, 

You  shall  not  be  foi^ot. 


LIV.    [Bk.  III.  Ixi.] 

MY  SOUL  THIRSTETH  FOR  GOD 

I  THIRST,  but  not  as  once  I  did. 
The  vain  delights  of  earth  to  share ; 
Thy  wounds,  Emmanuel,  all  forbid, 
That  I  should  seek  my  pleasures  there. 

It  was  the  sight  of  thy  dear  cross, 

FiTBt  wean'd  my  soul  from  earthly  things ; 

And  taught  me  to  esteem  as  dross. 

The  mirth  of  fools  and  pomp  of  kings.  8 

I  want  that  grace  that  springs  from  thee. 
That  qidckens  all  things  where  it  flows ; 
And  makes  a  wretched  thorn,  like  me, 
Bloom  as  the  myrtle,  or  the  rose. 

*  Gen.  xxi.  J9.  *  1  Kings  xvii.  14.  ^  Isa.  xxxiii.  16. 

LIII— 3  A  message  from]  An  angel  of  ^.  8  provision  A, 

11  he  has  1779, 1781,  ^4. :  as  he  later  edd,  13  Repasts]  Delights 
A,       17  troubles  A,        19  While . . .  and]  Supply  is  sure  while  A . 
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Dear  fountain  of  delight  unknown ! 

No  longer  sink  below  the  brim ; 

But  overflow,  and  pour  me  down 

A  living,  and  life-giving  stream !  16 

For  sure,  of  all  the  plants  that  share 
The  notice  of  thy  Father's  eye ; 
None  proves  less  grateful  to  his  care, 
Or  yields  him  meaner  fruit  than  I. 

LV.    [Bk.  III.  Ixii.] 
LOVE  CONSTRAINING  TO  OBEDIENCE 
No  strength  of  Nature  can  suffice 

To  serve  the  Lord  aright : 
And  what  she  has,  she  misapplies. 
For  want  of  clearer  light. 

How  long  beneath  the  law  I  lay 

In  bondage  and  distress ! 
I  toird  the  precept  to  obey, 

But  toil'd  without  success.  8 

Then  to  abstain  from  outward  sin 

Was  more  than  I  could  do ; 
Now,  if  I  feel  its  pow'r  within, 

I  feel  I  hate  it  too. 

Then  all  my  servile  works  were  done 

A  righteousness  to  raise ; 
Now,  freely  chosen  in  the  Son, 

I  freely  choose  his  ways.  16 

What  shall  I  do,  was  then  the  word. 

That  I  may  worthier  grow  ? 
What  shall  I  render  to  the  Lord  ? 

Is  my  enquiry  now. 

To  see  the  Law  by  Christ  fulfiird. 
And  hear  his  pardoning  voice ; 

Changes  a  slave  into  a  child  \ 
And  duty  into  choice.  24 

LVL    [Bk.  III.  Ixiii.] 
THE  HEART  HEALED  AND 
CHANGED  BY  MERCY 
Sin  enslav'd  me  many  years, 

And  led  me  bound  and  blind ; 
Till  at  length  a  thousand  fears 
Came  swarming  o'er  my  mind.* 

1  Rom.  iii.  31. 
LV-2  the  om,  1779. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


OLNEY  HYMNS  46^^ 

Where,  I  said  in  deep  distress, 

Will  these  sinful  pleasures  end  ? 

How  shall  I  secure  my  peace, 

And  make  the  Lord  my  friend  ?  8 

Friends  and  ministers  said  much 

The  gospel  to  enforce ; 
But  my  blindness  still  was  such, 

I  chose  a  legal  course : 
Much  I  fasted,  watch'd  and  strove, 
Scarce  would  shew  my  face  abroad, 
Feared,  almost,  to  speak  or  move, 
A  stranger  still  to  God.  16 

Thus  afraid  to  trust  his  grace. 

Long  time  did  I  rebel ; 
Till,  despairing  of  my  case, 

Down  at  his  feet  I  fell : 
Then  my  stubborn  heart  he  broke, 
And  subdu'd  me  to  his  sway ; 
By  a  simple  word  he  spoke, 
"  Thy  sins  are  done  away."  .  24 

LVII.     [Bk.  III.  Ixiv.] 

HATRED  OF  SIN 

Holy  Lord  God  !  I  love  thy  truth. 
Nor  dare  thy  least  commandment  slight; 
Yet  pierc'd  by  sin,  the  serpent's  tooth, 
I  mourn  the  anguish  of  the  bite. 

But  tho'  the  i)oison  lurks  within, 

Hope  bids  me  still  with  x>atience  wait ; 

TUl  death  shall  set  me  free  from  sin, 

Free  from  the  only  thing  I  hate.  8 

Had  I  a  throne  above  the  rest, 
Where  angels  and  archangels  dwell ; 
One  sin,  imslain,  within  my  breast, 
Would  make  that  heav'n  as  dark  as  hell. 

The  prisoner,  sent  to  breathe  fresh  air. 
And  bless'd  with  liberty  again. 
Would  mourn,  were  he  condemned  to  wear 
One  link  of  all  his  fonner  chain.  16 

But  oh !  no  foe  invades  the  bliss, 
When  glory  crowns  the  Christian's  head ; 
One  view  of  Jesus  as  he  is. 
Will  strike  all  sin  for  ever  dead. 
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LVIII.     [Bk.  ni.  Ixviii.] 

THE   NEW  CONVERT 

The  uew-bom  child  of  gospel-grace, 
Like  some  fair  tree  when  summer's  nigh, 
Beneath  Emmanuel's  shining  face 
lifts  up  his  blooming  branch  on  high. 

No  fears  he  feels,  he  sees  no  foes, 

No  conflict  yet  his  faith  employs, 

Nor  has  he  learnt  to  whom  he  owes 

The  strength  and  peace  his  soul  enjoys.  8 

But  sin  soon  darts  its  cruel  sting, 
And,  comforts  sinking  day  by  day, 
What  seem'd  his  own,  a  self -fed  spring. 
Proves  but  a  brook  that  glides  away. 

When  Gideon  arm'd  his  numerous  host, 
The  Lord  soon  made  his  numbers  less ; 
And  said,  '*  lest  Israel  vainly  boast  *, 
My  arm  procured  me  this  success."  16 

Thus  will  he  bring  otir  spirits  down. 
And  draw  our  ebbing  comforts  low ; 
That  sav'd  by  grace,  but  not  our  own. 
We  may  not  claim  the  praise  we  owe. 


LIX.    [Bk.  III.  Ixix.] 
TRUE  AND  FALSE  COMFORTS 

O  God,  whose  favourable  eye 

The  sin-sick  soul  revives ;  , 
Holy  and  heav'nly  is  the  joy 

Thy  shining  presence  gives. 

Not  such  as  hjrpocrites  suppose, 

Who  with  a  graceless  heart, 
Taste  not  of  thee,  but  drii^  a  dose 

Prepared  by  Satan's  art.  8 

Litoxicating  joys  are  theirs, 
Who  while  they  boast  their  light, 

And  seem  to  soar  above  the  stars, 
Are  plunging  into  night. 

Lulled  in  a  soft  and  fatal  sleep. 

They  sin,  and  yet  rejoice ; 
Were  they  indeed  the  Saviour's  sheep,' 

Would  they  not  hear  his  voice?  16 

*  Judges  vii.  2. 
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Be  mine  the  comforts,  that  reclaim 

The  soul  from  Satan's  pow'r ; 
That  make  me  blush  for  what  I  am, 

And  hate  my  sin  the  more. 

'Tis  joy  enough,  my  All  in  All, 

At  thy  dear  feet  to  lie ; 
Thou  wilt  not  let  me  lower  fall, 

And  none  can  higher  fly.  24 

LX.    [Bk.  III.  Ixxi.] 

A  UVINa  AND  A  DEAD  FAITH 

The  Lord  receives  his  highest  praise, 
From  hiunble  minds  and  hearts  sincere ; 
While  all  the  loud  pi-of  essor  says 
Offend  the  righteous  Judge's  ear. 

To  walk  as  children  of  the  day ; 

To  mark  the  precepts'  holy  light ; 

To  wage  the  warfare,  watch  and  pray, 

Shew  who  are  pleasing  in  his  sight.  8 

Not  words  alone  it  cost  the  Lord, 
To  purchase  pardon  for  his  own ; 
Nor  will  a  soul,  by  grace  restored. 
Return  the  Saviour  words  alone. 

With  golden  bells,  the  priestly  vest*, 

And  rich  pomegranates  border'd  round, 

The  need  of  holiness  expressed, 

And  caird  for  fruit,  as  well  as  sound.  16 

Easy,  indeed,  it  were  to  reach 
A  mansion  in  the  courts  above, 
If  swelling  words,  and  fluent  speech 
Might  serve,  instead  of  faith  and  love. 

But  none  shall  gain  the  blissful  place. 

Or  Gk)D's  unclouded  glory  see ; 

Who  talks  of  free  and  sovereign  grace. 

Unless  that  grace  has  made  him  free.  24 

LXL     [Bk.  III.  Ixxii.] 
ABUSE  OF  THE  GOSPEL 

Too  many,  Lord,  abuse  thy  grace. 

In  this  licentious  day ; 
And  while  they  boast  they  see  thy  face. 

They  turn  their  own  away. 

1  Exod.  xxviii.  33. 
LX— 6  precepts  1779,       "LXI^Entitled  Antinomians  in  A, 
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Thy  Book  displays  a  gracious  light 

That  can  the  blind  restore  j 
But  these  are  dazzled  by  the  sight, 

And  blinded  still  the  more.  8 

The  pardon,  such  presume  upon, 

They  do  not  beg,  but  steal ; 
And  when  they  plead  it  at  thy  throne, 

Oh,  where 's^  the  Spirit's  seal  ? 

Was  it  for  this,  ye  lawless  tribe, 

The  dear  Redeemer  bled ; 
Is  this  the  grace  the  saints  imbibe 

From  Christ  the  living  head  ?  16 

Ah  Lord,  We  know  thy  chosen  few 

Are  fed  with  heav'nly  fare ; 
But  these,  the  wretched  husks  they  chew, 

Proclaim  them  what  they  are. 

The  liberty  our  hearts  implore 

Is  not  to  live  in  sin ; 
But  still  to  wait  at  Wisdom's  door, 

Till  Mercy  calls  us  in.  24 

LXII.     [Bk.  III.  Ixxiii.] 
THE  NARROW  WAY 

What  thousands  never  knew  the  road ! 
What  thousands  hate  it  when  'tis  known ! 
None  but  the  chosen  tribes  of  God, 
Will  seek  or  choose  it  for  their  own. 

A  thousand  ways  in  ruin  end, 

One  only  leads  to  joys  on  high ; 

By  that  my  willing  steps  ascend, 

Pleas'd  with  a  journey  to  the  sky.  8 

No  more  I  ask,  or  hope  to  find. 

Delight  or  happiness  below ; 

Sorrow  may  well  possess  the  mind 

That  feeds  where  thorns  and  thistles  grow. 

The  joy  that  fades  is  not  for  me, 

I  seek  immortal  joys  above ; 

There,  glory  without  end  shall  be 

The  bright  reward  of  faith  and  love.  16 

Cleave  to  the  world  ye  sordid  worms, 
Contented  lick  your  native  dust ; 
But  God  shall  fight,  with  all  his  storms, 
Against  the  idol  of  your  trust. 

LXI— 12  Spirit's]  Gospel  A, 
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LXIIL    [Bk.  in.  Ixxiv.J 

DEPENDANCE 

To  keep  the  lamp  alive 
With  oil  we  fill  the  bowl ; 
'Tis  water  makes  the  willow  thrive, 
And  grace  that  feeds  the  soul. 

The  Lord's  tmsparing  hand 
Supplies  the  living  stream ; 
It  is  not  at  our  own  command, 
But  still  deriv'd  from  him.  8 

Beware  of  Peter's  word  \ 
Nor  confidently  say, 
''  I  never  will  deny  thee.  Lord," 
But  **  grant  I  never  mayy 

Man's  wisdom  is  to  seek 
His  strength  in  God  alone ; 
And  e'en  an  angel  would  be  weak, 
Who  trusted  in  his  own.  16 

Retreat  beneath  his  wings, 
And  in  his  grace  confide ; 
This  more  exalts  the  King  of  kings' 
Than  all  your  works  beside. 

In  Jesus  is  om*  store, 
Grace  issues  from  lus  throne ; 
Whoever  says,  *'  I  want  no  more,'' 
Confesses  he  has  none.  24 


LXIV.    [Bk.  III.  Ixxv.] 

NOT  OF  WORKS 

Grace,  triumphant  in  the  throne. 
Scorns  a  rival,  reigns  alone ; 
Come  and  bow  beneath  her  sway. 
Cast  your  idol  works  away :  ^ 
Works  of  man,  when  made  his  plea. 
Never  shall  accepted  be ; 
Fruits  of  pride  (vain-glorious  worm) 
Are  the  best  he  can  x)erform. 

Self,  the  god  his  soul  adores. 
Influences  all  his  pow'rs ; 
Jesus  is  a  slighted  name, 
Self-advancement  all  his  aim : 

y  Matt.  xxyi.  3a  «  John  vi.  29. 
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But  when  Gk)D  the  Judge  shall  come, 

To  pronounce  the  fiboal  doom, 

Then  for  rocks  and  hills  to  hide 

All  his  works  and  all  his  pride !  16 

Still  the  boasting  heart  replies, 

What !  the  worthy  and  the  wise, 

Friends  to  temperance  and  peace. 

Have  not  these  a  righteousness  ? 

Banish  ev'ry  vain  pretence 

Built  on  human  excellence ; 

Perish  ev'ry  thing  in  man. 

But  the  grace  that  never  can.  24 

LXV.    [Bk.  III.  Ixxx.] 
PRAISE   FOR    FAITH 

Of  all  the  gifts  thine  hand  bestows, 

Thou  Giver  of  all  good ! 
Not  heav'n  itself  a  richer  knows. 

Than  my  Redeemer's  blood. 

Faith  too,  the  blood-receiving  grace. 

From  the  same  hand  we  gain ; 
Else,  sweetly  as  it  suits  our  case. 

That  gift  had  been  in  vain.  8 

Till  thou  thy  teaching  pow'r  apply. 

Our  hearts  refuse  to  see ; 
And  weak,  lus  a  distempered  eye, 

Bhut  out  the  view  of  thee. 

Blind  to  the  merits  of  thy  Son, 

What  mis'ry  we  endin-e  I 
Yet  fly  that  hand,  from  which  alone 

We  could  expect  a  cure.  16 

We  praise  thee,  and  would  praise  thee  more. 

To  thee  our  all  we  owe ; 
The  precious  Saviour,  and  the  pow'r 

That  makes  him  precious  too. 

LXVL    [Bk.  III.  Ixxxi.] 

GRACE  AND  PROVIDENCE 

Almighty  King !  whose  wond'rous  hand. 
Supports  the  weight  of  sea  and  land ; 
Whose  grace  is  such  a  boundless  store. 
No  heart  shall  break  that  sighs  for  more ; 
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Thy  Providence  supplies  my  food, 

And  ^tis  thy  blessing  makes  it  good ; 

My  soul  is  nourished  by  thy  word, 

Let  soul  and  body  praise  the  Lord.  8 

My  streams  of  outward  comfort  came 
From  him,  who  built  this  earthly  frame ; 
Whatever  I  want  his  bounty  gives. 
By  whom  my  soul  for  ever  lives. 

Either  his  hand  preserves  from  pain, 

Or,  if  I  feel  it,  heals  again ; 

From  Satan's  malice  iSiields  my  breast, 

Or  overrules  it  for  the  best.  16 

Forgive  the  song  that  falls  so  low 
Beneath  the  gratitude  I  owe ! 
It  means  thy  praise,  however  poor. 
An  angel's  song  can  do  no  more. 

LXVIL     [Bk.  III.  Ixxxiii.] 

I  WILL  PRAISE  THE  LORD  AT  ALL  TIMES 

Winter  has  a  joy  for  me, 
While  the  Saviour's  charms  I  read, 
Lowly,  meek,  from  blemish  free. 
In  the  snow-drop's  i)ensive  head. 

Spring  returns,  and  brings  along 

Life-invigorating  suns : 

Hark!  the  turtle's  plaintive  scmg, 

Seems  to  speak  his  dying  grones  I  8 

Summer  has  a  thousand  charms, 
All  expressive  of  his  worth ; 
'Tis  his  sun  that  lights  and  warms. 
His  the  air  that  cools  the  earth. 

What !  has  autumn  left  to  say 

Nothing,  of  a  Saviour's  grace? 

Yes,  the  beams  of  milder  day 

Tell  me  of  his  smiling  face.  16 

Light  appears  with  early  dawn, 
While  the  sun  makes  haste  to  rise, 
See  his  bleeding  beauties,  drawn 
On  the  blushes  of  the  skies. 

Ev'ning,  with  a  silent  pace. 

Slowly  moving  in  the  west, 

Shews  an  emblem  of  his  grace. 

Points  to  an  eternal  rest.  24 
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LONGING  TO  BE  WITH  CHRIST 

[Not  in  the  Olney  Hymns.  Hayley  (1803)  first  printed  verses  1-4 
as  a  Fnigment,  which  had  been  discovered  in  a  book  o£  Cowpers 
domestic  accounts  sent  to  him  by  Johnson.  The  Autobiography 
(1816)  printed  a  slightly  different  version  of  verses  1,  2;  and  4 
Southey  printed  only  the  first  two  verses  as  Fragment  of  a 
Hymn ;  and  the  hymn  was  first  given  in  its  entirety  by  Gnm- 
shawe  (1835),  who  says  that  he  has  been  *' enabled  to  authenti- 
cate it  as  the  production  of  Cowper.''] 

To  Jesus,  the  Crown -of  my  Hope, 

My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 
Oh  bear  me,  ye  cherubims,  up, 

And  waft  me  away  to  his  throne ! 

My  Saviour,  whom  absent  I  love. 

Whom  not  having  seen  I  adore ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 

All  glory,  dominion,  and  power ;  8 

Dissolve  thou  the  bond,  that  detains 

My  soul  from  her  portion  in  thee, 
And  strike  off  the  adamant  chains. 

And  make  me  eternally  free. 

When  that  happy  aera  begins, 
When  array'd  in  thy  b^uty  I  shine, 

Nor  pierce  any  more,  by  my  sins. 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline ;  16 

Oh  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed. 
And  round  me  thy  brightness  be  poured, 

I  shall  meet  him  whom  absent  I  lov'd, 
I  shaU  see  whom  unseen  I  ador'd. 

And  then  never  more  shall  the  fears, 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes. 
Which  darken  tins  valley  of  tears. 

Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose ;  24 

Or,  if  yet  remembered  above. 
Remembrance  no  sadness  shall  raise, 

They  will  be  but  new  signs  of  thy  love, 
New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  praise. 

Thus  the  strokes  which  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free. 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain, 

Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  thee.  32 

5  Saviour]  Jesus  1816'.  9  these  bonds . . .  detain  Oritnthawe* 
11  Ah . . .  this . . .  chain  Grimshawe,  14  beauty  Hayley,  1816 : 
trlories  Grimshawe.  15  pierce]  grieve  Orinuhawe  (And  pierce 

no  1816), 
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HYMN 

FOR  THE  USE  OF  THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  AT  OLNEY 

[Written  Aug.,  1789.    Published  180a] 

Hear,  Lord,  the  song  of  praise  and  pray  V, 

In  Heav'n,  thy  dwellmg  place, 
From  infants  made  the  public  care, 

And  taught  to  seek  thy  face ! 

Thanks  for  thy  word,  and  for  thy  day ; 

And  grant  us,  we  implore, 
Never  to  waste  in  sinful  play 

Thy  holy  sabbaths  more.  8 

Thanks  that  we  hear,— but  Oh,  impart 

To  each  desires  sincere. 
That  we  may  listen  with  our  heart, 

And  learn,  as  well  as  hear. 

For  if  vain  thoughts  the  minds  engage 

Of  older  far  thSEm  we, 
What  hope  that,  at  our  heedless  age. 

Our  minds  should  e'er  be  free  ?  16 

Much  hopey  if  thou  our  spirits  take 

Under  thy  gracious  sway. 
Who  canst  the  wisest  wiser  make, 

And  babes  as  wise  as  they. 

Wisdom  and  bliss  thy  word  bestows, 

A  sun  that  ne'er  declines. 
And  be  thy  mercies  show'r'd  on  those 

Who  plac*d  us  where  it  shines.  24 

5  thy  day]  this  d»y  1808. 
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THE  NATIVITY 

POEME  HEROIQUE.-V0L.  4,  §  4. 

[The  translations  from  Madame  Guion  were  written  during  the 
first  six  months  of  1782,  at  the  request  of  William  Bull.  They 
were  first  published  by  Bull  in  1801,  from  a  fair  copy  presented 
to  him  by  Cowper  (see  notes  at  the  end  of  the  vcdume  for  BuIFjb 
preface).  The  Ash  MSS.  contain  copies  of  all  the  translations 
except  Living  Water ,  and  Acquiescence  of  Pure  Love ;  but  the 
readmgs  of  the  1801  edition,  except  where  misprinted,  must 
almost  always  be  preferred  to  those  of  the  MSS.,  which  are 
all  earlier  drafts,  many  being  full  of  interlineations  and  erasures. 
The  most  interesting  verbal  variants  are  given  in  the  foot- 
notes. A  MS.  of  Scenes  Favourable  to  MediiMtion^  enclosed  in 
a  letter  to  Unwin,  is  in  the  British  Museum.] 

'Tis  Folly  all— let  me  no  more  be  told 
Of  Parian  porticos,  and  roofs  of  gold ; 
Delightful  views  of  Natm*e  dress'd  by  Art, 
Enchant  no  longer  this  indiflf  rent  heart ; 
The  Lord  of  all  things,  in  his  hmnble  birth. 
Makes  mean  the  proud  magnificence  of  Earth ; 
The  straw,  the  manger,  and  the  mouldering  wall. 
Eclipse  its  lustre;  and  I  scorn  it  all. 

Canals,  and  fountains,  and  delicious  vales, 
Green  slopes,  and  plains  whose  plenty  never  fafls ; 
Deei)-rooted  groves,  whose  heads  sublimely  rise,  11 
Earth-bom,  and  yet  ambitious  of  the  skies ; 
Th'  abimdant  foliage  of  whose  gloomy  shades. 
Vainly  the  sun  in  all  its  pow'r  invades ; 
Where  warbled  airs  of  sprightly  birds  resound ; 
Whose  verdure  lives  while  winter  scowls  around ; 
Rocks,  lofty  mountains,  caverns  dark  and  deep. 
And  torrents  raving  down  the  rugged  steep  ♦ 
Smooth  downs,  whose  fragrant  herbs  the  spirits 

cheer; 
Meads,  crown'd  with  flow'rs ;  streams  musical  and 

clear,  20 

Whose  silver  waterc,  and  whose  murmurs,  join 
Their  artless  charms,  to  make  the  scene  divine ; 
The  fruitful  vineyard,  and  the  furrow'd  plain. 
That  seems  a  rolling  sea  of  golden  grain ; 
All,  all  have  lost  the  charms  they  once  possessed ; 
An  infant  GK)d  reigns  sovereign  in  my  breast ; 
From  BethFem's  bosom  I  no  more  will  rove ; 
There  dwells  the  Saviour,  and  there  rests  my  love. 

Ye  mightier  rivers,  that  with  sounding  force 
Urge  down  the  valleys  your  imx)etuous  course !   30 

3  views . . .  Art]  scenes  where  nature  vies  with  AxiA,     6  proud] 
vain  A.  12  Affect  the  clouds,  and  push  into  the  skies  A. 

13  The  plenteous  A,  14  The  sun,  in  all  his  pow'r,  in  vain 

'invades^. 
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Winds,   clouds,  and  lightnings!    and  ye  waves, 

whose  heads 
Currd  into  monstrous  forms,  the  seaman  dreads  I 
Horrid  abyss,  where  all  experience  fails. 
Spread  with  the  wreck  of  planks  and  shattered  sails ; 
On  whose  broad  back  grim  Death  trimnphant  rides, 
While  havock  floats  on  all  thy  swelling  tides. 
Thy  ^ores  a  scene  of  ruin,  s^w'd  around 
With  vessels  bulged,  and  bodies  of  the  drown'd  t 

Ye  Fish,  that  sport  beneath  the  boundless  waves. 
And  rest,  secure  from  man,  in  rocky  caves ;  40 

Swift  darting  sharks,  and  whales  of  hideous  size, 
Whom  all  th*  aquatic  world  with  terror  eyes  I 
Had  I  but  Faith  immoveable  and  true, 
I  might  defy  the  fiercest  storm,  like  you : 
The  world,  a  more  disturbed  and  boisterous  sea, 
When  Jesus  shows  a  smile,  affrights  not  me ; 
He  hides  me,  and  in  vain  the  billows  roar. 
Break  harmless  at  my  feet,  and  leave  the  shore. 

Thou  azure  vault,  where,  through  the  gloom  of 
night. 
Thick  sown,  we  see  such  ooimtless  worlds  of  light ! 
Thou  Moon,  whose  car,  encompassing  the  skies,    51 
Restores  lost  nature  to  our  wondring  eyes ; 
Again  retiring,  when  the  brighter  Sun 
Begins  the  course  he  seems  in  haste  to  run ! 
Behold  him  where  he  shines !  His  rapid  rays. 
Themselves  unme^sur'd,  measure  all  our  dsLys ; 
Nothing  impedes  tilie  race  he  would  pursue, 
Nothing  escapes  his  penetrating  view, 
A  thousand  lands  confess  his  quick'ning  heat, 
And  all  he  cheers,  are  fruitful,  fair,  and  sweet.    60 

Far  from  enjoying  what  these  scenes  disclose, 
I  feel  the  thorn,  alas !  but  miss  the  rose ; 
Too  well  I  know  this  aching  heart  requires 
More  solid  good  to  fill  its  vast  desires ; 
In  vain  they  represent  his  matcMess  might 
Who  call'd  them  out  of  deep  primaeval  night ; 
Their  form  and  beauty  but  augment  my  woe : 
I  seek  the  Giver  of  those  charms  they  ^ow ; 
Nor,  him  beside,  throughout  the  world  he  made, 
lives  there,  in  whom  I  trust  for  cure  or  aid.        70 

Infinite  Gk)d,  thou  great  unrivaird  One  I 
Whose  glory  makes  a  blot  of  yonder  sun ; 
Compared  wiih  thine,  how  dim  his  beauty  seems. 
How  quenched  the  radiance  of  his  golden  beams  I 

•    44 1  mi^ht  defy]  My  soul  would  brave  ^.  59  quick'nin?] 

vital  A,         66  out  of  deep]  forth  from  black  A . 
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Thou  art  my  bliss,  the  light  by  which  I  move ; 

In  thee  alone  dwells  all  that  I  can  love ; 

All  darkness  flies  when  thou  art  pleas-d  t'  appear, 

A  sudden  spring  renews  the  fading  year ; 

Where  e'er  I  timi,  I  see  thy  power  and  grace 

The  watchful  guardians  of  our  heedless  race ;      80 

Thy  various  creatures  in  one  strain  agree, 

All,  in  all  times  and  places,  speak  of  tiiee ; 

Ev'n  I,  with  trembling  heart  and   stammering. 

tongue, 
Attempt  thy  braise,  and  join  the  gen'ral  song.   . 

Almighty  Former  of  this  wondrous  plan,. 
Faintly  reflected  in  thine  image,  Man,-— 
Holy  and  just,— the  greatness  of  whose  name 
Fills  and  supports  this  universal  f  rame^ 
Diffused  throughout  th'  infinitude  of  space. 
Who  art  thyself  thine  own  vast  dwelling-place ;  90 
Soul  of  our  soul,  whom  yet  no  sense  of  ours 
Discerns,  eluding  our  most  active  pow'rs ; 
Encircling  shades  attend  tlnne  awful  throne. 
That  veil  thy  face,  and  keep  thee  still  unknown ; 
Unknown,  though  dwelling  in  our  inmost  part, 
Lord  of  the  thoughts,  and  Sovereign  of  the  heart ! 

Repeat  the  charming  truth  that  never  tires, 
No  God  is  like  the  God  my  soul  desires ; 
He  at  whose  voice  heav'n  trembles,  even  He, 
Great  as  he  is,  knows  how  to  stoop  to  me ;  100 

Lo !  there  He  lies, — ^that  smiling  Infant  said, 
"Heav'n,  Earth,  and  Sea,  exist!"— and  they  obey 'd. 
Ev'n  He  whose  Being  swells  beyond  the  skies, 
Is  bom  of  woman,  lives,  and  mourns,  and  dies ; 
Eternal  and  Immortal,  seems  to  cast 
That  glory  from  his  brows,  and  breathes  his  la^t. 
Trivial  and  vain  the  works  that  man  has  wroug;ht. 
How  do  they  shrink  and  vanish  at  the  thought  I 

Sweet  Solitude,  and  scene  of  my  repose  I 
This  rustic  sight  assuages  all  my  woes —  110 

That  crib  contains  the  Lord  whom  I  adore ; 
And  Earth's  a  shade,  that  I  pursue  no  more. 
He  is  my  firm  support,  my  rock,  my  tow'r, 
I  dwell  secure  beneath  his  sheltering  pow'r. 
And  hold  this  mean  retreat  for  ever  dear, 
For  all  I  love,  my  soul's  delight,  is  here. 
I  see  th'  Almighty  swath'd  in  infant  bands. 
Tied  helpless  down,  the  Thunder-bearer's  hands  I 
And  in  this  shed  that  mystery  discern,  119 

Which  Faith  and  Love,  and  they  alone,  can  learn. 
Si  Attempt]  Aim  at  ^.  87  whose]  thy  A, 
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Ye  tempests,  spare  the  slumbers  of  your  Lord  I 
Ye  zephyrs,  all  your  whispered  sweets  afford ! 
Confess  the  God  that  guides  the  rolling  year ; 
Heav'n,  do  him  homage ;  and  thou  Earth,  revere  I 
Ye  Shepherds,  Monarchs,  Sages,  hither  bring 
Your  hearts  an  offering,  and  adore  your  King ! 
Pure  be  those  hearts,  and  rich  in  Faith  and  Love  ; 
Join  in  his  praise,  th'  harmonious  worlds  above ; 
To  Bethl'em  haste,  rejoice  in  his  repose, 
And  praise  him  there  for  all  that  he  bestows  I     130 

Man,  busy  Man,  alas !  can  ill  afford 
T*  obey  the  sununons,  and  attend  the  Lord ; 
Perverted  reason  revels  and  runs  wild. 
By  gUtt'ring  shows  of  pomp  and  wealth  beguil'd ; 
And,  blind  to  genuine  excellence  and  grace, 
Finds  not  her  Author  in  so  mean  a  place. 
Ye  unbelieving !  learn  a  wiser  part. 
Distrust  your  erring  sense,  and  search  your  heart ; 
There,  soon  ye  shall  perceive  a  kindling  flame 
Glow  for  that  Infant  Gk>d  from  whom  it  came ;  140 
Resist  not,  quench  not  that  divine  desire, 
Melt  an  your  adamant  in  heavenly  fire ! 

Not  so  will  I  requite  thee,  gentle  Love ! 
Yielding  and  soft  this  heart  shall  ever  prove  ? 
And  ev'ry  heart  beneath  thy  power  should  fall, 
Glad  to  submit,  could  mine  contain  them  all. 
But  I  am  poor,  oblation  I  have  none. 
None  for  a  Saviour,  but  Himself  alone : 
Whatever  I  render  thee,  from  thee  it  came ; 
And  if  I  give  my  body  to  the  flame,  150 

My  patience,  love,  and  energy  divine 
Of  heart  and  soul  and  spirit,  all  are  thine. 
Ah  vain  attempt,  t'  expunge  the  mighty  score ! 
The  more  I  pay,  I  owe  thee  still  the  more. 

Upon  my  meanness,  poverty,  and  guilt, 
The  trophy  of  thy  glory  shall  be  built ; 
My  self -disdain  shall  be  th'  unshaken  base, 
And  my  deformity  its  fairest  grace ; 
For  destitute  of  Gk)od  and  rich  in  HI, 
Must  be  my  state  and  my  description  still.  160 

And  do  I  grieve  at  sudh  a  humbling  lot  ? 
Nay,  but  I  cherish  and  enjoy  the  thought- 
Vain  pageantry  and  pomp  of  Earth,  adieu ! 
I  have  no  wish,  no  memory^  for  you ; 

129^  130  rejoice  in . .'.  there]  that  scene  of  his  repose,  There  yield 
him  thanks  A,         136  Author]  Sov'reign  A .  145  ev'ry  heart] 

all  that  are  A,  150  give]  yield  A,  J60  description]  tru« 
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The  more  I  feel  my  mis'ry,  I  adore 
The  sacred  Inmate  of  my  soul  the  more ; 
Rich  in  his  Love,  I  feel  my  noblest  pride 
Spring  from  the  sense  of  having  nought  beside. 
In  thee  I  find  wealth,  comfort,  virtue,  might ; 
My  wanderings  prove  thy  wisdom  infinite ;  170 

All  that  I  have,  I  give  thee ;  and  then  see 
All  contrarieties  unite  in  thee ; 
For  thou  hast  joined  them,  taking  up  our  woe. 
And  pouring  out  thy  bliss  on  worms  below. 
By  filling  with  thy  grace  and  love  divine 
A  gulph  of  Evil  in  this  heart  of  mine. 
This  is  indeed  to  bid  the  valleys  rise. 
And  the  hills  sink— 'tis  matching  earth  and  skies! 
I  feel  my  weakness,  thank  thee,  and  deplore 
An  aching  heart  that  throbs  to  thank  thee  more  ; 
The  more  I  love  thee,  I  the  more  reprove  181 

A  soul  so  lifeless,  and  so  slow  to  love ; 
Till,  on  a  deluge  of  thy  mercy  toss'd, 
I  plunge  into  that  sea,  and  there  am  lost. 


GOD  NEITHER  KNOWN  NOR  LOVED 
BY  THE  WORLD 

Vol.  2,  Cantique  11 
Ye  Linnets,  let  us  try,  beneath  this  grove, 
Which  shall  be  loudest  in  our  Maker's  praise  f 
In  quest  of  some  forlorn  retreat  I  rove. 
For  all  the  world  is  blind,  and  wanders  from  his  ways. 

That  God  alone  should  prop  the  sinking  soul. 
Fills  them  with  rage  against  his  empire  now ; 
I  traverse  earth  in  vain  from  pole  to  pole,- 
To  seek  one  simple  heart,  set  free  from  all  below.  8 

They  speak  of  Love,  yet  little  feel  its  sway, 
While  m  their  bosoms  many  an  idol  lurks ; 
Their  base  desires  well  satisfied  obey. 
Leave  the  Creator's  hand,  and  lean  upon  his  works. 

^Tis  therefore  I  can  dwell  with  man  no  more ; 
Yoin*  fellowship,  ye  warblers !  suits  me  best : 
Pure  Love  has  lost  its  price,  though  priz'd  of  yore, 
Profaned  by  modem  tongues,  and  slighted  as  a  jest. 

My  GK)d,  who  formed  you  for  his  praise  alone,      17 
Beholds  his  purpose  well  fulfilled  in  you : 
Come,  let  us  join  the  Choir  before  his  throne. 
Partaking  in  his  praise  with  spirits  just  and  true  I 
Title  <m.  A,  ,        2  our]  his  X  20  just]  pure  A, 
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Yes,  I  will  always  love ;  and,  as  I  ought, 
Tune  to  the  praise  of  Love  my  ceaseless  voice ; 
Preferring  Love  too  vast  for  human  thought. 
In  spite  of  erring  men,  who  cavil  at  my  choice.   24 

Why  have  I  not  a  thousand  thousand  hearts, 
Lord  of  my  soul  I  that  they  might  all  be  thine  ? 
If  thou  approve— the  zeal  thy  smile  imparts, 
How  should  it  ever  fail !  Can  such  a  fire  decline? 

Love,  pure  and  holy,  is  a  deathless  fire; 
Its  object  heav'nly,  it  must  ever  blaze : 
Eternal  Love  a  Grod  must  needs  inspire. 
When  once  he  wins  the  heart,  and  fits  it  for  his  praise. 

Self-love  dismissed — 'tis  then  we  live  indeed—     33 
In  her  embrace,  death,  only  death  is  found : 
Come  then,  one  noble  effort,  and  succeed, 
Cast  off  the  chain  of  Self  with  which  thy  soul  is 
boimd! 

Oh !  I  would  cry  that  all  the  world  might  hear, 
Ye  self -tormentors,  love  your  God  alone ; 
Let  bis  unequaird  Excellence  be  dear, 
Dear  to  your  inmost  souls,  and  make  him  all  your 
own!  40 

They  hear  me  not— alas !  how  fond  to  rove 

In  endless  chase  of  Folly's  specious  lure ! 

'Tis  here  alone,  beneath  this  shady  grove, 

I  taste  the  sweets  of  Truth — here  only  am  secure. 


THE  SWALLOW 

Vol.  2,  Cantiquk  54 

I  AM  fond  of  the  Swallow— I  learn  from  her  flight, 
Had  I  skill  to  improve  it,  a  lesson  of  Love : 
How  seldom  on  earth  do  we  see  her  alight ! 
She  dwells  in  the  skies,  she  is  ever  above.. 

It  is  on  the  wing  that  she  takes  her  repose, 
Suspended,  and  pois'd  in  the  regions  of  air, 
Tis  not  in  our  fields  that  her  sustenance  grows, 
It  is  wing'd  like  herself,  *tis  ethereal  fare^  8 

She  comes  in  the  Spring,  all  the  Summer  she  stays, 
And  dreading  the  cold,  still  follows  the  sun — 
So,  true  to  our  Love,  we  should  covet  his  rays, 
Andtheplacewherehe  shines  not,  immediately  shun. 

39  unequall-d]  unrivall'd  A, 
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Our  light  should  be  Love,  and  our  nourishment 

pray'r; 
It  is  dangei<ous  food  that  we  find  upon  earth : 
The  fruit  of  this  world  is  beset  with  a  snare, 
In  itself  it  is  hurtful,  as  vile  in  its  birth.  16 

'Tis  rarely,  if  ever,  she  settles  below, 
And  only  when  building  a  nest  for  her  young ; 
Were  it  not  for  her  brood,  she  would  never  fetow 
A  thought  upon  any  thing  filthy  as  dung. 

Let  us  leave  it  ourselves  ('tis  a  mortal  abode) 
To  bask  ev'ry  moment  in  infinite  Love ; 
Let  us  fly  the  dark  winter,  and  follow  the  road 
That  leads  to  the  day-spring  appearing  above.     24 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  HEAVENLY  LOVE 
DESIRED 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  236 
Ah  !  reign,  wherever  Man  is  foimd, 

My  Spouse,  beloved  and  divine ! 
Then  I  am  rich,  and  I  abound, 
When  ev'ry  human  heart  is  thine. 

A  thousand  sorrows  pierce  my  soul. 
To  think  that  all  are  not  thine  own : 

Ah  I  be  adored  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Where  is  thy  zeal  ?  arise,  be  known  I  8 

All  hearts  are  cold,  in  ev'ry  place. 
Yet  earthly  good  with  warmih  pursue ; 

Dissolve  them  with  a  flash  of  grace, 
Thaw  these  of  ice,  and  give  us  newi 

A  FIGURATIVE  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE 
PROCEDURE  OF  DIVINE  LOVE 
IN  BRINGING  A  SOUL  TO   THE  POINT  OF  SELF- 
RENUNCIATION  AND  ABSOLUTE  ACQUIESCENCE 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  110 
TwAS  my  purpose,  on  a  day, 
To  embark  and  sail  away ; 
As  I  climbed  the  vesseFs  side, 
Love  was  sporting  in  the  tide ; 
**  Come,"  he  said—''  ascend— make  haste, 
Launch  into  the  boundless  waste."  6 

20A]One^. 
The  Triumph—Title  om.  A,     2  beloved]  Almighty  A,    7  ador'd] 

beloved  A.  9  cold]  ice  -4.  . 

A  Figurative  Dcscriiition—TitX^I  The  proceedings  of  divine  love 
in  order  to  bring  a  soul .  .  .  ^. 
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Many  mariners  were  there, 

Having  each  his  separate  care ; 

They  that  ix)w'd  ns,  held  their  eyes 

Fixt  upon  the  starry  skies ; 

Others  steer'd,  or  tum'd  the  sails 

To  receive  the  shifting  gales.  12 

Love,  with  pow'r  divine  supplied, 

Suddenly  my  courage  tried ; 

In  a  moment  it  was  night, 

Ship,  and  skies,  were  out  of  sight ; 

On  the  briny  wave  I  lay. 

Floating  rushes  all  my  stay.  18 

Did  I  with  resentment  bum 

At  this  unexpected  turn  ? 

Did  I  wish  myself  on  shoi*e. 

Never  to  forsake  it  more  ? 

No — *'  my  soul,"  I  cried,  **  be  still ; 

If  I  must  be  lost,  I  will. "  21 

Next,  he  hastened  to  convey 

Both  my  frail  supports  away ; 

Seiz'd  my  rushes  ;  bade  the  waves 

Yawn  into  a  thousand  graves : 

Down  I  went,  and  simk  as  lead. 

Ocean  closing  o'er  my  head.  30 

Still,  however,  life  was  safe ; 

And  I  saw  him  turn  and  laugh : 

*' Friend," he  cried,  ''adieu !  lie  low, 

While  the  wintry  storms  shall  blow ; 

When  the  spring  has  calm'd  the  main. 

You  shall  rise  and  float  again."  36 

Soon  I  saw  him,  with  dismay. 

Spread  his  plumes,  and  soar  away ; 

Now  I  mark  his  rapid  flight, 

Now  he  leaves  my  aching  sight ; 

He  is  gone  whom  I  adore, 

'Tis  in  vain  to  seek  him  more.  42 

How  I  trembled  then,  and  fear'd, 

When  my  Love  had  disappeared  I 

*'  Wilt  thou  leave  me  thus,"  I  cried, 

''Whelm'd  beneath  the  rolling  tide?" 

Vain  attempt  to  reach  his  ear ! 

Love  was  gone,  and  would  not  hear.  48 
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Ah!  return,  and  love  me  still ; 

See  me  subject  to  thy  will ; 

Frown  with  wrath,  or  smile  with  grace. 

Only  let  me  see  thy  face ! 

Evil  I  have  none  to  fear, 

All  is  good,  if  thou  art  near.  64 

Yet  he  leaves  me — cruel  fate ! 

Leaves  me  in  my  lost  estate — 

Have  I  sinn'd  ?  Oh  say  wherein ; 

Tell  me,  and  forgive  my  sin ! 

King,  and  Loixi,  whom  I  adore. 

Shall  I  see  thy  face  no  more  ?  60 

Be  not  angry ;  I  resign, 

Henceforth,  all  my  Will  to  thine ; 

I  consent  that  thou  depart, 

Though  thine  absence  breaks  my  heart ; 

Go  then,  and  for  ever  too ; 

All  is  right  that  thou  wilt  do.  66 

This  was  just  what  Love  intended. 

He  was  now  no  more  offended ; 

Soon  as  I  became  a  child. 

Love  returned  to  me  and  smiFd : 

Never  strife  shall  more  betide 

'Twixt  the  Bridegroom  and  his  Bride.         72 


A  CHILD  OF  GOD  LONGING  TO  SEE 
HIM  BELOVED 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  14-4 
There's  not  an  Eccho  round  uxe. 

But  I  am  glad  should  learn 
How  pure  a  fire  has  found  me, 
The  Love  with  which  I  bum. 
For  none  attends  with  pleasure 

To  what  I  would  reveal ; 
They  slight  me  out  of  measure, 
And  laugh  at  all  I  feel. 

The  rocks  receive  less  proudly 

The  story  of  my  flame ; 
When  I  approach,  they  loudly 

Reverberate  my  name. 

64  break  A, 

Title]  The  desire  of  a  new  born  soul  to  see  God  beloved  A, 
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I  speak  to  them  of  sadness, 

And  comforts  at  a  stand ; 
They  bid  me  look  for  gladness, 

And  better  days  at  hand.  16 

Far  from  all  habitation, 

I  heard  a  happy  soimd ; 
Big  with,  the  consolation 

That  I  have  often  found ; 
I  said,  *' my  lot  is  sorrow, 

My  grief  has  no  alloy ;" 
The  rocks  replied — '*  to-morrow, 

To-morrow  brings  thee  joy."  24 

These  sweet  and  secret  tidings. 

What  bliss  it  is  to  hear  I 
For,  spite  of  all  my  chidings, 

My  weakness  and  my  fear, 
No  sooner  I  receive  them. 

Than  I  forget  my  pain. 
And  happy  to  believe  them, 

I  love  as  much  again.  32 

I  fly  to  scenes  romantic. 

Where  never  men  resort ;     . 
For  in  an  age  so  frantic, 

Impiety  is  sport ; 
For  riot  and  confusion, 

They  bai^ter  things  above ; 
Condemning,  as  delusion. 

The  joy  of  perfect  Love.  40 

In  this  sequester'd  comer 

None  hears  what  I  express ; 
Delivered  from  the  scomer, 

What  peace  do  I  possess ! 
Beneath  the  boughs  reclining. 

Or  roving  o'er  the  wild, 
I  live,  as  undesigning. 

And  harmless  as  a  child.  48 

No  troubles  here  sui-prise  me, 

I  innocently  play. 
While  providence  supplies  me. 

And  guards  me  all  the  day ; 
My  dear  and  kind  defender 

Preserves  me  safely  here, 
From  men  of  pomp  and  splendour, 

Who  fill  a  child  with  fear.  56 

22  alloy  A. :  {lUay  BulL       24  tliee]  the  A. 
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ASPIRATIONS  OF  THE  SOUL  AFTER  GOD 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  95 
My  Spouse  I  in  whose  presence  I  live, 

Sole  object  of  all  my  desii^es, 
Who  know'st  what  a  flame  I  conceive, 

And  canst  easily  double  its  fires ; 
How  pleasant  is  all  that  I  meet  I 

From  fear  of  adversity  free, 
I  find  even  sorrow  made  sweet, 

Because  'tis  assigned  me  by  Thee.  8 

Transported  I  see  thee  display 

Thy  riches  and  glory  divine ; 
I  have  only  my  life  to  repay, 

Take  what  I  would  gladly  resign. 
Thy  will  is  the  treasure  I  seek. 

For  thou  art  as  faithful  as  strong ; 
There  let  me,  obedient  and  meek, 

Repose  myself  all  the  day  long.  16 

My  spirit  and  faculties  fail ; 

Oh  finish  what  Love  has  begun ! 
Destroy  what  is  sinful  and  frail, 

And  dwell  in  the  soul  thou  hast  won ! 
Dear  theme  of  my  wonder  and  praise, 

I  cry,  who  is  worthy  as  Thou ! 
I  can  only  be  silent  and  gaze ; 

'Tis  all  that  is  left  to  me  nows  24 

Oh  glory,  in  which  I  am  lost. 

Too  deep  for  the  plummet  of  thought ! 
On  an  ocean  of  deity  toss'd, 

I  am  swallow'd,  I  sink  into  nought. 
Yet  lost  and  absorbed  as  I  seem, 

I  chaunt  to  the  praise  of  my  King ; 
And  though  overwhelmed  by  the  theme, 

Am  happy  whenever  I  sing.  32 

GRATITUDE  AND  LOVE  TO  GOD 

Vol.  2,  Cantique  96 
All  are  indebted  much  to  thee. 

But  I  far  more  than  all, 
From  many  a  deadly  snare  set  free. 

And  rais'd  from  many  a  fall. 
Overwhelm  me,  fi'om  above. 
Daily,  with  thy  boundless  Love.  .6 

A  sp  irat  ions— Ti  tie  J"  A'ssoul'sick  of  liO  ve  ^ . 

(rraiUude—Title]  Pure  Love  on  a  principle  of  gratitude  A. 

2 1  far  more] deeper  I  A.. 
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What  bonds  of  Gratitude  I  feel, 

No  language  can  declare ; 
Beneath  th'  oppressive  weight  I  I'eel, 

'Tis  more  than  I  can  bear : 
When  shall  I  that  blessing  prove, 
To  return  thee  Love  for  Love  ?  12 

Spuit  of  Charity,  disi)ense 

Thy  grace  to  ev'ry  heart ; 
Expell  all  other  spirits  thence. 

Drive  self  from  ev'ry  part ; 
Charity  divine,  draw  nigh. 
Break  the  chains  in  which  we  lie !  18 

All  selfish  souls,  whatever  they  feign, 

Have  still  a  slavish  lot ; 
They  boast  of  Liberty  in  vain. 

Of  Love,  and  feel  it  not. 
He  whose  bosom  glows  with  Thee, 
He,  and  he  alone,  is  free.  24 

O  blessedness,  all  bliss  above, 

When  thy  pure  fires  prevail ! 
Love  only  teaches  what  is  Love ; 

All  other  lessons  fail : 
We  leam  its  name,  but  not  its  pow'i's, 
Experience  only  makes  it  ours.  30 

HAPPY  SOLITUDE-^UNHAPPY  MEN 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  89 
My  heart  is  easy,  and  my  burthen  light ; 
I  smile,  though  sad,  when  thou  art  in  my  sight : 
The  more  my  woes  in  secret  I  deplore, 
I  taste  thy  goodness,  and  I  love,  the  more. 

There,  while  a  solemn  stillness  reigns  aroimd, 
Faith,  Love,  and  Hope,  within  my  soul  abound ; 
And  while  the  world  suppose  me  lost  in  care, 
The  joys  of  angels,  imperceiv'd,  I  share.  8 

Thy  creatures  wi'ong  thee,  O  thou  sovereign  Good  I 
Thou  art  not  lov'd,  because  not  imderetood ; 
This  grieves  me  most,  that  vain  pursuits  beguile 
Ungrateful  men,  regardless  of  thy  smile. 

Frail  beauty,  and  false  honour,  are  ador'd ; 
While  thee  they  scorn,  and  trifle  with  thy  word ; 
?  Pass,  unconcerned,  a  Saviour's  sorrows  by ; 
And  hunt  their  ruin,  with  a  zeal  to  die.  16 

GraiU%ide^l2  repay  A.  14  grace]  self  A,  23  bosom 

glows  with]  heart  is  warm*d  by  A» 
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LIVING  WATER. 

Vol.  4,  Oantiquk.81 

The  fountain  in  its  source,   - 

No  drought  of  summ^^  fears ; 
The  farther  it  pursues  its  course, 

The  nobler  it  appears. 

But  shallow  cisterns  yield 

A  scanty,  short  supply ; 
The  morning  sees  them  amply  fill'd, 

At  evening  they  are  diy.  8 


TRUTH  AND  DIVINE  LOVE  REJECTED  BY 
THE  WORLD 

Vol.  2,  Cantique  22 

O  Love,  of  pure  and  heav'nly  birth  I 
O  simple  Truth,  scarce  known  on  earth ! 
Whom  men  resist  with  stubborn  will ; 
And  more  perverse  and  daring  still, 
Smother  and  quench,  with  reasonings  vain, 
While  error  and  deception  reign.  6 

Whence  comes  it,  that,  yom*  pow'r  the  same 

As  his  on  high,  from  whom  you  came, 

Ye  rarely  find  a  listening  ear. 

Or  heart  that  makes  you  welcome  here  ? 

—Because  ye  bring  reproach  and  jmin, 

Wherever  ye  visit,  in  your  train.  12 

The  world  is  proud,  and  cannot  bear 

The  scorn  and  calumny  ye  share ; 

The  praise  of  men  the  mark  they  mean. 

They  fly  the  place  where  ye  are  seen ; 

Pm-e  Love,  with  scandal  in  the  rear, . 

Suits  not  the  vain ;  it  costs  too  dear.  18 

Then,  let  the  price  be  what  it  may. 

Though  poor,  I  am  prepared  to  i)ay ; 

Come  shame,  come  sorrow ;  spite  of  tears, 

Weakness,  and  heart-oppi-essing  fears ; 

One  soul:,  at  least,  shall  not  repine, 

To  givei/ott  room ;  come,  reign  in  mine !         24 

Title]  Truth  and  pure  Love  rejected  and  accepted,  by  whom 
A,  3  resist]  oppose  A.  11, 12  ye  .  .  .  visit]  reproach  ana 

grief  and  pain  Are  sure  to  follow  A»       23  least  A. :  last  Bvfl* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


492  TRANSLATIONS 

DIVINE  JUSTICE  AMIABLE 

Vol.  2,  Oantiquk  119 

Thou  hast  no  lightnings,  O  thou  Just ! 

Or  I.thjBir  force  shoiild  know ; 
And  if  thou  strike  me  into  dust, 
My  soul  approves  the  blow. 

The  heart,  that  values  less  its  ease, 

Than  it  adores  thy  ways ; 
In  thine  avenging  anger,  sees 

A  subject  of  its  praise.  8 

Pleas'd,  I  could  lie  concealed,  and  lost 

In  shades  of  central  night ; 
Not  to  avoid  thy  wrath,  thou  know'st, 

But  lest  I  grieve  thy  sight. 

Smite  me,  O  thou  whom  I  provoke  I 

And  I  will  love  thee  still  : 
The  well  deserv'd  and  righteous  stroke 

Shall  please  me,  though  it  kill.  16 

Am  I  not  worthy,  to  sustain 

The  worst  thou  canst  devise ; 
And  dare  I  seek  thy  throne  again, 

And  meet  thy  sacred  eyes  ? 

Far  from  afflicting,  thou  art  kind ; 

And  in  my  saddest  hours. 
An  unction  of  thy  grace  I  find, 

Pervading  all  my  pow'rs.  24 

Alas !  thou  sparest  me  yet  again ; 

And  when  thy  wrath  should  move, 
Too  gentle  to  endure  my  pain. 

Thou  sooth^st  me  with  thy  Love. 

I  have  no  pimishment  to  fear ; 

But  Ah  1  that  smile  from  thee, 
Imparts  a  pang,  far  more  severe 

Than  woe  itself  would  be.  32 

THE  SOUL  THAT  LOVES  GOD  FINDS  HIM 
EVERY  WHERE 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  108 
Oh  thou,  by  long  experience  tried, 
Near  whom  no  grief  can  long  abide ; 
My  Love  I  how  full  of  sweet  content 
I  pass  my  years  of  banishment ! 

10  shades]  caves  A.  30  from  thee]  I  see  /i. 

*Th€  /Soul^^  years  of]  long,  long  A> 
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All  scenes  alike  engagmg  ja'ove. 
To  souls  impress VI  with  sacred  love ! 
Where'er  they  dwell,  they  dwell  in. thee  ; 
In  heav'n,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea,  8 

-   To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
My  country  is  in  ev'ry  clime ; 
I  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 

While  place  we  seek,  or  place  we  shun, 

The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 

But  with  a  God  to  guide  our  way, 

'Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay.  16 

Could  I  be  cast  where  thou  art  not. 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot ; 
But  regions  none  remote  I  call. 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  all. 

My  country.  Lord,  art  thou  alone ; 

Nor  other  can  I  claim  or  own ; 

The  point  where  all  my  wishes  meet ; 

My  Law,  my  Love ;  life's  only  sweet !  24 

I  hold  by  nothing  here  below ; 
Appoint  my  journey,  and  I  go  ; 
Though  pierc'd  by  scorn,  opprest  by  pride, 
I  feel  thee  good — feel  nought  beside. 

No  frowns  of  men  can  hiu*tf ul  prove 

To  souls  on  fire  with  heav'nly  Love ; 

Though  men  and  devils  both  condemn, 

No  gloomy  days  arise  for  them,  32 

Ah  then !  to  his  embrace  repair ; 
My  soul  thou  art  no  stranger  there ; 
There  Love  divine  shall  be  thy  guard, 
And  peace  and  safety  thy  reward,, 

THE  TESTIMONY  OF  DIVINE  ADOPTION 

Vol.  2,  C antique  78 

How  happy  are  the  new-bom  race, 
Partakei'^  of  adopting  grace ; 

How  pure  the  bliss  they  share ! 
Hid  from  the  world  and  all  its  eyes. 
Within  their  heart  the  blessing  lies, 

And  Conscience  feels  it  there.  6 

Title  (m.  A,         3  joy  A, 
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The  moment  we  believe,  'tis  ours ; 
And  if  we  love  with  all  our  j)ow'rs 

The  Qod  from  whom  it  came, 
And  if  we  serve  with  hearts  sincere, 
'Tis  still  discernible  and  clear, 

An  imdL^uted  claim.  12 

But  ah!  if  foul  and  wilful  sin 
Stain  and  dishonour  us  within, 

Farewell  the  joy  we  knew ; 
Again  the  slaves  of  Nature's  sway, 
In  labyrinths  of  our  own  we  stray, 

Without  a  guide  or  clue.  18 

The  chaste  and  pure,  who  fear  to  grieve 
The  gracious  Spirit  they  receive, 

His  work  distinctly  trace ; 
And  strong  in  undissembling  love. 
Boldly  assert,  and  clearly  prove. 

Their  hearts  his  dwelling  place.  24 

O  messenger  of  dear  delight, 

Whose  voice  dispells  the  deepest  night, 

Sweet  peace-proclaiming  Dove ! 
With  thee  at  hand  to  sooth  our  pains, 
No  wish  unsatisfied  remains, 

No  task,  but  that  of  Love.  30 

'Tis  Love  unites  what  Sin  divides ; 
The  centre  where  all  bliss  resides ; 

To  which  the  soul  once  brought, 
Beclining  on  the  first  great  Cause, 
From  his  abounding  sweetness  draws 

Peace  x>a6sing  human  thought.  36 

Sorrow  foregoes  its  nature  there. 
And  life  assumes  a  tranquil  air. 

Divested  of  its  woes ; 
There,  sov'reign  goodness  sooths  the  breast. 
Till  then  incapable  of  rest. 

In  sacred  sure  repose.  42 

11  'Tis  still  discernible]  It  still  is  visible  A.  .31  unites] 

connects  A, 

37-39  There  pain  and  sorrow  lose  their  stinjr. 
And  toil  becomes  a  trivial  thin^ 
Scarce  worthy  of  a  thouRht,  A, 
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DIVINE  LOVE  ENDURES  NO  RIVAL 

Vol.  2,  Cantique  165 

Love  is  the  Lord  whom  I  obey, 
Whose  will  transported  I  i)erform, 
The  centre  of  my  rest,  my  stay, 
Love  all  in  an  to  me,  myself  a  worm. 

For  miereated  charms  I  bum, 

Oppressed  by  slavish  fear  no  more ; 

For  one,  in  whom  I  may  discern, 

Ev'n  when  he  frowns,  a  sweetness  I  adore.      8 

He  little  loves  him,  who  complains, 
And  finds  him  rigorous  and  severe ; 
His  heart  is  sordid,  and  he  feigns, 
Though  loud  in  boasting  of  a  soul  sincere. 

Love  causes  grief,  but  'tis  to  move 

And  stimtOate  the  slumbering  mind ; 

And  he  has  never  tasted  Love, 

Who  shims  a  pang  so  graciously  designed.      16 

Sweet  is  the  cross,  above  all  sweets. 
To  souls  enamour'd  with  thy  smiles ; 
The  keenest  woe  life  ever  meets. 
Love  strips  of  all  its  teirrors,  and  beguiles. 

'Tis  just,  that  Gk)d  should  not  be  dear, 
Where  Self  engrosses  all  the  thought. 
And  groans  and  murmurs  make  it  clear, 
Whatever  else  is  lov'd,  the  Lord  is  not.  24 

The  love  of  Thee  flows  just  as  much 
As  that  of  ebbing  Self  subsides ; 
Our  hearts,  their  scantiness  is  such, 
Bear  not  the  conflict  of  two  rival  tides. 

Both  cannot  govern  in  one  soul ; 

Then  let  self-love  be  dispossessed ; 

The  Love  of  God  deserves  the  whole. 

And  will  not  dwell  with  so  despis'd  a  guest.  32 

SELF-DIFFIDENCE 

Vol.  2,  Cantique  125 

Source  of  love,  and  light  of  day. 
Tear  me  from  myself  away ; 
Ev'ry  view  and  thought  of  mine, 
Cast  into  the  mould  of  thine ; 

Title]  Love  all  in  all  ^.       26  ebbing]  sordid  A . 
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Teach,  Oh  teach  this  faithless  heart 

A  consistent^  constant  paii: ; 

Or,  if  it  must  live  to  grow. 

More  rebellious,  break  it  now !  8 

Is  it  thus,  that  I  requite  . 

Grace  and  goodness  infinite  ? 

Ev'ry  trace  of  ev'ry  boon, 

Canceird,  and  eras'd,  so  soon ! 

Can  r  grieve  thee,  whom  I  love ; 

Thee,  in  whom  I  live  and  move  ? 

If  my  sorrow  touch  thee  still. 

Save  me  from  so  great  an  ill !  16 

Oh !  th'  oppressive,  irksome  weight, 

Felt  in  an  uncertain  state ; 

Comfort,  peace,  and  rest,  adieu. 

Should  I  pix)ve  at  last  untrue ! 

Still  I  choose  thee,  follow  still 

Ev'ry  notice  of  thy  will ; 

Biit  unstable,  strangely  weak. 

Still  let  slip  the  good  I  seek.  24 

Self-confiding  wretch,  I  thought, 

I  could  serve  thee  as  I  ought. 

Win  thee,  and  deserve  to  feel 

All  the  Love  thou  canst  reveal ! 

Trusting  self,  a  bruised  reed. 

Is  to  be  deceived  indeed : 

Save  me  from  this  harm  and  loss, 

Lest  my  gold  turn  all  to  dross !  32 

Self  is  earthly—Faith  alone 
Makes  an  unseen  world  our  own ; 
Faith  relinquished,  how  we  roam, 
Feel  our  way,  and  leave  pur  home ! 
Spurious  gems  our  hox)es  eniice. 
While  we  scorn  the  pearl  of  price ; 
And  preferring  servant's  i)ay, 
' '"  Cast  the  children's  bread  away !  40 


THE  ACQUIESCENCE  OF  PURE  LOVE 
Vol.  2,  Cantiquk  135 
Love  !  if  thy  destined  sacrifice  am  I, 

Come,  slay  thy  victim,  and  prepare  thy  fires ; 
Plung'd  in  thy  depths  of  mercy,  let  me  die 
The  death,  which  every  soul  that  lives  desires ! 
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I  watch  my  hours,  and  see  them  fleet  away ; 

Th€>  time  is  long,  that  I  have  languished  hei'e ; 
Yet  ail  my  thoughts  thy  purposes  obey^ 

With  no  reluctance,  cheerful  and  sincere.  .8 

To  me  'tis  equal,  whether  Love  ordain 
My  life  or  death,  appoint  me  pain  or  ease : 

My  soul  perceives  no  real  111  in  pain ; 
In  ease,  or  health,  no  real  Good  she  sees. 

One  Good  she  covets,  and  that  Good  alone ; 

To  choose  thy  will,  from  selfish  bias  free ; 
And  to  prefer  a  cottage  to  a  throne, 

And  giief  to  comfort,  if  it  pleases  thee.  16 

That  we  shoijld  bear  the  cross,  is  thy  command. 
Die  to  the  world,  and  live  to  self  no  more ; 

Suffer  immov'd  beneath  the  rudest  hand. 
As  pleased  when  shipwreck'das  when  safeon  shore. 

REPOSE  m  GOD 

Vol.  2,  Cantiqde  17 
Blest  (  who  far  from  all  mankind, 
This  world's  shadows  left  behind, 
Heai^s  from  heav'n  a  gentle  strain 
Whisp'ring  Love,  and  loves  again. 

Blest !  who  free  from  self-esteem, 

Dives  into  the  Great  Supreme, 

All  desire  besides  discards, 

Joys  inferior  none  regards.  S 

Blest !  who  in  thy  bosom  seeks 
Rest  that  nothing  earthly  breaks, 
Dead  to  self  and  worldly  things, 
Lost  in  thee,  thou  King  of  kings ! 

Ye  that  know  my  secret  fire, 

Softly  speak  and  soon  retire ; 

Favour  my  divine  repose. 

Spare  the  sleep  a  God  bestows.  16 

GLORY  TO  GOD  ALONE 
Vol.  2,  Cantique  15 
Oh  lov'd !  but  not  enough — though  dearer  far 
Than  self  and  its  most  lov'd  enjoyments  are ; 
None  duly  loves  thee,  but  who,  nobly  free 
From  sensual  objects,  finds  his  all  in  thee. 

Repose  in  Ood— Title  om.  A, 
Glory ~2  its  .  .  .  enjojinents]  all  the  joys  it  covets  A, 
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Glory  of  God !  thou  stranger  here  below, 
Whom  man  nor  knows,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  know  ; 
Our  Faith  and  Reason  are  both  shocked  to  find 
Man  in  the  post  of  honour — Thee  behind.  8 

Reason  exclaims — *'  Let  ev'ry  creature  fall, 
'*  Asham'd,  abas'd,  before  the  Lord  of  all ; " 
And  Faith,  o'erwhelm'd  with  such  a  dazzling  blaze, 
Feebly  describes  the  beauty  she  surveys. 

Yet  man,  dim-sighted  man,  and  rash  as  blind, 

Deaf  to  the  dictates  of  his  better  mind. 

In  frantic  competition  dares  the  skies. 

And  claims  precedence  of  the  only  wi^.  16 

Oh  lost  in  vanity  till  once  self -known ! 
Nothing  is  great,  or  good,  but  God  alone ; 
When  thou  shalt  stand  before  his  awful  face. 
Then,  at  the  last,  thy  pride  shall  know  his  place. 

Glorious,  Almighty,  First,  and  without  end ! 
When  wilt  thou  melt  the  mountains,  and  descend? 
When  wilt  thou  shoot  abroad  thy  conquering  rays. 
And  teach  these  atoms,  thou  hast  niade,  thy  praise? 

Thy  Glory  is  the  sweetest  heav'n  I  feel ;  25 

And  if  I  seek  it  with  too  fierce  a  zeal. 
Thy  Love,  triumphant  o'er  a  selfish  will. 
Taught  me  the  passion,  and  inspires  it  still. 

My  Reason,  all  my  faculties,  unite. 

To  make  thy  Glory  their  supreme  delight ; 

Forbid  it.  Fountain  of  my  brightest  days. 

That  I  should  rob  thee,  and  usurp  thy  praise !      32 

My  soul !  rest  happy  in  thy  low  estate. 
Nor  hope,  nor  wish,  to  be  esteem'd  or  great ; 
Tq  take  th'  impression  of  a  will  divine. 
Be  that  thy  glory,  and  those  riches  thine. 

Confess  him  rignteous  in  his  just  decrees. 
Love  what  he  loves,  and  let  his  pleasure  please ; 
Die  daily ;  from  the  touch  of  Sin  recede ;  39 

Then  thpu  hast  crown'd  him,  and  he  rei^s  indeed/ 

7,  8  How  are  our  faith,  and  reason  ahock'd  to  find 
Man  marehing  in  the  front,  and  God  behind.  A, 
9  Reason  exclaims  aloud— let  creatures  fall  A.  11  dazzlinR] 

lx)undless  A,         12  But  feebly  speaks  A,        20  at  the  last]  then 
at  least  A,        his]  His  Bull :  its  -4. 
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SELF-LOVE  AND  TRUTH  INCOMPATIBLE 

Vol.  2,  C antique  21 

From  thorny  wilds  a  Monster  came, 
That  fiird  my  soul  with  fear  and  shame ; 
The  birds,  forgetful  of  their  mirth, 
Droop'd  at  the  sight,  and  fell  to  earth  j 
When  thus  a  sage  addressed  mine  ear, 
Himself  unconscious  of  a  fear. 

* '  Whence  all  this  terror  and  surprise, 
Distracted  looks,  and  streaming  eyes  ? 
Far  from  the  world  and  its  affairs, 
The  joy  it  boasts,  the  pain  it  shares,  10 

Surrender,  without  guile  or  art. 
To  Gk)d,  an  undivided  heart ; 
The  savage  form,  so  fear'd  before, 
Shall  scare  your  trembling  soul  no  more ; 
For  loathsome  as  the  sight  may  be, 
'Tis  but  the  Love-of-self  you  see. 
Fix  all  your  Love  on  God  alone. 
Choose  but  His  will,  and  hate  your  own ; 
No  fear  shall  in  your  path  be  found. 
The  dreary  waste  shall  bloom  around,  20 

And  you,  through  all  your  happy  days. 
Shall  bless  his  name,  and  sing  his  praise." 

Oh  lovely  solitude,  how  sweet 
The  silence  of  this  calm  retreat ! 
Here  Truth,  the  fair  whom  I  pursue, 
Gives  all  her  beauty  to  my  view ; 
The  simple,  unadom'd  display, 
Charms  every  pain  and  fear  away. 
O  Truth,  whom  millions  proudly  slight, 
O  Truth,  my  treasure  and  delight !  30 

Accept  this  tribute  to  thy  name. 
And  this  poor  heart,  from  which  it  came ! 

THE  LOVE  OF  GOD  THE  END  OF  LIFE 

Vol.  2,  Oantique  165 

Since  life  in  sorrow  must  be  spent, 
So  be  it — I  am  well  content. 
And  meekly  wait  my  last  remove, 
Seeking  only  growth  in  Love. 

Self-love— 1  thorny]  yonder  A,        3  forgetful  of]  forgettii^all  A. 
20  A.:  om.  Bull, 
The  Love  cf  God^Title]  Live  to  Love  A, 
1-3  Since  we  must  sorrow,  and  why  not  ? 
For  me  I  wish  no  gentler  lot 
But .  ,  .  A. 
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No  bliss  I  seek,  but  to  fulfil 

In  life,  in  death,  thy  lovely  will ; 

No  6uccoUi*s  in  my  woes  I  want, 

Save  what  thou  art  pleased  to  grant.  8 

Our  days  are  numbered,  let  us  spare 
Our  anxious  hearts  a  needless  care : 
'Tis  thine,  to  number  out  our  days ; 
Ours,  to  give  them  to  thy  praise. 

Love  is  our  only  business  here. 

Love,  simple,  constant,  and  sincere ; 

O  blessed  days,  thy  servants  see, 

Spent,  O  Lord !  in  pleasing  Thee.  16 


LOVE  FAITHFUL  IN  THE  ABSENCE 
OF  THE  BELOVED 

Vol.  4,  Cantique  49 

In  vain  ye  woo  me  to  your  harmless  joys, 
Ye  pleasant  bow'rs,  remote  from  strife  and  noise ; 
Your  shades,  the  witnesses  of  many  a  vow, 
Breath'd  forth  in  happier  days,  are  irksome  now ; 
Denied  that  smile  'twas  once  my  heav'n  to  see. 
Such  scenes,  such  pleasures,  are  all  past  with  me.  6 

In  vain  he  leaves  me,  I  shall  love  him  still ; 
And  though  I  mourn,  not  murmur  at  his  will ; 
I  have  no  cause— an  object  all  divine 
Might  well  grow  weary  of  a  soul  like  mine ; 
Yet  pity  me,  great  God !  forlorn,  alone, 
Heartless  and  hopeless,  Life  and  Love  all  gone.    12 

LOVE  PURE  AND  FERVENT 
Vol.  4,  Cantique  31 
Jealous,  and  with  Love  overflowing, 

God  demands  a  fervent  heart ; 
Grace  and  bounty  still  bestowing, 
Calls  us  to  a  grateful  part. 

Oh,  then,  with  supreme  affection. 

His  paternal  Will  I'egard ! 
If  it  cost  us  some  dejection, 

Ev'ry  sigh  has  its  reward.  8 

The  Love  of  God— 7  .succo\ir  A, 
Love  Faitfi/iU— -Title  oni.  A,  7  shall]  will  A. 
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Perfect  Love  has  pow'r  to  soften 
Cares  that  might  our  peace  destroy, 

Nay,  does  more — transforms  them  often, 
Changing  soitow  into  joy. 

Sovereign  Love  appoints  the  measm*e, 

And  the  number  of  our  pains ; 
And  is  pleas'd  when  we  find  pleasure 

In  thie  trials  he  ordains.  16 

THE  ENTIRE  SURRENDER 

Vol.  4,  Cantique  77 

Peace  has  imveil'd  her  smiling  face, 

And  woos  thy  soul  to  her  embrace ; 

Enjoy'd  with  ease,  if  thou  refrain 

From  earthly  Love,  else  sought  in  vain ; 

She  dwells  with  all  who  Truth  prefer. 

But  seeks  not  them  who  seek  not  Her.  6 

Yield  to  the  Lord,  with  simple  heart. 

All  that  thou  hast,  and  all  thou  art ; 

Renoimce  all  strength  but  strength  divine, 

And  peace  shall  be  for  ever  thine  :-— 

Behold  the  path  which  I  have  trod, 

My  path,  'till  I  go  home  to  Gk)d.  12 

THE  PERFECT  SACRIFICE 

Vol.  4,  Cantique  74 
I  PLACE  an  offring  at  thy  shrine, 

From  taint  and  blemish  clear, 
Simple  and  pure  in  its  design. 

Of  all  that  I  hold  dear. 

I  yield  thee  back  thy  gifts  again. 
Thy  gifts  which  most  I  prize ; 

Desirous  only  to  retain 
The  notice  of  thine  eyes.  8 

But  if,  by  thine  ador'd  decree, 

That  blessing  be  denied, 
Resigned,  and  unreluctant,  see 

My  ev'ry  wish  subside. 

Thy  will  in  all  things  I  approve ; 

Exalted  or  cast  down ! 
Thy  will  in  ev'ry  state  I  love. 

And  even  in  thy  frown*  16 

T)ie  entire  Surrcnder'^l  amiling]  lovely  A.       6  them]  those  A, 
The  perfect  tSiicriJicc—i  place  ...  at]  brinjf  ...  to  .4. 
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GOD  HIDES  HIS  PEOPLE 

Vol.  4,  Cantiquk  42 

To  lay  the  soul  that  loves  him  low, 

Becomes  the  Only- wise : 
To  hide  beneath  a  veil  of  woe 

The  children  of  the  skies. 

Man,  though  a  worm,  would  yet  be  great ; 

Though  feeble,  would  seem  strong ; 
Assumes  an  independent  state, 

By  sacrilege  and  wrong.  8 

Strange  the  reverse,  which,  once  abas'd, 

The  haughty  creature  proves ! 
He  feels  his  soul  a  barren  waste. 

Nor  dares  affirm  he  loves. 

Scorn'd  by  the  thoughtless  and  the  vain, 

To  God  he  presses  near ; 
Supei*ior  to  the  world's  disdain, 

And  happy  in  its  sneer.  16 

Oh  welcome,  in  his  heai*t  he  says. 

Humility  and  shame ! 
Farewell  the  wish  for  human  praise, 

The  music  of  a  name ! 

But  will  not  scandal  mar  the  good 

That  I  might  else  i)erf orm  ? 
And  can  Gk>d  work  it,  if  he  would. 

By  so  despis'd  a  worm  ?  24 

Ah,  vainly  anxious  I — leave  the  Lord 

To  rule  thee,  and  dispose ; 
Sweet  is  the  mandate  of  his  word. 

And  gracious  all  he  does. 

He  draws  from  human  littleness 

His  grandeur  and  renown, 
And  gen'rous  hearts  with  joy  confess 

The  ti'iumph  all  his  own.  32 

Down  then  with  self -exalting  thoughts ! 

Thy  faith  and  hope  employ 
To  welcome  all  that  he  aUots,    . 

And  suffer  shame  with  joy. 

No  longer,  then,  thou  wilt  encroach 
On  his  eternal  right  ; 
.    And  he  shall  smile  at  thy  approach, 

And  make  thee  his  delight.  40 
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THE  SECRETS  OP  DIVINE  LOVE  ARE  TO 
BE  KEPT 

Vol.  3,  Cantique  48 

Sun  !  stay  thy  course,  this  moment  stay- 
Suspend  th'  o'erflowing  tide  of  day, 
Divulge  not  such  a  Love  as  mine. 
Ah  I  hide  the  mystery  divine, 
Lest  man,  who  deems  my  glory  shame, 
Should  learn  the  secret  of  my  flame.  6 

Oh  night!  pro]pitious  to  my  views. 

Thy  sable  awning  wide  diffuse : 

Conceal  alike  my  joy  and  iwdn, 

Nor  draw  thy  curtain  back  again, 

Though  morning,  by  the  tears  she  shows. 

Seems  to  participate  my  woes.  12 

Ye  stars !  whose  faint  and  feeble  fires 

Express  my  languishing  desires, 

Whose  slender  beams  pervade  the  skies 

As  silent  as  my  secret  sighs. 

Those  emanations  of  a  soul 

That  darts  her  fires  beyond  the  Pole ;  18 

Your  rays,  that  scarce  assist  the  sight, 

That  pierce,  but  not  displace  the  night, 

That  shine  indeed,  but  nothing  show 

Of  all  l^ose  various  scenes  below. 

Bring  no  distmrbance,  rather  prove 

Incentives  of  a  sacred  Love.  24 

Thou  Moon !  whose  never-failing  course 

Be^)eaks  a  providential  force, 

Gk),  tell  the  tidings  of  my  flame 

To  him  who  calls  the  stars  by  name ; 

Whose  absence  kills,  whose  presence  cheers ; 

Who  blots,  or  brightens,  all  my  years.  30 

While,  in  the  blue  abyss  of  space. 

Thine  orb  performs  its  rapid  race ; 

Still  whisper  in  his  listening  eai*s 

The  language  of  my  sighs  and  tears ; 

Tell  him,  I  seek  him,  far  below. 

Lost  in  a  wilderness  of  woe.  36 

Ye  thought-composing,  silent  hours. 
Diffusing  peace  o'er  aU  my  powers ; 

Title ...  are  to  be  kept! . . .  not  to  be  divulged  A,  3  Fear 

to  divulge  this  Love  of  mine  A,  17  emanations  or  scintilla- 

tions^. 18^  her]  its -4.    - 
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Friends  of  the  i)ensive !  who  conceal, 

In  darkest  shades,  the  flame  I  feel ; 

To  you  I  trust,  and  safely  may, 

The  Love  that  wastes  my  strength  away.        42 

In  sylvan  scenes,  and  caverns  rude, 

I  taste  the  sweets  of  solitude ; 

Retir'd  indeed,  but  not  alone, 

I  share  them  with  a  Spouse  unknown, 

Who  hides  me  here,  from  envious  eyes. 

From  all  intrusion  and  surprise.  48 

Imbow'iing  shades,  and  dens  pix)f oimd : 
Where  echo  rolls  the  voice  aroimd ; 
Mountains !  whose  elevated  heads 
A  moist  and  misty  veil  o'erspreads ; 
.   Disclose  a  solitary  Bride 
To  Him  I  love — to  none  beside.  54 

Ye  rills !  that  murmuring  all  the  way, 

Among  the  polish'd  pebbles  stray ; 

Creep  silently  along  the  ground. 

Lest,  drawn  by  that  harmonious  sound, 

Some  wanderer,  whom  I  would  not  meet, 

Shoidd  stumble  on  my  lov'd  retreat.  60 

Enamerd  meads,  and  hillocks  gi'een, 

And  streams,  that  water  all  the  scene  I 

Ye  torrents,  loud  in  distant  ears ! 

Ye  fountains,  that  receive  my  teai*s  I 

Ah !  still  conceal,  with  caution  due, 

A  charge,  I  trust  with  none  but  you.  66 

If  when  my  pain  and  grief  increase, 

I  seem  t'  enjoy  the  sweetest  pea^e. 

It  is  because  I  find  so  f  ajir 

The  charming  object  of  my  care, 

That  I  can  sport,  and  pleasure,  make 

Of  tonnent,  suffered  for  his  sake.  72 

Ye  meads  and  gi'oves,  unconscious  things ! 

Ye  know  not  whence  my  pleasure  springs, 

Ye  know  not,  and  ye  cannot  know. 

The  source  from  which  my  sorrows  flow : 

The  dear  sole  Cause  of  all  I  feel,-— 

He  knows,  and  understands  them  well.  78 

Ye  deserts !  where  the  wild  beasts  rove, 
Scenes  sacred  to  my  hoiu^  of  love ; 

40  thickest  .4.        55  the]  your -4» 
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Ye  forests !  in  whose  shades  I  stray, 

Benighted  under  burning  day ; 

Ah !  whisper  not  how  blest  am  I, 

Nor  while  I  live,  nor  when  I  die.  84 

Ye  lambs !  that  sport  beneath  these  shades, 

And  bound  along  the  mossy  glades : 

Be  taught  a  salutary  fear, 

And  cease  to  bleat  when  I  am  near : 

The  wolf  may  hear  your  harmless  cry, 

Whom  ye  should  dread,  as  much  as  I.  90 

How  calm,  amid  these  scenes,  my  mind ! 

How  perfect  is  the  peace  I  find  I 

Oh  hush,  be  still  my  ev'ry  part, 

My  tongue,  my  pulse,  my  beating  heart ! 

That  Love,  aspiring  to  ite  cause, 

May  suffer  not  a  moment's  pause.  96 

Ye  swift-finn'd  nations,  that  abide 

In  seas,  bb  fathomless  as  wide ; 

And  unsuspicious  of  a  snare, 

Pursue  at  large  your  pleasures  there  : 

Poor  sportive  fools !  how  soon  does  man 

Ypur  heedless  ignorance  trei)an !  102 

Away !  dive  deep  into  the  brine, 

Where  never  yet  sunk  plummet  line ; 

Tnist  me,  the  vast  Leviathan 

Is  merciful,  comi)ar'd  with  man ; 

Avoid  his  arts,  forsake  the  beach, 

And  never  play  within  his  reach !  108 

My  soul  her  bondage  ill  endures ; 

I  i)ant  for  liberty  like  yours ; 

I  long  for  that  immense  Profound, 

That  knows  no  bottom,  and  no  bound ; 

Lost  in  Infinity,  to  prove 

Th'  Incomprehensible  of  Love.  114 

Ye  birds !  that  lessen  as  ye  fly. 

And  vanish  in  the  distant  sky ; 

To  whom  yon  airy  waste  belongs, 

Resounding  with  your  cheerful  songs ; 

Haste  to  escape  from  human  sight ; 

Fear  less  the  vulture,  and  the  kite.  120 

How  blest,  and  how  secure  am  I, 
When  quitting  earth,  I  soar  on"high ;   ^ 

85  Bport  beneath]  wander  in  A.  104  plummet]  fathom  A . 
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When  lost,  like  you  I  disappear, 

And  float  in  a  sublimer  sphere ! 

Whence  falling,  within  human  view, 

I  am  ensnar'd,  and  caught  like  you.  126 

Onmisdent  God,  whose  notice  deigpis 

To  try  the  heart  and  search  the  reins ; 

Compassionate  the  numerous  woes, 

I  dare  not,  ev'n  to  thee,  disclose ; 

Oh  save  me  from  the  cruel  hands 

Of  men,  who  fear  not  thy  commands !  132 

Love,  all-subduing  and  divine, 

Care  for  a  creature  truly  thine ; 

Reign  in  a  heart,  disposed  to  own 

No  sovereign,  but  thyself  alone ; 

Cherish  a  Bride,  who  cannot  rove, 

Nor  quit  thee  for  a  meaner  Love !  138 


THE  VICISSITUDES  EXPERIENCED  IN  THE 
CHRISTIAN  LIFE 
Vol.  3,  Cantique  69 
I  SUFFER  fruitless  anguish  day  by  day, 
Each  moment,  as  it  passes,  marks  my  pain ; 
Scarce  knowing  whither,  doubtfully  I  stray, 
And  see  no  end  of  all  that  I  sustain. 

The  more  I  strive,  the  more  I  am  withstood  ; 

Anxiety  encreasing  ev'ry  hour, 

My  spirit  finds  no  rest,  perfonns  no  good. 

And  nought  remains  of  all  my  former  pow  r.         8 

My  peace  of  heart  is  fled,  I  know  not  where ; 
My  happy  hours,  like  shadows,  pass'd  away ; 
Their  sweet  remembrance  doubles  all  my  care. 
Night  darker  seems,  succeeding  such  a  day. 

Dear  faded  joys,  and  impotent  regret, 

What  profit  is  there  in  incessant  teal's  ? 

Oh  Thou,  whom,  once  beheld,  we  ne'er  forget, 

Reveal  thy  Love,  and  banish  all  my  fears !  16 

Alas !  he  flies  me — treats  me  as  his  foe. 
Views  not  my  sorrows,  hears  not  when  I  plead ; — 
Woe  such  as  mine,  despised,  neglected  woe, 
Unless  it  shorten  life,  is  vain  indeed. 

2  marks]  points  A,  6  Anxiety]  Fear,  anxiutis  fear  A, 

15  Come  Thou,  with  all  thy  sacred  charms,  come  yet  A» 
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Pierc'd  with  a  thousand  wounds,  I  yet  survive ; 
My  pangs  are  keen,  but  no  complaint  transpires ; 
And  while  in  terrors  of  thy  wrath  I  live, 
Hell  seems  to  lose  its  less  tremendous  fires.  24 

Has  Hell  a  pain  I  would  not  gladly  beai% 
So  thy  severe  displeasure  might  subside  ? 
Hopeless  of  ease,  I  seem  already  There, 
My  life  extinguished,  and  yet  death  denied. 

Is  this  the  joy  so  promised — this  the  love, 
Th'  unchanging  love,  so  sworn  in  better  days  ? 
Ah  dangerous  glories !  shown  me,  but  to  prove 
How  lovely  thou,  and  I  how  rash  to  gaze.  S2 

Why  did  I  see  th^m  ?  had  I  still  remained 
Untaught,  still  ignorant  how  fair  thou  art. 
My  humbler  wii^es  I  had  soon  obtain'd, 
Nor  known  the  torments  of  a  doubting  heart. 

Deprived  of  all,  yet  feeling  no  desires. 
Whence  then,  I  cry,  the  pangs  that  I  sustain  ? 
Dubious  and  uninformed,  my  soul  inquires. 
Ought  she  to  cherish,  or  shake  off  her  pain.  40 

Suffering  I  suffer  not — sincerely  love, 
Yet  feel  no  touch  of  that  enliv'ning  flame ; 
As  chance  inclines  me,  unconcem'd  I  move. 
All  times,  and  all  events,  to  me  the  same. 

I  search  my  heart,  and  not  a  wish  is  there, 

But  burns  with  zeal  that  hated  self  may  fall ; 

Such  is  the  sad  inquietude  I  share, 

A  sea  of  doubts,  and  self  the  source  of  all.  48 

I  ask  not  life,  nor  do  I  wish  to  die ; 
And  if  thine  hand  accomplish  not  my  cure, 
I  would  hot  purchase,  with  a  single  sigh, 
A  free  discharge  from  all  that  I  endiure. 

I  groan  in  chains,  yet  want  not  a  release ; 
Am  sick,  and  know  not  the  distempered  part ; 
Am  just  as  void  of  purpose,  as  of  'peace ;  55 

Have  neither  plan,  nor  fear,  nor  hope,  nor  heart. 

27,  28  All  is  affliction,  all  is  blank  despair, 

Life  at  its  lowest  ebb,  yet  death  denied.  A, 
31  glories]  beauties  A.  34  Untaught,  still]  Stupid,  and  A. 

39  Dubious]  Anxious  A.  41  sincerely]  I  truely  A,  42  celestial 
A .  48  doubt  A,  49 1  neither  wish  for  life  nor  yet  for  death,  A . 
59  thine  hand]  thyself -4.  51  sigh]  breath  ^.  53  Captive  I 
^roan  A.  54  know  .  .  .  distemper'd]  cannot  find  the  ailing^. 
t»  Am  just]  I  seem  A. 
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My  claim  to  life,  though  sought  with  earnest  care, 
No  Ught,  within  me  or  without  me,  shows ; 
Once  I  had  faith ;  but  now,  in  self -despair 
Find  my  chief  cordial,  and  my  best  repose. 

My  soul  is  a  forgotten  thing,  she  sinks. 

Sinks  and  is  lost,  without  a  wish  to  rise ; 

Feels  an  indifference  she  abhors,  and  thinks 

Her  name  eras'd  forever  from  the  skies.  64 

Language  affords  not  my  distress  a  name. 
Yet  is  it  real  and  no  sickly  dream ; 
'Tis  Love  inflicts  it ;  though  to  feel  that  flame, 
Is  all  I  know  of  happiness  supreme. 

When  Love  dei)arts,  a  Chaos  wide  and  vast 
And  dark  as  Hell,  is  open'd  in  the  soul ; 
When  Love  returns,  the  gloomy  scene  is  past. 
No  tempests  shake  her,  and  no  fears  control.        72 

Then  tell  me,  why  these  ages  of  delay  ? 

0  Love,  all-excellent,  once  more  appear ; 
Disperse  the  shades,  and  snatch  me  into  day, 
From  this  abyss  of  night,  these  floods  of  fear  I 

No— Love  is  angryywill  not  now  endure 

A  sigh  of  mine,  or  suffer  a  complaint ; 

He  smites  me,  wounds  me,  and  withholds  the  cure ; 

Exhausts  -my  pow'rs,  and  leaves  mie  sick  and  faint. 

He  wounds,  and  hides  the  hand  that  gave  the  blow; 
He  flies,  he  re-appears,  and  wounds  again—         82 
Was  ever  heai*t  that  lov'd  thee,  treat(&  so  ? 
Yet  I  adore  thee,  though  it  seem  in  vain. 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me,  whom,  when  lost  and  blind. 
Thou  didst  distinguish,  and  vouchsafe  to  choose,^ 
Before  thy  laws  were  written  in  my  mind, 
While  yet  the  world  had  all  my  thoughts  and 
views?  88 

Noiv  leave  me?  when,  enamoured  of  thy  laws,     * 

1  make  thy  glory  my  supreme  delight ; 
Now  blot  me  from  tiiy  register,  and  cause 
A  faithful. soul  to  perish  from  thy  sight? 

57-68 /or  MS.  version  see  notes,    72  Then  neither  tempests  howL 
nor  billows  roll  A,  74  appear]  draw  nigh  A,  75  shades] 

night  A.       76  night .  .  .  fear]  darkness  where  I  lie  -4.  ^      77  not 
.  .  .  endure]  no  longer  hear  A,  79  and  .  .  .  cure]  is  Ijecome 

severe  A.      80  Makes  me  and  leaves  mo  weary,  sick  and  faint  -4. 
89  JV<5?«']  What,  A, 
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What  can  have  caused  the  change  that  I  deplore! 

Is  it  to  prove  me,  if  my  heart  be  true? 

Permit  methen,  while  prostrate  I  adore, 

To  draw,  and  place  its  picture  in  thy  view*  96 

'Tis  thine  without  reserve,  most  simply  thine ; 
So  giv'n  to  thee,  that  it  is  not  my  own ; 
A  willing  Captive  of  thy  grace  ^vine ; 
And  loves,  and  seeks  thee,  for  thyself  alone. 

Pain  cannot  move  it,  danger  cannot  scare ; 
Pleasure,  and  wealth,  in  its  esteem,  are  d.ust ; 
It  loves  thee,  ev^n  when  least  inclin'd  to  spare 
Its  tend'rest  feelings,  and  avows  thee  just.  104 

'Tis  all  thine  own ;  my  spirit  is  so  too, 
An  undivided  offering  at  thy  shrine ; 
It  seeks  thy  glory  with  no  double  view. 
Thy  glory,  with  no  secret  bent  to  mine. 

Love,  holy  Love !  and  art  thou  not  severe. 

To  slight  me,  thus  devoted,  and  thus  fixt? 

Mine  is  an  everlasting  ardour,  clear 

From  all  self -bias,  gen'rous  and  unmixt.  113 

But  I  am  silent,  seeing  what  I  see — 
And  fear,  with  cause,  that  I  am  self -deceived ; 
Not  ev'n  my  faith  is  from  suspicion  free. 
And,  that  I  love,  seems  not  to  be  believed. 

live  thou,  and  reign,  forever,  glorious  Lord! 
My  last,  least  off 'ring,  I  present  thee  now — 
Renounce  me,  leave  me,  and  be  still  ador'd ! 
Slay  me,  my  God,  and  I  applaud  the  blow.  120 

WATCHmO  UNTO  GOD  IN  THE 
NIGHTSEASON 
Vol.  3,  Cantique  71 
Sleep  at  last  has  fled  these  eyes, 
Nor  do  I  regret  his  flight, 
More  alert  my  spirits  rise, 
And  my  heart  is  free  and  light. 

Nature  silent  all  around, 

Not  a  single  witness  near ; 

€k)d,  as  soon  as  sought,  is  found ; 

And  the  flame  of  Love  bums  clear.  8 

96  prostrate]  humbly  A .  97  without . . .  most]  explicitly  and  A . 
98  So  strictly  that  it  is  not  now  my  own  A,  105  all  thine  own] 
wholly  thine  A .  109  holy]  sacred  A .  118  least]  last  A . 

120  Slay  me,  my  God]  Th'  award  is  just  A, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


510  TRANSLATIONS 

Interruption,  all  day  long. 
Checks  the  current  of  my  joys ; 
Creatures  press  me  with  a  throng, 
And  perplex  me  with  thdbr  noise. 

Undisturbed  I  muse,  all  night. 

On  the  first  Eternal  Fair ; 

Nothing  there  obstructs  delight, 

Love  is  renovated  there.  16 

Life,  with  its  perpetual  stir, 
Proves  a  foe  to  Love  and  me ; 
Fresh  entanglements  occur— 
Comes  the  night,  and  sets  me  free. 

Never  more,  sweet  sleep,  susi)end 

My  enjojnnents  always  new : 

L^ve  me  to  possess  my  Friend ; 

Other  eyes  and  hearts  subdue.  24 

Hush  the  world,  that  I  may  wake 
To  the  taste  of  pure  delights ; 
Oh  the  pleasures  I  partake — 
God  the  Partner  of  my  nights ! 

David,  for  the  self -same  cause, 
Night  preferred  to  busy  day ; 
Hearts,  whom  heav'nly  beauty  draws. 
Wish  the  glaring  sun  away^  32 

Sleep,  Self -lovers,  is  for  you — 
Souls  that  love  celestial  know, 
Fairer  scenes  by  night  can  view, 
Than  the  sun  could  ever  show. 


ON  THE  SAME 

Vol.  3,  Oantiqub  72 
Season  of  my  purest  pleasure. 

Sealer  of  observing  eyes ! 
When,  in  larger  freer  measure, 

I  can  commune  with  the  skies ; 
While,  beneath  thy  shade  extended. 

Weary  man  forgets  his  woes ; 
I,  my  daily  trouble  ended, 

Find,  in  Watching,  my  Repose.  8 

12  perplex]  distress  A.  17  perpetual]  busjr  A,  19  per- 

{)lexities  A,  30  bustling  A,  32  glaring  sun]  hours  of 

'\Kht  A, 
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Silence  all  around  prevailing, 

Nature  hush'd  in  slumber  sweet, 
No  rude  noise  mine  ears  assailing. 

Now  my  God  and  I  can  meet  : 
Universal  nature  slumbers, 

And  my  soul  partakes  the  calm, 
Breathes  her  ardour  out  in  numbers, 

Plaintive  song,  or  lofty  psahn.  16 

Now  my  passion,  pure  and  holy, 

Shines,  and  bums,  without  restraint  ; 
Which  the  day's  fatigue,  and  folly, 

Caus'd  to  languish,  dim  and  faint : 
Charming  hours  of  relaxation ! 

How  I  dread  th'  ascending  sun ! 
Surely,  idle  conversation 

Is  an  evil,  match'd  by  none.  24 

Worldly  prate,  and  babble,  hurt  me ; 

Unintelligible  prove ; 
Neither  teach  me,  nor  divert  me ; 

I  have  ears  for  none  but  Love. 
Me,  they  rude  esteem,  and  foolish. 

Hearing  my  absurd  replies ; 
I  have  neither  art's  fine  polish, 

Nor  the  knowledge  of  the  wise.  32 

Simple  souls,  and  unpolluted 

By  conversing  with  the  Great, 
Have  a  mind  and  taste,  ill  suited 

To  their  dignity  and  state ; 
All  their  talking,  reading,  writing, 

Are  but  talents  misapplied ; 
Infants'  prattle  I  delight  in. 

Nothing  human  choose  beside.  40 

'Tis  the  secret  fear  of  sinning. 

Checks  my  tongue,  or  I  should  say, 
When  I  see  the  night  beginning, 

I  am  glad  of  parting  day  : 
Love,  this  gentle  admonition 

Whispers  soft,  within  my  breast ; 
*'  Choice  befits  not  thy  condition. 

Acquiescence  suits  thee  best."  48 

16  lofty]  sprightly  A^ 
21-24  How  I  love  this  peaceful  season. 
How  I  dread  th'  ascending  Sun, 
For  to  me  the  world  with  reason 
Seems  an  evil  match'd  by  none.  A. 
25  Its  discourses  grieve  and  hurt  me  ^ .  29  rude]  coarse  A . 

'M  arts'  BuU :  Arts  A.        3C  their  dignity]  formality  A,       39  In- 
fants Bull,  A. 
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Henceforth,  the  repose  and  pleasure 

Night  uffords  me,  I  resign  ; 
And  thy  Will  shall  be  the  measure, 

Wisdom  infinite  I  of  mine : 
Wishing,  is  but  Inclination 

Quarrelling  with  thy  decrees ; 
Wajrward  nature  finds  th'  occasion, 

'Tis  her  folly  and  disease.  56 

Night,  with  its  sublime  enjoyments, 

Now  no  longer  will  I  choose ; 
Nor  the  day,  with  its  employments, 

Irksome  as  they  seem,  refuse ; 
Lessons  of  a  Good's  inspiring 

Neither  time  nor  place  impedes  ; 
From  our  wishing  and  desiring. 

Our  Unhappiness  proceeds.  64 

ON   THE    SAME 

Vol.  3,  CANTrquR  73 

Night  !  how  I  love  thy  silent  shades, 

My  spirits  they  compose ; 
The  bliss  of  heav'n  my  soul  pervades. 

In  spite  of  all  my  woes. 

While  sleep  instills  her  poppy  dews 

In  ev'ry  slumbering  eye, 
I  watch,  to  meditate  and  muse. 

In  blest  tranquillity.  8 

And  when  I  feel  a  Gk)d  immense 

Familiarly  impart. 
With  ev'ry  proof  he  can  dispense, 

His  favour  to  my  heart, 

My  native  meanness  I  lament, 

Though  most  divinely  fiU'd 
With  all  th'  ineffable  content, 

That  Deity  can  yield.  16 

His  purpose,  and  his  course,  he  keeps ; 

T^ads  all  my  reas'nings  down ; 
Commands  me  out  of  Nature's  deeps. 

And  hides  me  in  his  own. 

When  in  the  dust,  its  proper  place, 

Our  pride  of  heart  we  lay ; 
'Tis  then,  a  deluge  of  his  grace 

Bears  all  our  sins  away.  24 

55  Wayward  nature]  Nature  always  A.  61  a  God's]  the 

Lords  A, 
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Thou,  whom  I  serve,  and  whose  I  am, 

Whose  influence  from  on  high 
Refines,  and  still  refines  my  flame, 

And  makes  my  fetters  fly ; 

How  wretched  is  the  creature's  state 
Who  thwarts  thy  gracious  pow'r ; 

Crushed  under  sin's  enormous  weight, 
Increasing  ev'ry  hour !  32 

The  night,  when  passed  entire  with  thee. 

How  luminous  and  cleai* ! 
Then  sleep  has  no  delights  for  me, 

Lest  Thou  shouldst  disappear. 

My  Saviour  I  occupy  me  still 

In  this  secure  recess ; 
Let  Reason  slumber  if  she  will, 

My  joy  shall  not  be  less :  40 

Let  Reason  slumber  out  the  night ; 

But  if  Thou  deign  to  make 
My  soul  th'  abode  of  truth  and  light. 

Ah,  keep  my  heart  awake ! 


THE  JOY  OF  THE  CROSS 
Vol.  3,  Cantiqub  97 
LoNO  plung'd  in  sorrow,  I  resign 
My  soul  to  that  dear  hand  of  thine. 

Without  reserve  or  fear ; 
That  hand  shall  wipe  my  streaming  eyes ; 
Or  into  smiles  of  glad  surprise 
Transform  the  falling  tear.  ? 

My  sole  possession  is  thy  Love ; 
In  earth  beneath,  or  heav'n  above, 

I  have  no  other  store ; 
And  though  with  fervent  suit  I  pray, 
And  importune  thee  night  and  day, 

I  ask  thee  nothing  more.  12 

My  I'apid  hours  pursue  the  course 
Prescribed  them  by  love's  sweetest  force ; 

And  I,  thy  sovereign  Will, 
Without  a  wish  t'  escape  my  doom ; 
Though  still  a  suff'rer  from  the  womb. 

And  doom'd  to  suffer  still.  18 

29  creature's  state]  sours  estate  A.  41  slumber  exit  the]  sleep 

the  livelong  A. 

Tht  Joy— 13  the]  their  A.  14  Obedient  to  thj^  Love's 

sweet  force  A, 
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By  thy  command,  where'er  I  stray, 
Sorrow  attends  me  all  my  way, 

A  never-failing  friend ; 
And  if  my  suffrings  may  augment 
Thy  praise,  behold  me  well  content — 

Let  sorrow  still  attend !  24 

It  costs  me  no  regret,  that  she. 

Who  followed  Christ,  should  follow  me ; 

And  though,  where'er  she  goes. 
Thorns  spring  spontaneous  at  her  feet, 
I  love  her,  and  extract  a  sweet 

From  all  my  bitter  woes.  30 

Adieu !  ye  vain  delights  of  earth ; 
Insipid  sporte,  and  childish  mirth, 

I  taste  no  sweets  in  you ; 
Unknown  delights  are  in  the  Cross, 
All  joy  beside,  to  me  is  dross ; 

And  Jesus  thought  so  too.  36 

The  Cross !  Oh  ravishment  and  oliss 

How  grateful  ev'n  its  anguish  is ; 

Its  bitterness,  how  sweet ! 
There  ev'ry  sense,  and  all  the  mind. 
In  all  her  faculties  refin'd. 

Tastes  happiness  complete.  42 

Souls  once  enabled  to  disdain 
Base  sublunary  joys,  maintain 

Their  dignity  secure ; 
The  fever  of  desire  is  passed. 
And  Love  has  all  its  genuine  taste. 

Is  delicate  and  pure.  48 

Self-love  no  grace  in  sorrow  sees. 
Consults  her  own  peculiar  ease ; 

'Tis  all  the  bliss  she  knows : 
But  nobler  aims  true  Love  employ ; 
In  self-denial  is  her  joy. 

In  suffring  her  repose.  54 

Sorrow,  and  Love,  go  side  by  side ; 
Nor  height,  nor  depth,  can  e'er  divide 

Their  heav'n-appointed  bands ; 
Those  dear  associates  still  are  one. 
Nor,  till  the  race  of  life  is  run. 

Disjoin  their  wedded  hands.  60 

35  And  all  A.    is]  are  A.        41  her]  its  A, 
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Jesus,  avenger  of  our  Fall, 
Thou  faithful  Lover,  above  all 

The  Cross  has  ever  borne ! 
Oh  tell  me, — life  is  in  thy  voice- 
How  much  afflictions  were  thy  choice. 

And  sloth  and  ease  thy  scorn  r  66 

Thy  choice,  and  mine,  shall  be  the  same ; 
Inspirer  of  that  holy  flame, 

Which  must  forever  blaze ! 
To  take  the  Cross,  and  follow  thee, 
Where  love  and  duty  lead,  shall  be 

My  portion,  and  my  praise.  72 


JOY  IN  MARTYRDOM 

Vol.  3,  Cantique  94 

Sweet  tenants  of  this  grove ! 

Who  sing  without  design, 
A  song  of  artless  love, 

In  unison  with  mine ; 
These  echoing  shades  return 

Full  many  a  note  of  ours. 
That  wise  ones  cannot  learn. 

With  all  their  boasted  pow'rs.  8 

Oh  thou  I  whose  sacred  charms 

These  hearts  so  seldom  love, 
Although  thy  beauty  warms 

And  blesses  all  above ; 
How  slow  are  human  things 

To  choose  their  hap|]dest  lot  I 
All-glorious  King  of  Kings, 

Say,  why  we  love  thee  not  ?  16 

This  heart,  that  cannot  rest. 

Shall  thine  forever  prove ; 
Though  bleeding  and  distressed, 

Yet  joyful  in  thy  Love  : 
'Tis  happy,  though  it  breaks 
. ..Beneath  thy  chastening  hand ; 
And  speechless,  yet  it  speaks 

What  thou  canst  understand.  24 

68  holy]  deathless  A,  69  must .  .  .  blaze]  thou  inspir'st 

alone  ^.       72  portion  .  .  .  praise]  pleasure  .  .  .  crown  A. 

Joy  in  Martyrdom— -lb  All-glonous]  Ah  tell  me  A, 
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SIMPLE    TRUST 
Vol.  3,  Cantique  95 

Still,  still,  without  ceasing, 

I  feel  it  increasing, 
This  fervour  of  holy  desire ; 

And  often  exclaim, 

Let  me  die  in  the  flame 
Of  a  Love  that  can  never  expire !  6 

Had  I  words  to  explain, 

What  she  must  sustain. 
Who  dies  to  the  world  and  its  ways ; 

How  joy  and  affright, 

Distress  and  delight. 
Alternately  chequer  her  days ;  12 

Thou,  sweetly  severe ! 

I  would  make  thee  appear, 
In  all  thou  art  pleas'd  to  award, 

Not  more  in  the  sweet, 

Than  the  bitter  I  meet. 
My  tender  and  merciful  Lord.  18 

This  Faith,  in  the  dark 

Pursuing  its  mark, 
Through  many  sharp  trials  of  Love, 

Is  the  sorrowful  waste, 

That  is  to  be  pass'd. 
In  the  way  to  the  Canaan  above.  24 

THE  NECESSITY  OF  SELF-ABASEMENT 

Vol.  3^  Cantiquic  02 
Source  of  Love,  my  brighter  Sun, 
Thou  alone  my  comfort  art ; 
See  my  race  is  almost  run ; 
Hast  thou  left  this  trembling  heart? 

In  my  youth,  thy  charming  eyes 

Drew  me  from  the  ways  of  men ; 

Then  I  drank  immingled  joys ; 

Frown  of  thine,  saw  never  then.  § 

Spouse  of  Christ  was  then  my  name ; 
And,  devoted  all  to  thee. 
Strangely  jealous  I  became. 
Jealous  of  this  Self,  in  me. 

Simple  Trust— T\t\Q  om.  A, 
The  NeceiHty—^  alone  my]  my  only  A. 
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Thee  to  love,  and  none  beside, 

Was  my  darling,  sole  employ ; 

While  alternately  I  died, 

Now  of  grief,  and  now  of  joy.  10 

Through  the  dark  and  silent  night. 
On  thy  radiant  smiles  I  dwelt ; 
And  to  see  the  dawning  light, 
Was  the  keenest  pain  I  felt. 

Thou  my  gracious  teacher  wert ; 

And  thine  eye,  so  close  applied, 

While  it  watch'd  thy  pupil's  heart, 

Seem'd  to  look  at  none  beside.  24 

Conscious  of  no  evil  drift, 
TMs,  I  cried,  is  Love  indeed — 
'Tis  the  Giver,  not  the  Gift, 
Whence  the  jojrs  I  feel  proceed. 

But  soon  hiunbled,  and  laid  low, 

Stript  of  all  thou  hadst  conferred, 

Nothing  left,  but  Sin  and  woe, 

I  perceived  how  I  had  err'd.  32 

Oh,  the  vain  conceit  of  man, 
Dreaming  of  a  good  his  own. 
Arrogating  all  he  can. 
Though  the  Lord  is  good  alone ! 

He,  the  graces  Thou  hast  wrought. 
Makes  subservient  to  his  pride ; 
Ignorant,  that  one  such  thought 
Passes  all  his  sin  beside.  40 

Such  his  folly —prov'd,  at  last. 
By  the  loss  of  that  repose 
Self-complacence  cannot  taste. 
Only  Love  divine  bestows. 

'Tis  by  this  reproof  severe. 

And  by  this  reproof  alone, 

His  defects  at  last  appear, 

Man  is  to  himself  made  known.  48 ' 

Learn,  all  Earth !  that  feeble  Man, 
Sprung  from  this  terrestrial  clod, 
Nothing  is,  and  noting  can ; 
Life,  and  pow'r,  are  all  in  God. 

14  my  darling]  become  my  A.  2\  look  at  none]  watch 

no  heart  A.  -H)  wins  A, 
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LOVE  INCREASED  BY  SUFFERING 

Vol.  3,  Cantique  98 

*'  I  LOVE  the  Lord,"  is  still  the  strain 
This  heart  delights  to  sing ; 
But  I  reply— your  thoughts  are  vain, 
Perhaps  'tis  no  such  thing. 

Before  the  power  of  Love  divine. 

Creation  fades  away ; 
Till  only  God  is  seen  to  shine 

In  all  that  we  survey.  8 

In  gulphs  of  awful  night  we  find 

The  God  of  our  desires ; 
'Tis  there  he  stamps  the  yielding  mmd. 

And  doubles  all  its  fires. 

Flames  of  encircling  Love  invest, 
And  pieixje  it  sweetly  through ; 

Tis  fiird  with  sacred  joy,  yet  press'd 
With  sacred  sorrow  too.  16 

Ah  Love !  my  heart  is  in  the  right — 

Amidst  a  thousand  woes, 
To  thee,  its  ever  new  delight, 

And  all  its  peace,  it  owes. 

Fresh  causes  of  distress  occur, 

Where'er  I  look,  or  move ; 
The  comforts,  I  to  all  prefer. 

Are  solitude  and  love.  24 

Nor  exile  I,  nor  prison  fear ; 

Love  makes  my  courage  great ; 
I  find  a  Saviour  ev'ry  where. 

His  grace,  in  ev'ry  state. 

Nor  castle  walls,  nor  dungeons  deep. 
Exclude  his  quick'ning  beams ; 

There  I  can  sit,  and  sing,  and  weep, 
And  dwell  on  heav'nly  themes.  32 

There,  sorrow,  for  his  sake,  is  found 

A  joy  beyond  comi>are ; 
There,  no  presumptuous  thoughts  abound, 

No  pride  can  enter  there. 

A  Saviour  doubles  all  my  joys, 

And  sweetens  all  my  pains. 
His  strength  in  my  defence  employs, 

Consoles  me,  and  sustains.  40 
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I  fear  no  ill,  resent  no  wrong ; 

Nor  feel  a  x)a8sion  move. 
When  malice  whets  her  sland'rous  tongue ;  * 

Such  patience  is  in  Love. 


SCENES  FAVOURABLE  TO  MEDITATION 
Vol.  3,  Cantique  83 
WiLDS  horrid  and  dark  with  overshadowing  trees, 

Rocks  that  ivy  and  briars  infold, 
Scenes  nature  with  dread  and  astonishment  sees, 

But  I  with  a  pleasure  untold. 

Though  awfiilly  silent  and  shaggy  and  rude, 
I  am  charmed  with  the  peace  ye  afford, 

Your  shades  are  a  temple  where  none  will  intrude. 
The  abode  of  my  Lover  and  Lord.  8 

I  am  sick  of  thy  splendour,  O  fountain  of  day. 
And  here  I  am  hid  from  its  beams, 

Here  safely  contemplate  a  brighter  display 
Of  the  noblest  and  holiest  themes. 

Ye  f oi*ests  that  yield  me  my  sweetest  repose. 

Where  stillness  and  solitude  reign, 
To  you  I  securely  and  boldly  disclose 

The  dear  anguish  of  which  I  complain.  16 

Here  sweetly  forgetting  and  wholly  forgot 
By  the  world  and  its  turbulent  thi'ong. 

The  birds  and  the  streams  lend  me  many  a  note 
That  aids  meditation  and  song. 

Here  wand'ring  in  scenes  that  are  sacred  to  night, 
Love  wears  me  and  wastes  me  away. 

And  often  the  sim  has  spent  much  of  his  light, 
Ere  yet  I  perceive  it  is  day.  24 

While  a  mantle  of  darkness  invelopes  the  sphere, 

My  sorrows  are  sadly  rehears'd. 
To  me  the  dark  hours  ai'e  all  equally  dear, 

And  the  last  is  as  sweet  as  the  £a*st. 

Here  I  and  the  beasts  of  the  desert  agree, 

Mankind  are  the  wolves  that  I  fear. 
They  grudge  me  my  natural  right  to  be  free. 

But  nobody  questions  it  here.  32 

Title]  The  wonderfull  contrarieties  of  the  Christian  Life  ^. 

II  safely]  freely  BM.        20  aids]  helps  A,        22  wears . . .  wastes 
trs.  BM, 
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Though  little  is  found  in  this  dreary  abode 

That  appetite  wishes  to  find, 
My  spirit  is  sooth'd  by  the  presence  of  Gk)d, 

And  appetite  wholly  resigned. 

Ye  desolate  scenes,  to  your  solitude  led, 

My  life  I  in  praises  employ, 
And  scarce  know  the  source  of  the  tears  that  I  shed. 

Proceed  they  from  sorrow  or  joy.  40 

There  is  nothing  I  seem  to  have  skill  to  discern, 

I  feel  out  my  way  in  the  dark, 
Love  reigns  in  my  bosom,  I  ccmstantly  bum, 

Yet  hardly  distinguish  the  spark. 

I  live,  yet  I  seem  to  myself  to  be  dead. 

Such  a  riddle  is  not  to  be  found, 
I  am  nourished  without  knowing  how  I  am  fed, 

I  have  nothing  and  yet  I  abound.  48 

Oh  Love !  who  in  darkness  art  pleas'd  to  abide. 

Though  dimly  yet  surely  I  see, 
That  these  contrarieties  only  reside 

In  the  soul  that  is  chosen  of  thee. 

Ah  send  me  not  back  to  the  race  of  mankind, 

Perversely  by  foUy  beguil'd, 
For  where  in  the  crowds  I  have  left,  shall  I  find 

The  spirit  and  heart  of  a  Cliild  ?  66 

Here  let  me,  though  fixt  in  a  desert,  be  free, 

A  Little  one  whom  they  despise. 
Though  lost  to  the  world,  if  in  union  with  thee. 

Shall  be  holy  and  happy  and  wise. 

33  is]  be  BM,  40  Proceed  thej^  from]  Whether  owing  to  A, 

41 1  am  weak  there  is  nothing  I  seem  to  discern  BM»  44  the] 

9,BM,,A.        45  yet  I]  and  yet  5Jlf.        55  in  the  crowds]  among 
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TEANSLATIONS   FROM 
THE  LATIN  CLASSICS 

THE  FIFTH  SATffiE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK 
OF  HORACE 

A  HUMOROUS  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  AUTHOR'S 
JOURNEY  FROM  ROME  TO  BRUNI^USIUM 

[Written  1757.     Published  1759,  in  Duncombe's  edition  of 
Horace,  vol.  ii.] 

'TwAS  a  long  journey  lay  before  us, 
When  I  and  honest  Heliodorus, 

Who  far  in  -point  of  rhetoric  

Surpasses  every  living  Greek, 
Each  leaving  our  respective  home, 
Together  sallied  forth  from  Rome. 

First  at  Aricia  we  alight. 
And  there  refresh  and  pass  the  night. 
Our  entertainment?  rather  coarse 
Than  sumptuous,  but  I've  met  with  worse.     10 

Thence  o'er  the  causeway  soft  and  fair 
To  Appii  Forum  we  repair. 
But  as  this  road  is  well'^suppHed 
(Temptation  strong !)  on  either  side 
With  inns  commodious,  snug,  and  wann, 
We  split  the  journey,  and  perform 
In  two  days'  time  what's  often  done 
By  brisker  travellers  in  one. 

Here  rather  chusing  not  to  sup 
Than  with  bad  water  mix  my  cup,  20 

After  a  warm  debate,  in  spite 
Of  a  provoking  appetite, 
I  sturdily  resolve  at  last 
To  balk  it,  and  pronounce  a  fast. 
And  in  a  moody  humour  wait. 
While  my  less  dainty  comrades  bait. 

Now  o'er  the  spangled  hemisphere 
Diffused  the  stan^  tniin  appear. 
When  there  arose  a  desperate  brawl ; 
The  slaves  and  bargemen,  one  and  all,  30 

Rending  their  throats  (have  mercy  on  us !) 
As  if  they  were  xesolv'd  to  stun  us, 
'*  Steer  the  barge  this  way  to  the  shore  I " 
' '  I  tell  you  we'll  admit  no  more ! " 

S3 
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''  Plague !  will  you  never  be  content ! " 

Thus  a  whole  hour  at  least  is  spent, 

While  they  receive  the  several  fares, 

And  kick  the  mule  into  his  gears. 

Happy,  these  difficulties  past. 

Could  we  have  f  all'n  asleep  at  last !  40 

But,  what  with  humming,  croaking,  biting, 

Gnats,  frogs,  and  all  their  plagues  uniting, 

These  tuneful  natives  of  the  lake 

Conspir'd  to  keep  us  broad  awake. 

Besides,  to  make  the  concert  full. 

Two  maudlin  wights,  exceeding  dull, 

The  bargeman  and  a  passenger. 

Each  in  Ms  turn  essay'd  an  air 

In  honour  of  his  absent  fair. 

At  length  the  passenger,  opprest  50 

With  wine,  left  off,  and  snor'd  the  rest. 

The  weary  barg^nan  too  gave  o'er. 

And  hearing  his  companion  snore, 

Seiz'd  the  occasion,  fix'd  the  barge, 

Tum'd  out  his  mule  to  graze  at  large. 

And  slept,  forgetful  of  his  charge. 

And  now  the  sun,  o'er  eastern  hill, 
Discovered  that  our  barge  stood  still ; 
When  one,  whose  anger  vex'd  him  sore, 
With  malice  fraught,  leaps  quick  on  shore,     60 
Plucks  up  a  stake ;  with  many  a  thwack 
Assails  the  mule  and  driver's  back. 

Then  slowly  moving  on,  with  pain, 
At  ten  Feronia's  stream  we  gain. 
And  in  her  pin^  and  glassy  w;ave 
Our  hands  and  faces  gladly  lave. 
Climbing  three  miles,  fair  Anxur's  hdght 
We  reach,  with  stony  quarries  white. 

While  here,  as  was  agreed,  we  wait. 
Till,  charg'd  with  business  of  the  state,  70 

Maecenas  and  Cocceius  come 
(The  messengers  of  peace)  fix)m  Rome ; 
My  eyes,  by  wat'ry  hiunours  blear 
And  sore,  I  with  black  balsam  smear. 
At  length  they  join  us,  and  with  them 
Oiur  worthy  friend  Fonteius  came ; 
A  man  of  such  complete  desert, 
Antony  lov'd  him  at  his  heart. 

At  Fundi  we  refus'd  to  bait. 
And  laugh'd  at  vain  Aufidius'  state ;  80 

A  praetor  now,  a  scribe  before. 
The  purple-border'd  robe  he  wore, 
His  slave  the  smoking  censer  bore. 
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Tii''d,  at  Muraena's  we  repose 
At  Formia,  sup  at  Capito's. 

With  smiles  the  rising  moiii  we  greet ; 
At  Sinuessa  pleas'd  to  meet 
With  Plotius,  Varius,  and  the  bard 
Whom  Mantua  first  with  wonder  heard. 
The  world  no  purer  spirits  knows,  90 

For  none  my  heart  more  warmly  glows. 
Oh  I  what  embraces  we  bestow'd, 
And  with  what  joy  our  breasts  o'erflow'd  I 
Sure,  while  my  sense  is  sound  and  clear, 
Long  as  I  live,  I  shall  prefer 
A  gay,  good-natur'd,  easy  friend. 
To  ev'ry  blessing  Heaven  can  send. 

At  a  small  village,  the  next  night, 
Near  the  Vultumus,  we  alight ; 
Where,  as  employed  on  state  afl:aii*s,  100 

We  were  supplied  by  the  purveyors 
Frankly  at  once,  and  without  hire. 
With  food  for  man  and  horse,  and  tire. 

Oapua  next  day  betimes  we  reach. 
Where  Virgil  and  myself,  who  each 
Laboured  with  different  maladies, 
His  such  a  stomach,  mine  such  eyes. 
As  would  not  bear  strong  exercise, 
In  drowsy  mood  to  sleep  resort ; 
MsBcenas  to  the  tennis-court.  110 

Next  at  Cocceius'  farm  we're  treated. 
Above  the  Caudian  tavern  seated ; 
His  kind  and  hospitable  board 
With  choice  of  wholesome  fare  was  stor'd. 

Now,  O  ye  Nine,  inspire  my  lays ! 
To  nobler  themes  my  fancy  raise ! 
Two  combatants,  who  scorn  to  yield 
The  noisy,  tongue-disputed  field, 
Barmentus  and  Cicirrus,  claim 
A  poet's  tribute  to  their  fame ;  120 

Cicirrus  of  true  Oscian  breed,       • 
Sarmentus,  who  was  never  freed, 
But  ran  away;  we  don't  defame  him ; 
His  lady  lives,  and  still  may  claim  him. 
llius  dignified,  in  hardy  fray 
These  champions  their  keen  wit  display  ; 
And  first  Sarmentus  led  the  way. 
''Thy  locks,"  quoth  he,  '* so  rough  and  coarse, 
Look  like  the  mane  of  some  wild  horse." 

114  fare]  foocl  Haylcy.  125  hai-dy]  harder  Haylcy. 
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We  laugh.    Cicurus,  undismay'd,  130 

''  Have  at  you ! "  cries,  and  shakes  his  head. 

"•  "lis  well,"  Sannentus  says,  *'  you've  lost 

That  horn  your  forehead  once  could  boa^", 

Since,  nuiim'd  and  uuingled  as  you  are^  . 

You  seem  to  butt."    A  hideous  scar 

Improved,  'tis  true,  with  double  grace 

The  native  horrors  of  his  face. 

Well,  after  much  jocosely  said 

Of  his  grim  front,  so  fiery  red, 

(For  carbuncles  had  blotch'd  it  o'er,  140 

As  usual  on  Campania's  shore) 

'*  Give  us,"  he  cried,  *'  since  you're  so  big, 

A  sample  of  the  Cyclops' jig  ! 

Yoiu-  shanks,  methinks,  no  buskins  ask, 

Nor  does  your  phyz  require  a  mask." 

To  this  Cicirrus :  **  In  return. 

Of  you,  Sir,  now  I  fain  would  learn 

When  'twas,  no  longer  deem'd  a  slave^ 

Your  chains  you  to  the  Lares  gave  ? 

For  though  a  scrivener's  right  you  claim,     150 

Your  lady's  title  is  the  same. 

But  what  could  make  you  run  away, 

Since,  pygmy  as  you  are,  each  day 

A  single  i)ound  of  bi*ead  would  quite 

O'erpower  your  puny  appetite  ? " 

Thus  jok'd  the  champions,  while  we  laugh'd, 

And,  many  a  cheerful  bumper  quaflTd. 

To  Beneventum  next  we  steer, 
.  Where  our  good  host  by  over-care 
In  roasting  thrushes  lean  as  mice  160 

Had  almost  f  all'n  a  sacrifice. 
The  kitchen  soon  was  all  on  fire. 
And  to  the  roof  the  flames  aspire. 
There  might  you  see  each  man  and  master 
Striving,  amidst  this  sad  disaster, 
To  save  the  supper — then  they  came  . 

With  speed  enough  to  quench  the  flame. 

From  hence  we  first  at  distance  see 
Th'  Apulian  hills,  well  known  to  me, 
Parch!d  by  the  sultry  western  blast,  170 

And  which  we  never  should  have  past. 

Had  not  Trivicus,  by  the  way,  

Beceiv'd  us  at  the  close  of  day. 
But  each  was  forc'd  at  entering  here 

To  pay  the  tribute  of  a  tear,      _     .J 

For  more  of  smoke  than  fire  was  seen, 
The  hearth  was  pil'd  with  logs  so  green. 
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From  hence  in  chaises  we  were  carried 
Miles  twenty-four,  and  gladly  tarried 
At  a  small  town,  whose  name  my  verse       180 
(So  barbarous  is  it  I)  can't  rehearse. 
Know  it  you  may  by  many  a  sign ; 
Water  is  dearer  far  than  wine ; 
There  bread  is  deem'd  such  dainty  fare, 
That  every  prudent  traveller 
His  wallet  loads  with  many  a  crust ; 
For,  at  Canusium,  you  might  just 
As  well  attempt  to  gnaw  a  stone 
As  think  to  get  one  morsel  down. 
That  too  with  scanty  streams  is  fed :  190 

Its  founder  was  brave  Diomed. 
Good  Varius  (ah,  that  friends  must  part !) 
Here  left  us  all  with  aching  heart. 

At  Rubi  we  arrived  that  day, 
Well  jaded  by  the  length  of  way. 
And  sure  poor  mortals  ne'er  were  wetter. 
Next  day,  no  weather  could  be  better, 
No  roads  so  bad ;  we  scarce  could  crawl 
Along  to  fishy  Bariiun's  wall. 

Th'  Egnatians  next,  who  by  the  rules        200 
Of  common-sense  are  knaves  or  fools. 
Made  all  our  sides  with  laughter  heave, 
Since  we  with  them  must  needs  believe 
That  incense  in  their  temples  bums, 
And  without  fire  to  ashes  turns. 
To  circiuncision's  bigots  tell 
Such  tales !  for  me,  I  know  full  well. 
That  in  high  heaven,  unmov'd  by  care, 
The  Gods  eternal  quiet  share : 
Nor  can  I  deem  their  spleen  the  cause  210 

Why  fickle  Nature  breaks  her  laws. 

Brundusium  last  we  reach  :  and  there 
Stop  shoii;  the  Muse  and  Traveller. 

THE  NINTH  SATIRE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

HORACE 

ADAPTED  TO  THE  PRESENT  TIMES. 

THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IMPERTINENT 

[Written  1757.    Published  1759,  in  Dnncombe's  edition 
of  Horace,  vol.  ii.] 

Saunt'ring  along  the  street  one  day, 
On  trifles  musing  by  the  way, 
Up  steps  a  free  familiar  wight ; 
(I  scarcely  knew  the  man  by  sight) 

184  Tboir  Jhirwombe,       189  one]  a  ffayley. 
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"Carlos,"  he  cried,  "your  hand,  my  dear. 

Gad,  I  rejoice  to  meet  you  here ! 

Pray  Heaven  I  see  you  well ! " — So,  so ; 

E'en  well  enough,  as  times  now  go. 

The  same  good  wishes,  sir,  to  you. 

Finding  he  still  pursued  me  close,  10 

Sir,  you  have  business,  I  suppose : 

"My  business,  Sir,  is  quickly  done, 

'Tis  but  to  make  my  merit  Imown ; 

Sir,  I  have  read  "— O  learned  Sir, 

You  and  your  reading  I  revere. 

Then,  sweating  with  anxiety, 

And  sadly  longing  to  get  free, 

Gods !  how  I  scamper'd,  scuffl'd  for't, 

Ban,  halted,  ran  again,  stopped  short, 

Beckon'd  my  boy,  and  puU'd  him  near,  20 

And  whispered — nothing  in  his  ear. 

Teaz'd  with  his  loose  unjointed  chat, 
' '  What  street  is  this  ?    Whose  house  is  that  ? '' 

0  Harlow !  how  I  envied  thee 
Thy  unabashed  effrontery. 

Who  dar'st  a  foe  with  fi^eedom  blame. 
And  call  a  coxcomb  by  his  name ! 

When  I  retum'd  him  answer  none. 
Obligingly  the  fool  ran  on, 
"  I  see  you're  dismally  distressed,  30 

Would  give  the  world  to  be  released. 
But,  by  your  leave.  Sir,  I  shall  still 
Stick  to  your  skirts,  do  what  you  will. 
Pray  which  way  does  your  journey  tend  ? '' 
O !  'tis  a  tedious  way,  my  friend, 
Across  the  Thames,  the  Lord  knows  where; 

1  would  not  trouble  you  so  far. 

"  Well,  I'm  at  leisure  to  attend  you." 

Are  you  ?  thought  I,  the  De'il  bef  ri^d  you ! 

No  ass  with  double  panniers  raok'd,  40 

Oppress'd,  o'erladen,  broken-back'd. 
E'er  look'd  a  thousandth  part  so  dull 
As  I,  nor  half  so  like  a  fool. 
"  Sir,  I  know  little  of  myself," 
Proceeds  the  pert  conceited  elf, 
"If  Gray  or  Mason  you  will  deem 
Than  me  more  worthy  your  esteem. 
Poems  I  write  by  foUos, 
As  fast  as  other  men  write  prose. 
Then  I  can  sing  so  loud,  so  clear,  50 

That  Beard  cannot  with  me  compare. 

15  reading]  learning  Hayley.  23  Whase]  What  Hayley, 
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In  dancing  too  I  all  surpass, 

Not  Cooke  can  move  with  such  a  grace.'' 

Here  I  made  shift,  with  much  ado, 
To  interpose  a  word  or  two, — 
Have  you  no  parents,  Sir  ?  no  friends. 
Whose  welfare  on  your  own  depends? 
*  *  Parents,  relations,  say  you  ?   No : 
They're  all  disposed  of  long  ago." 
Happy  to  be  no  more  p^plex'd !  60 

My  fate  too  threatens,  I  go  next. 
Dispatch  me.  Sir,  'tis  now  too  late, 
Alas !  to  struggle  with  my  fate ! 
Well,  I'm  convinc'd  my  tune  is  come ; 
When  young,  a  gipsy  told  my  doom ; 
The  beldam  shook  her  palsied  head, 
As  she  perus'd  my  x>alm,  and  said, 
''  Of  i)oison,  pestilence,  or  war, 
Gk>ut,  stone,  defluxion,  or  catarrh. 
You  have  no  reason  to  beware.  70 

Beware  the  coxcomb's  idle  prate. 
Chiefly,  my  son,  beware  of  that ; 
Be  sure,  when  you  behold  him,  fly 
Out  of  all  ear-shot,  or  you  die  I—" 

To  Ruf us'  Hall  we  now  drew  near. 
Where  he  was  siunmon'd  to  appear, 
Refute  the  charge  the  plaintiff  brought,  * 
Or  suffer  judgment  by  default. 
**  For  Heav'n's  sake,  if  you  love  me,  wait 
One  moment!   I'll  attend  you  stirait.''  80 

Glad  of  a  plausible  pretence — 
Sir,  I  must  beg  you  to  dispense 
With  my  attendance  in  the  court.. 
My  legs  will  surely  suffer  for't, — 
'*  Nay,  pr'ythee  Carlos,  stop  awhile ! " 
Faith,  Sir,  in  law  I  have  no  skill, 
Besides,  I  have  no  time  to  spare, 
I  must  be  going  you  know  where — 
''  Well,  I  protest,  I'm  doubtful  now, 
Whether  to  leave  my  suit  or  you  I —  "  90 

Me,  without  scruple !  I  reply, 
Me,  by  all  means.  Sir ! — ' '  No,  not  I ! 
Allons,  Monsieur! "   'Twere  vain,  you  know, 
To  strive  with  a  victorious  foe. 
So  I  reluctantly  obey, 
And  follow  where  he  leads  the  way. 

'*  You  and  Newcastle  are  so  close ; 
Still  hand  and  glove,  sir,  I  suppose  ? 

80  attend]  be  with  Hayley.  97,  99  Newcastle  Hayley  : 
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Newcastle  (let  me  tell  you,  Sir,) 

Has  not  his  equal  every  where.  100 

Well !    There  indeed  your  fortune's  made ! 

Faith,  Sir,  you  imderstand  your  trade. 

Would  you  but  give  me  your  good  word. 

Just  introduce  me  to  my  lord. 

I  should  serve  charmingly,  by  way 

Of  second  fiddle^  as  they  say ; 

What  think  you.  Sir?  'twere  a  good  jest ; 

'Slife!  we  should  quickly  scout  the  rest." 

Sir,  you  mistake  the  matter  far. 

We  have  no  second  fiddles  there.  110 

Richer  ttian  I  some  folks  may  be ; 

More  learned ;  but  it  hurts  not  me. 

Friends  though  he  has  of  different  kind, 

Each  has  his  proper  place  assigned. 

* '  Strange  matters  these,  aUedg'd  by  you ! " 
Strange  they  may  be,  but  they  are  true. 
'  *  Well,  then,  I  vow,  'tis  mighty  clever ; 
Now  I  long  ten  times  more  than  ever 
To  be  advanc'd  extremely  near 
One  of  his  shining  character."  120 

Have  but  the  will — ^there  wants  no  more, 
'Tis  plain  enough  you  have  the  pow'r. 
His  easy  temper  (that's  the  worst) 
He  knows,  and  so  is  shy  at  first. 
But  such  a  cavalier  as  you — 
Lord,  Sir,  you'll  quickly  bring  him  to  I 
**  Well,  if  I  fail  in  my  design, 
Sir,  it  shall  be  no  fault  of  mine ; 
If  by  the  saucy  servile  tribe 
Denied,  what  think  you  of  a  bribe  ?  130 

Shut  out  to-day,  not  die  with  sorrow, 
But  try  my  luck  again  to-morrow. 
Never  attempt  to  visit  him 
But  at  the  most  convenient  time. 
Attend  him  on  each  Levee  day. 
And  there  my  hiunble  duty  -pay. 
Labour,  like  this,  our  want  supplies ; 
And  they  must  stoop,  who  mean  to  rise." 

While  thus  he  wittily  harangu'd, 
For  which  you'll  guess  I  wish'd  him  hang'd,  140 
Campley,  a  friend  of  mine,  came  by. 
Who  knew  his  hiunour  more  tiian  I. 
We  stop,  salute,  and-— **  Why  so  fast. 
Friend  Carlos  ?  whither  all  this  haste  ? " 
Fir'd  at  the  thoughts  of  a  reprieve, 
I  pinch  him,  pull  him,  twitch  his  sleeve, 
124  is  so  Hayley,  139  wittily]  wittingly  Hayley, 
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Nod,  beckon,  bite  my  lips,  wink,  pout, 
Do  every  thing  but  speak  plain  out : 
While  he,  sad  dog,  from  the  beginning, 
Determin'd  to  mistake  my  meaning,  150 

Instead  of  pitying  my  curse. 
By  jeering  made  it  ten  times  worse.— 
Campley,  what  secret,  pray,  was  that 
You  wanted  to  communicate? 
'*  I  recollect.    But  'tis  no  matter ; 
Carlos !  we'll  talk  of  that  herea'ter. 
E'en  let  the  secret  rest ;  'twill  tell 
Another  time.  Sir,  just  as  well." 
Was  ever  such  a  dismal  day  ? 
Unlucky  cur!  he  steals  away,  160 

And  leaves  me,  half  bereft  of  life. 
At  mercy  of  the  butcher's  knifa^; 
When,  sudden,  shouting  from  afar. 
See  his  antagonist  appear ! 
The  bailiff  seiz'd  him,  quick  as  thought, 
'*Ho !  Mr.  Scoundrel !   are  you  caught ! 
Sir,  you  are  witness  to  th'  arrest. — " 
Aye,  marry.  Sir,  I'll  do  my  best. 
The  mob  huzzas ;  away  they  trudge, 
CJulprit  and  all,  before  the  judge.  170 

Meanwhile  I,  luckily  enough, 
(Thanks  to  Ai)ollo)  got  clear  off. 

HORACE.    BOOK  I,  ODE  IX 

Vides,  ut  alta  stet  nive  candidum 

Soracte; 

[Written  1757  (?).    Published  by  Johnson.  1815.] 

Seb'st  thou  yon  mountain  laden  with  deep  snow. 
The  groves  beneath  their  fleecy  burthen  bow. 

The  streams  congeal'd  forget  to  flow ; 
Come,  thaw  the  cold,  and  lay  a  cheerful  pile 

Of  fuel  on  the  hearth ; 
Broach  the  best  cask,  and  make  old  Winter  smile 

With  seasonable  mirth.  7 

This  be  our  part — let  heaven  dispose  the  rest ; 
If  Jove  command,  the  winds  shall  sleep. 
That  now  wage  war  upon  the  foamy  deep. 
And  gentle  gales  spring  from  the  balmy  west. 
E'en  let  us  shift  to-morrow  as  we  may. 
When  to-morrow's  past  away. 
We  at  least  shall  have  to  say. 
We  have  liv'd  another  day ; 
Your  auburn  locks  will  soon  be  silver'd  o'er,        16 
Old  age  is  at  our  heels,  and  youth  returns  no  more. 
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HORACE.    BOOK  I,  ODE  XXXVIH 

Persicos  odi,  puer,  apparatus. 
[Written  (?).    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Boy,  I  hate  their  empty  shows, 

Persian  garlands  I  detest, 
Bring  not  me  the  late-blown  rose 

Lingering  after  all  the  rest : 

Plainer  myrtle  pleases  me 
Thus  out-stretch'd  beneath  my  vine, 

Myrtle  more  becoming  thee, 
Waiting  with  thy  master's  wine.  8 

ANOTHER  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  SAME  ODE 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

English  Sapphics  have  been  attempted,  but  with  little 
success,  because  in  our  lan^irua^e  we  have  no  certain  rules  by 
which  to  determine  the  quantity.  The  following  version  was 
made  merely  in  the  way  of  experiment  how  far  it  might  be 
possible  to  imitate  a  Latin  Sapphic  in  English  without  any 
attention  to  that  circumstance  [J.]. 

Boy  I  I  detest  all  Persian  fopperies. 
Fillet-bound  garlands  are  to  me  disgusting. 
Task  not  thyself  with  any  search,  I  charge  thee. 

Where  latest  roses  linger ; 
Bring  me  alone  (for  thou  wilt  find  that  readily) 
Plain  myrtle.    liyrtle  neither  will  disparage 
Thee  occupied  to  serve  me,  or  me  drinking 

Beneath  my  vine's  cool  shelter.  8 


HORACE.     BOOK  H,  ODE  XVI 

Otium  Divos  rogat  in  patenti. 
[Written  (?).    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.} 
Ease  is  the  weary  merchant's  pray'r, 

Who  plows  by  night  th'  -^gean  flood, 
When  neither  moon  nor  stars  appear, 
Or  faintly  glimmer  through  the  cloud. 

For  ease  the  Mede  with  quiver  gi*ac'd, 
For  ease  the  Thracian  hero  sighs. 

Delightful  ease  all  pant  to  taste, 
A  blessing  which  no  treasure  buys. 

For  neither  gold  can  lull  to  rest, 
Nor  all  a  Consul's  guard  beat  off 

The  tumults  of  a  troubled  breast. 
The  cares  that  haunt  a  gilded  roof. 
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Happy  the  man,  whose  table  shows 

A  few  clean  ounces  of  old  plate ; 
No  fear  intrudes  on  his  repose, 

No  sordid  wishes  to  be  great.  16 

Poor  short-liv'd  things,  what  plans  we  lay  I 
Ah,  why  forsake  our  native  home ! 

To  distant  climates  speed  away ; 
For  self  sticks  close  where'er  we  roam ! 

Care  follows  hard ;  and  soon  overtakes 
The  well-rigg'd  ship,  the  warlike  steed, 

Her  destin'd  quarry  ne'er  forsakes, 
Not  the  wind  flies  with  half  her  speed.        24 

From  anxious  f eai's  of  future  ill 
Guard  well  the  cheerful,  happy  Now ; 

Gild  ev'n  your  sorrows  with  a  smile, 
No  blessing  is  unmix'd  below. 

Thy  neighing  steeds  and  lowing  herds, 
Thy  numerous  flocks  around  thee  graze, 

And  the  best  purple  Tyre  affords 
Thy  robe  magnificent  .displays.  32 

On  me  indulgent  Heav'n  bestow'd 
A  rural  mansion,  neat  and  small ; 

This  Lyre; — and  as  for  yonder  crowd, 
The  happiness  to  hate  them  all. 
For  the  translation  qf  Horace^  Book  II,  Ode  X.  see  p.  314  [Ed.]. 

VIRGIL'S  ^NEID 
Book  VIIT,  Line  18 
[Written  (?).    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Thus  Italy  was  mov'd — nor  did  the  chief 

JEiaeHB  in  his  mind  less  tumult  feel. 

On  ev'ry  side  his  anxious  thought  he  turns, 

Restless,  unfixt,  not  knowing  what  to  choose. 

And  as  a  cistern  that  in  brim  of  brass 

Confines  the  crystal  flood,  if  chance  the  sun 

Smite  on  it,  or  the  moon's  resplendent  orb. 

The  quiv'ring  light  now  flashes  on  the  walls 

Now  leaps  uncertain  to  the  vaulted  roof : 

Such  were  the  wav'ring  motions  of  his  mind.       10 

'Twas  night — and  weary  nature  simk  to  rest. 

The  birds,  the  bleating  flocks,  were  heard  no  more. 

At  length,  on  the  cold  ground,  beneath  the  damp 

And  dewy  vault,  fast  by  the  river's  brink, 

The  Father  of  his  country  sought  repose. 
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When  lo !  among  the  spreading  poplar  boughs^ 
Forth  from  his  pleasant  stream,  propitious  rose 
The  god  of  Tiber :  clear  transparent  gauze 
Infolds  his  loins,  his  brows  with  reeds  are  crown'd : 
And  these  his  gracious  words  to  sooth  his  care :    20 

''Heav'n-born,  who  bring'st  our  kindred  home 
again, 
Rescued,  and  giv'st  eternity  to  Troy, 
Long  have  Laurentum  and  the  Latian  plains 
Expected  thee ;  behold  thy  fixt  abode, 
Fear  not  the  threats  of  war,  the  storm  is  pass'd. 
The  gods  appeas'd.  For  proof  that  what  thou  hear'st 
Is  no  vain  forgery  or  delusive  dream. 
Beneath  the  grove  that  borders  my  green  bank, 
A  milk-white  swine,  with  thirty  milk-white  young 
Shall  greet  thy  wond'ring  eyes.  Mark  well  the  place ; 
For  'tis  thy  place  of  rest,  there  end  thy  toils :        31 
There,  twice  ten  years  elaps'd,  fair  Alba's  walls 
Shall  rise,  fair  Alba,  by  Ascanius'  hand. 
Thus  shall  it  be— -now  listen,  while  I  teach 
The  means  t'  accomplish  these  events  at  hand. 
Th'  Arcadians  here,  a  race  from  Pallas  sprung. 
Following  Evander's  standard  and  his  fate. 
High  on  these  mountains,  a  well-chosen  spot. 
Have  built  a  city,  for  their  Grandsire's  sake 
Named  Pallantemn.   These,  perpetual  war  40 

Wage  with  the  Latians :  join'd  in  faithful  league 
And  arms  confederate,  add  them  to  your  camp. 
Myself  between  my  winding  banks,  will  speed 
Your  well-oar'd  barks  to  stem  th'  opposing  tide. 
Rise,  goddess-bom,  arise ;  and  with  the  first 
Declining  stars,  seek  Juno  in  thy  pray'r. 
Arid  vanquish  all  her  wrath  with  suppliant  vows. 
When  conquest  crowns  thee,  then  remember  Me. 
I  am  the  Tiber,  whose  caerulean  stream 
Heav'n  favours ;  I  with  copious  flood  divide         50 
These  grassy  banks,  and  cleave  the  fruitful  meads. 
My  mansion,  This — and  lofty  cities  crown 
My  fountain-head. " — He  spoke,  and  sought  the  deep, 
And  plung'd  his  form  beneath  the  closing  flood. 

JEneas  at  the  morning  dawn  awoke, 
And  rising,  with  uplifted  eye  beheld 
The  orient  sun,  then  dipped  his  palms,  and  scoop'd 
The  brimming  stream,  and  thus  addressed  the  skies. 

*' Ye  nymphs,  Laurentian  nymphs,  who  feed  the 
source 
Of  many  a  stream,  and  thou,  with  thy  blest  flood, 
O  Tiber,  hear,  accept  me,  and  afford,  61 
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At  length  affoi-d,  a  shelter  from  my  woes. 

Whei^e'er  in  secret  cavern  imder  ground 

Thy  waters  sleep,  where'er  they  spring  to  light, 

Since  thou  hast  pity  for  a  wretch  like  me, 

My  offerings  and  my  vows  shall  wait  thee  still : 

Great  homed  Father  of  Hesperian  floods, 

Be  gracious  now,  and  ratify  thy  word." 

He  said,  and  chose  two  gallies  from  his  fleet. 

Fits  them  with  oars,  and  clothes  the  crew  in  arms. 

When  lo !  astonishing  and  pleasing  sight,  71 

The  milk-white  dam,  with  her  tmspotted  brood, 

Lay  stretch'd  upon  the  bank,  beneath  the  grove. 

To  thee,  the  pious  Prince,  Juno,  to  thee 

Devotes  them  all,  all  on  thine  altar  bleed. 

That  live-long  night  old  Tiber  smoothed  his  flood. 

And  so  restrain'd  it,  that  it  seem'd  to  stand 

Motionless  as  a  pool,  or  silent  lake, 

That  not  a  billow  might  resist  their  oars. 

With  cheerful  sound  of  exhortation  soon  80 

Their  voyage  they  begin ;  the  pitchy  keel 

Slides  tliough  the  gentle  deep,  the  quiet  stream 

Admires  th'  unwonted  burthen  that  it  bears. 

Well  polish'd  arms,  and  vessels  painted  gay. 

Beneath  the  shade  of  various  trees,  between 

Th'  umbrageous  branches  of  the  spreading  groves. 

They  cut  their  liquid  way,  nor  day,  nor  night 

They  slack  their  course,  unwinding  as  they  go 

The  long  meanders  of  the  peaceful  tide.  . 

The  glowing  sun  was  in  meridian  height,  90 

When  from  afar  they  saw  the  himible  walls, 
And  the  few  scattered  cottages,  which  now 
The  Roman  pow'r  has  equall'd  with  the  clouds ; 
But  such  was  then  Evander's  scant  domain. 
They  steer  to  shore,  and  hasten  to  the  town. 

It  chanc'd  th'  Arcadian  monarch  on  that  day. 
Before  the  walls,  beneath  a  shady  grove, 
Was  celebrating  high,  in  solemn  feast, 
Alcides  and  his  tutelary  gods. 
Pallas,  his  son,  was  there,  and  there  the  chief     100 
Of  all  his  youth ;  with  these,  a  worthy  tribe. 
His  poor  but  venerable  senate,  burnt 
Sweet  incense,  and  their  altars  smoked  with  blood. 
Soon  as  they  saw  the  towering  masts  approach. 
Sliding  between  the  trees,  v^hile  the  crew  rest 
Upon  their  silent  oars,  amazed  they  rose, 
Not  without  fear,  and  all  forsook  the  feast. 
But  Pallas  undismayed  his  javUin  seiz'd, 
Rush'd  to  the  bank,  and  from  a  rising  gi-ound 
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Forbade  them  to  disturb  the  sacred  rites.  110 

**  Ye  stranger  youth !  what  prompts  you  to  explore 

This  imtri^  way  ?  an,d  whitiier  do  ye  steer? 

Whence,  and  who  are  ye  ?  Bring  ye  peace  or  war  ? " 

-^neas  from  his  lofty  deck  holds  forth 

The  i)eaceful  oHve  branch,  and  thus  repUes  • 

'*  Trojans  and  enemies  to  the  Latian  state, 

Whom  they  with  improvok'd  hostilities 

Have  driv'n  away,  thou  see'st.   We  seek  Evander — 

Say  this— and  say  beside,  the  Trojan  chiefs 

Are  come,  and  seek  his  friendship  and  his  aid."  120 

Pallas  with  wonder  heard  that  awful  name, 

And  ''Whosoe'er  thou  art,"  he  cried,  ''come  forth ; 

Bear  thine  own  tidings  to  my  father's  ear. 

And  be  a  welcome  guest  beneath  our  roof." 

He  said,  and  pressed  the  stranger  to  his  breast : 

Then  led  him  from  the  river  to  the  grove, 

Where,  courteous,  thus  ^neas  gi*eets  the  king : 

"  Best  of  the  Grecian  race,  to  whom  I  bow 

(So  wills  my  fortune)  suppliant,  and  stretch  forth 

In  sign  of  amity  this  peaceful  branch,  130 

I  fear'd  thee  not,  altho'  I  knew  thee  well 

A  Grecian  leader,  bom  in  Arcady, 

And  kinsman  of  th'  Atridae.    Me  my  virtue, 

That  means  no  wrong  to  thee— the  Oracles, 

Our  kindred  families  allied  of  old, 

And  thy  renown  diffused  thro'  ev'ry  land, 

Have  all  conspir'd  to  bind  in  friendship  to  thee. 

And  send  me  not  imwilling  to  thy  shores. 

Dardanus,  author  of  the  Trojan  state, 

(So  say  the  Greeks)  was  fair  Electra's  son ;  140 

Electra  boasted  Atlas  for  her  sire. 

Whose  shoulders  high  sustain  th'  aethereal  orbs. 

Your  sire  is  Mercury,  who  Maia  bore. 

Sweet  Maia,  on  Cyllene's  hoary  top. 

Her,  if  we  credit  aught  tradition  old. 

Atlas  of  yore,  the  selfsame  Atlas,  claim'd 

His  daughter.     Thus  united  close  in  blood. 

Thy  race  and  ours  one  common  sire  confess. 

With  these  credentials  fraught,  I  would  not  send 

Ambassadors  with  artful  plmise  to  sound  150 

And  win  thee  by  degrees — ^but  came  myself — 

Me  therefore,  me  thou  see'st ;  my  life  the  stake : 

'Tis  I,  ^neas ;  who  implore  thine  aid. 

Should  Daimia,  that  now  aims  the  blow  at  thee, 

Prevail  to  conquer  its,  nought  then,  they  think. 

Will  hinder,  but  Hesperia  must  be  theirs, 

All  theirs,  from  th'  upper  to  the  nether  sea. 
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Take  then  our  friendship,  and  retiun  us  thine. 

We  too  have  courage,  we  have  noble  minds, 

And  youth  well  tried,  and  exercis'd  in  arms."     160 

Thus  spoke  Mneas — He  with  fixt  regard 
Survey'd  him  speaking,  features,  form  and  mien. 
Then  briefly  thus — ''Thou  noblest  of  thy  name, 
How  gladly  do  I  take  thee  to  my  heart. 
How  gladly  thus  confess  thee  for  a  friend ! 
In  thee  I  trace  Anchises ;  his  thy  speech, 
Thy  voice,  thy  count'nance.    For  I  well  remember, 
Many  a  day  since,  when  Priam  joumey'd  forth 
To  Salamis,  to  see  the  land  where  dwelt 
Hesione,  his  sister,  he  push'd  on  170 

E'en  to  Arcadia's  frozen  bounds.     'Twas  then 
The.  bloom  of  youth  was  glowing  on  my  cheek ; 
Much  I  admir'd  the  Trojan  chiefs,  and  much 
Their  king,  the  son  of  great  Laoniedon, 
But  most  Anchises,  tow'ring  o'er  them  all. 
A  youthful  longing  seiz'd  me  to  accost 
The  hero,  and  embrace  him ;  I  drew  near, 
And  gladly  led  him  to  the  walls  of  Pheneus. 
Depaiiiing,  he  distinguished  me  with  gifts, 
A  costly  qidver  stored  with  Lycian  darts,  180 

A  robe  inwove  with  gold,  with  gold  imboss'd. 
Two  biidles,  those  which  Pallas  uses  now. 
The  friendly  league  thou  hast  solicited 
I  give  thee  therefore,  and  to-morrow,  all 
My  chosen  youth  shall  wait  on  your  return. 
Meanwhile,  since  thus  in  friendship  ye  are  come. 
Rejoice  with  us,  and  join  to  celebrate 
These  annual  rites,  which  may  not  be  delayed. 
And  be  at  once  familiar  at  our  board." 

He  said,  and  bade  replace  the  feast  removed ; 
Himself  upon  a  grassy  bank  disposed  3  91 

The  ci"ew,  but  for  JEneas  order'd  forth 
A  couch,  spread  with  a  lion's  tawny  shag. 
And  bad  him  share  the  honours  of  his  throne. 
Th'  appointed  youth  with  glad  alacrity 
Assist  the  lab'ring  priest  to  load  the  board 
With  roasted  entrails  of  the  slaughter'd  beeves, 
Well-kneaded  bread  and  mantling  bowls.     Well 

pleas'd 
Mneas  and  the  Trojan  youth  regale 
On  the  huge  length  of  a  well-pastur'd  chine.      200 

Hunger  appeas'd,  and  tables  all  despatched, 
Thus  i^^e  Evander :  ''  Superstition  here. 
In  this  our  solemn  feasting  has  no  part. 
No,  Trojan  fiiend,  from  utmost  danger  savd, 
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In  gratitude  this  worship  we  renew. 

Behold  that  rock  which  nods  above  the  vale, 

Those  hulks  of  broken  stone  dispersed  around, 

How  desolate  the  shattered  cave  appears, 

And  what  a  ruin  spreads  th'  incumbered  plain. 

Within  this  pile,  but  far  within,  was  once  510 

The  den  of  Cacus ;  dire  his  hateful  form. 

That  shunn'd  the  day,  half  monster  and  half  man. 

Blood  newly  shed  stream'd  ever  on  the  ground 

Smoking,  and  many  a  visage  i>aLe  and  wan 

Nail'd  at  his  gate,  hung  hideous  to  the  sight. 

Vulcan  begot  the  brute :  vast  was  his  size, 

And  from  his  throat  he  belch'd  his  father's  fires. 

But  the  day  came  that  brought  us  what  we  wish'd, 

Th'  assistance  and  the  presence  of  a  Gtod. 

Mush'd  with  his  victory  and  the  spoils  he  won   220 

From  triple-form'd  Geryon,  lately  slain, 

The  great  avenger  Hercules  appeared. 

Hither  he  drove  his  stately  bulls,  and  pour'd 

His  herds  along  the  vale.    But  the  sly  thief 

Cacus,  that  nothing  might  escape  his  hand 

Of  villany  or  fraud,  drove  from  the  stalls 

Four  of  the  lordliest  of  his  bulls,  and  four 

The  fairest  of  his  heifers ;  by  the  tail 

He  dragg'd  them  to  his  den,  that  there  concealed. 

No  footsteps  might  betray  the  dark  abode.         230 

And  now,  his  herd  with  provender  suffic'd, 

Alddes  would  be  gone :  they  as  they  went 

Still  bellowing  loud,  made  the  deep  echoing  woods 

And  distant  hills  resound :  when  hark!  one  ox, 

Imprison'd  close  within  the  vast  recess, 

Lows  in  return,  and  frustrates  all  his  hope. 

Then  fury  seiz'd  Alcides,  and  his  breast 

With  indignation  heav'd :  grasping  his  club 

Of  knotted  oak,  swift  to  the  mountain-top 

He  ran,  he  flew.    Then  first  was  Cacus  seen      240 

To  tremble,  and  his  eyes  bespoke  his  fears. 

Swift  as  an  eastern  blast  he  sought  his  den. 

And  dread  increasing  wing'd  him  as  he  went. 

Drawn  up  in  iron  slings  above  the  gate 

A  rock  was  hung  enormous.    Such  his  haste, 

He  burst  the  chains,  and  dropped  it  at  the  door, 

Then  grappled  it  with  iron  work  within 

Of  bolts  and  bans  by  Vulcan's  art  contrived. 

Scarce  was  he  fast,  when  panting  for  revenge 

Came  Hercules ;  he  gnash'd  his  teeth  with  rage, 

And  quick  as  lightning  glanc'd  his  eyes  around 

In  quest  of  entrance.    Kery  red  and  stung        252 
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With  indignation,  thrice  he  wheel'd  his  course 
About  the  mountain ;  thrice,  but  thrice  in  vain, 
He  strove  to  force  the  quarry  at  the  gate, 
And  thrice  sat  down  overwearied  in  the  vale. 
•Hiere  stood  a  pointed  rock,  abrupt  and  rude 
That  high  o'erlook'd  the  rest,  close  at  the  back 
Of  the  fell  monster's  den,  where  birds  obscene 
Of  ominous  note  resorted,  choughs  and  daws.     260 
This,  as  it  leaned  obliquely  to  the  left, 
Threatening  the  stream  below,  he  from  the  right 
Push'd  wilSi  his  utmost  strength,  and  to  and  fro 
He  shook  the  mass,  loos'ning  its  lowest  base ; 
Then  shov'd  it  from  its  seat ;  down  fell  the  pile ; 
Sky  thundered  at  the  fall ;  the  banks  give  way, 
Th'  affrighted  stream  flows  upward  to  his  source. 
Behold  the  kennel  of  the  brute  expos'd, 
The  gloomy  vault  laid  open.    So,  if  chance 
Earth  yawning  to  the  centre  should  disclose       270 
The  mansions,  the  pale  mansions  of  the  dead, 
Loath'd  by  the  Gk)ds,  such  would  the  gulph  appear, 
And  the  ghosts  tremble  at  the  sight  of  day. 
The  monster  braying  with  imusiml  din 
Within  his  hollow  lair,  and  sore  amaz'd 
To  see  such  sudden  inroads  of  the  light, 
Alcides  press'd  him  close  with  what  at  hand 
Lay  readiest,  stumps  of  trees,  and  fragments  huge 
Of  millstone  size.    He,  (for  escape  was  none) 
Wond'rous  to  tell  I  forth  from  his  gorge  discharged 
A  smoky  cloud,  that  darkened  all  the  den ;  281 

Wreath  after  wreath  he  vomited  amain 
The  smoth'ring  vapor,  mixt  with  fiery  sparks. 
No  sight  could  penetrate  the  veil  obscure. 
The  hero,  more  provok'd,  endur'd  not  this, 
But,  with  a  headlong  leap,  he  rush'd  to  where 
The  thickest  cloud  envelop'd  his  abode. 
There  grasp'd  he  Cacus,  spite  of  all  his  fires, 
Till  crushed  within  his  arms  the  monster  shows 
His  bloodless  throat,  now  dry  with  panting  hard. 
And  his  press'd  eyeballs  start.   Soon  he  tears  down 
The  barricade  of  rock,  the  dark  abjrss  292 

Lies  open ;  and  th'  imprison'd  bulls,  the  theft 
He  had  with  oaths  denied,  are  brought  to  light ; 
By  th'  heels  the  miscreant  carcase  is  dragg'd  forth, 
His  face,  his  eyes,  all  terrible,  his  breast 
Beset  with  bristles,  and  his  sooty  jaws 
Are  view'd  with  wonder  never  to  be  cloy'd. 
Hence  the  celebrity  thou  see  st,  and  hence 

288  srrasp  1815. 
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This  festal  day.—Potitius  first  enjoin'd  300 

Posterity  these  solemn  rites,  he  first 

With  those  who  bear  the  great  Pinarian  name 

To  Hercules  devoted,  in  the  grove 

This  altar  built,  deemed  sacred  in  the  highest 

By  us,  and  sacred  ever  to  be  deem'd. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  and  bind  yoiu*  youthful 

brows 
In  praise  of  such  deliv'rance,  and  hold  forth 
The  brimming  cup ;  your  deities  and  ours 
Are  now  the  same :  tiien  drink,  and  freely  too." 
So  saying,  he  twisted  round  his  rev'rend  locks  310 
A  variegated  poplar  wreath,  and  fill'd 
His  right  hand  with  a  consecrated  bowl. 
At  once  all  pour  libations  on  the  board. 
All  offer  pray'r.   And  now  the  radiant  sphere 
Of  day  descending,  eventide  drew  near. 
When  first  Potitius  with  the  priests  advanced. 
Begirt  with  skins,  and  torches  in  their  hands. 
High  piled  with  meats  of  sav'ry  taste,  they  rang'd 
The  chargers,  and  renewed  the  grateful  feast. 
Then  came  the  Salii,  crown'd  with  jwplar  too,    320 
Circling  the  blazing  altars ;  here  the  youth 
Advanced,  a  choir  harmonious,  there  were  heard 
The  rev'rend  seers  responsive ;  praise  they  sung. 
Much  praise  in  honour  of  Alcides^  deeds ; 
How  first  with  infant  gripe  two  serpents  huge 
He  strangled,  flent  from  Juno ;  next  they  sung 
How  Troja  and  Oechalia  he  destroyed, 
Pair  cities  both,  and  many  a  toilsome  task 
Beneath  Eurystheus,  (so  his  step-dame  willed) 
Achieved  victorious.  *' Thou,  the  cloud-bom  pair,  330 
Hylseus  fierce  and  Pholus,  monstrous  twins. 
Thou  slew'st  the  minotaur,  the  plague  of  (>ete, 
And  the  vast  lion  of  the  Nemean  rock. 
Thee  Hell,  and  Cerberus,  Hell's  porter,  fear'd, 
Stretched  in  his  den  upon  his  half-gnaw'd  bones. 
Thee  no  abhorred  form,  not  ev'n  l£e  vast 
Typhoeus  could  appal,  tho'  clad  in  arms. 
Hail,  true-bom  son  of  Jove,  among  the  Gkxls 
At  length  enroll'd,  nor  least  illusMous  thou, 
Haste  thee  propitious,  and  approve  our  songs. — "  340 
Thus  hymn'd  the  chorus ;  above  all  they  sing 
The  caVe  of  Cacus,  and  the  flames  he  breath'd. 
The  whole  grove  echoes,  and  the  hills  rebound. 

The  rites  perfoiin'd,  all  hasten  to  the  town. 
The  king,  bending  with  age,  held  as  he  went 
-13neas,  and  his  Pallas  by  the  hand, 
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With  much  variety  of  pleasing  talk 

Short'ning  the  way.    ^neas,  with  a  smile, 

Looks  rotmd  him,  charm'd  with  the  delightful  scene, 

And  many  a  question  asks,  and  much  he  learns  350 

Of  heroes  far  renown'd  in  ancient  times. 

Then  spake  Evander :  '*  These  extensive  groves 

Were  once  inhabited  by  fauns  and  nymphs  . 

Produced  beneath  their  shades,  and  a  rude  race 

Of  men,  the  progeny  uncouth  of  elms 

And  knotted  oaks.    They  no  refinement  knew 

Of  laws  or  manners  civiUz'd,  to  yoke 

The  steer,  with  forecast  provident  to  store 

The  hoarded  grain,  or  manage  what  they  had. 

But  brows'd  like  beasts  upon  the  leafy  boughs,   360 

Or  fed  voracious  on  their  himted  prey. 

An  exile  from  Olympus,  and  expeird 

His  native  realm  by  thimder-bearing  Jove, 

First  Saturn  came.    He  from  the  mountains  drew 

This  herd  of  men  imtractable  and  fierce, 

And  gave  them  laws :  and  call'd  his  hiding  place, 

This  growth  ©f  forests,  Latium.    Such  the  peace 

His  land  possessed,  the  golden  age  was  then, 

So  f am'd  in  story ;  till  by  slow  degi'ees 

Far  other  times,  and  of  far  diff'rent  hue  370 

Succeeded,  thirst  of  gold  and  thirst  of  blood. 

Then  came  Ausonian  bands,  and  armed  hosts 

From  Sicily,  and  Latium  often  changed 

Her  master  and  her  name.    At  length  arose 

Kings,  of  Whom  Tybris  of  gigantic  form 

Was  chief ;  and  we  Italians  since  have  call'd 

The  river  by  his  name ;  thus  Albula 

(So  was  the  country  call'd  in  ancient  days) 

Was  quite  forgot.    Me  from  my  native  land 

An  exile,  thro'  the  dang'rous  ocean  driv'n,  380 

Resistless  fortune  and  relentless  fate 

Placed  where  thou  see'st  me.    Phoebus,  and 

The  nymph  Carmentis,  with  maternal  care 

Attendant  on  my  wanderings,  fix'd  me  here." 

[Ten  lines  omitted,] 

He  said,  and  shew'd  him  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
And  the  rude  spot,  where  now  tiie  capitol 
Stands  all  magnificent  and  bright  with  gold. 
Then  overgrown  with  thorns.    And  yet  ev'n  then. 
The  swains  beheld  that  sacred  scene  with  awe ;    . 
The  grove,  the  rock,  inspir'd  religious  fear.         390 
'/  This  grove,"  he  said,  *'  that  crowns  the  lofty  top 
Of  this  fau'  hill,  some  deity,  we  know, 
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Inhabits,  but  what  deity  we  doubt. 
Th'  Arcadians  speak  of  Jupiter  himself, 
That  they  have  often  seen  him,  shaking  here 
His  gloomy  iEgis,  while  the  thunder-storms 
Came  rolling  all  aroimd  him.    Turn  thine  eyes, 
Behold  that  ruin ;  those  dismantled  walls, 
.Where  once  two  towns,  laniculum — 
By  Janus  this,  and  that  by  Saturn  built,  400 

Satumia."   Such  discourse  brought  them  beneath 
The  roof  of  poor  Evander ;  thence  they  saw, 
Where  now  the  proud  and  stately  forum  stands, 
The  grazing  herds  wide  scattered  o'er  the  field. 
Soon  as  he  entered — *' Hercules,"  he  said, 
'*  Victorious  Hercules,  on  this  threshold  trod. 
These  walls  contained  him,  humble  as  they  are. 
Dare  to  despise  magnificence,  my  friend. 
Prove  thy  divine  descent  by  worth  divine. 
Nor  view  with  haughty  scorn  this  mean  abode." 
So  saying,  he  led  JEneas  by  the  hand,  411 

And  plac'd  him  on  a  cushion  stuflfd  with  leaves, 
Spread  with  the  skin  of  a  Lybistian  bear. 

[TJic  Episode  of  Venus  mid  Vulcan  omitted.] 

While  thus  in  Lemnos  Vulcan  was  employed, 

Awaken'd  by  the  gentle  dawn  of  day, 

And  the  shrill  song  of  birds  beneath  the  eaves 

Of  his  low  mansion,  old  Evander  rose. 

His  tunic,  and  the  sandals  on  his  feet, 

And  his  good  sword  weU-girded  to  his  side, 

A  panther's  skin  dependent  from  his  left  420 

And  over  his  right  shoidder  thrown  aslant. 

Thus  was  he  clad.    Two  mastiffs  foUow'd  him, 

His  whole  retinue  and  his  nightly  guard. 


THE  SALAD ' 

[Written  June,  1799.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.1 

The  winter-night  now  well-nigh  worn  away, 
The  wakeful  cock  proclaimed  approaching  day, 
When  Simulus,  poor  tenant  of  a  farm 
Of  narrowest  limits,  heard  the  shrill  alarm, 
Yawn'd,  stretch'd  his  limbs,  and  anxious  to  provide 
Against  the  pangs  of  hunger  unsupplied, 

^  This  singular  poem,  which  the  learned  and  judicious  Hevnc 
seems  inclined  to  think  a  translation  of  Virgil's,  from  the  Greek 
of  Parthenius,  was  translated  into  English  by  Cowper,  during 
his  depressive  malady,  June  1799  [H.]. 
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By  slow  degrees  his  tatter'd  bed  forsook, 
And  poking  in  the  dark  explored  the  nook, 
Where  embers  slept  with  ashes  heap'd  around, 
And  wiUi  burnt  fingers-ends  the  treasure  foimd.    10 

It  chanced  that  from  a  brand  beneath  his  nose, 
Siu^  pixx)f  of  latent  fire,  some  smc^e  arose ; 
When  trimming  with  a  pin  th'  incrusted  tow, 
And  stooping  it  toward  the  coals  below, 
He  tpils,  with  cheeks  distended,  to  excite 
The  lingering  flame,  and  gains  at  length  a  light. 
With  prudent  heed  he  spreads  his  hand  before 
The  quiv'ring  lamp,  and  opes  his  gran'ry  door. 
Small  was  his  stock,  but  taking  for  the  day 
A  measured  stint  of  twice  eight  pounds  away,      20 
With  these  his  mill  he  seeks.    A  shelf  at  hand, 
Fixt  in  the  wall,  affords  his  lamp  a  stand  : 
Then  baring  both  his  arms — a  sleeveless  coat 
He  girds,  the  rough  exuviae  of  a  goat ; 
And  with  a  rubber,  for  that  use  designed. 
Cleansing  his  mill  within— begins  to  grind ; 
Each  hand  has  its  employ ;  laboring  amain. 
This  turns  the  wince,  while  that   supplies   the 

grain. 
The  stone  revolving  rapidly,  now  glows, 
And  the  bruised  com  a  mealy  current  flows ;        30 
While  he,  to  make  his  heavy  labour  light. 
Tasks  oft  his  left  hand  to  relieve  his  right ; 
And  chants  with  rudest  accent,  to  beguile 
His  ceaseless  toil,  as  rude  a  strain  the  while. 
And  now,  *'  Bame  Cybale,  come  forth ! "  he  cries : 
But  Cybale,  still  slumb'ring,  nought  replies. 

From  Afric  she,  the  swain's  sole  serving-maid. 
Whose  face  and  form  alike  her  birth  betray'd. 
With  woolly  locks,  lips  tumid,  sable  skin, 
Wide  bosom,  udders  flaccid,  belly  thin,  40 

Legs  slender,  broad  and  most  misshapen  feet, 
Chapp'd  into  chinks,  and  parch'd  with  solar  heat. 
Such,  summoned  oft,  she  came ;  at  his  command 
Fresh  fuel  heap'd,  the  sleeping  embers  fann'^d. 
And  made  in  hiaste  her  simmVing  skillet  steam, 
Replenished  newly  from  the  neighbouring  stream. 

The  labours  of  the  mill  performed,  a  sieve 
The  mingled  flour  and  bran  must  next  receive, 
Which  shaken  oft,  shoots  Ceres  through  refin'd. 
And  better  dress'd,  her  husks  all  left  behind.        50 
This  done,  at  once,  his  future  plain  repast, 
Unleaven'd,  on  a  shaven  board  he  cast, 
28  winch  ffayley  {1812), 
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With  tepid  lymph  first  largely  soak'd  it  all, 
Then  gathered  it  with  both  hands  to  a  ball, 
And  spreading  it  again  with  both  hands  wide, 
With  sprinkled  salt  the  stiffened  mass  supplied ; 
At  length,  the  stubborn  substance,  duly  wrought, 
Takes  from  his  palms  impressed  the  shape  it  ought. 
Becomes  an  orb — and  quartered  into  shares, 
The  faithful  mark  of  just  division  bears.  60 

Last,  on  his  hearth  it  finds  convenient  space,  . 
For  Cybale  before  had  swept  the  place. 
And  there,  with  tiles  and  embers  overspread. 
She  leaves  it — reeking  in  its  sultry  bed. 

Nor  Simulus,  while  Vulcan  thus,  alone. 
His  -part  performed,  proves  heedless  of  his  own, 
But  sedulous,  not  merely  to  subdue 
His  hunger,  but  to  please  his  palate  too. 
Prepares  more  sav'iy  food.    His  chimney-side 
Could  boast  no  gammon,  salted  well,  and  dried,  70 
And  hooked  beMnd  him ;  but  sufficient  store 
Of  bundled  annis,  and  a  cheese  it  bore ; 
A  broad  round  cheese,  which,  thro'  its  centre  sisnmg 
With  a  tough  broom-twig,  in  the  comer  himg ; 
The  prudent  hero  therefore  with  address, 
And  quick  dispatch,  now  seeks  another  mess. 

Close  to  his  cottage  lay  a  garden-ground, 
With  reeds  and  osiers  sparely  girt  around ; 
Small  was  the  spot,  but  lib'ral  to  produce ; 
Nor  wanted  aught  that  serves  a  peasant's  use,     80 
And  sonietimes  e'en  the  rich  would  borrow  hence, 
Although  its  tillage  was  his  sole  expense. 
For  oft,  as  from  his  toils  abroad  he  ceas'd. 
Home-bound  by  weather,  or  some  stated  feast. 
His  debt  of  culture  here  he  duly  paid. 
And  only  left  the  plough,  to  wield  the  spade. 
He  knew  to  give  each  plant  the  soil  it  needs, 
To  drill  the  groimd,  and  cover  close  the  seeds ; 
And  could  with  ease  compel  the  wanton  rill 
To  turn,  and  wind,  obedient  to  his  will.  90 

There  flourish'd  star- wort,  and  the  branching  beet. 
The  sorrel  acid,  and  the  mallow  sweet. 
The  skirret,  and  the  leek's  aspiring  kind, 
The  noxious  poppy— quencher  of  the  mind ! 
Salubrious  sequel  of  a  siunptuous  board. 
The  lettuce,  and  the  long  huge-bellied  gourd ; 
But  these  (for  none  his  appetite  controll'd 
With  stricter  sway)  the  thrifty  rustic  sold ; 
With  broom-twigs  neatly  bound,  each  kind  apart, 
He  bore  them  ever  to  the  public  mart ;  100 
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Whence,  laden  still,  but  with  a  lighter  load, 

Of  cash  well  eam'd,  he  took  his  homeward  road, 

Expending  seldom,  ere  he  quitted  Rome, 

His  gains,  in  flesh-meat  for  a  feast  at  home. 

There,  at  no  cost,  on  onions,  rank  and  red, 

Or  the  curl'd  endive's  bitter  leaf,  he  fed : 

On  scallions  sUc'd,  or  with  a  sensual  gust 

On  rockets — foul  provocatives  of  lust ! 

Nor  even  shunn'd,  with  smarting  gums  to  x»*ess 

Nastmiium — pungent  f ace-distorUng  mess !       110 

Some  such  regale  now  also  in  his  thought, 
With  hasty  steps  his  garden-ground  he  sought ; 
There  delving  with  his  hands,  he  first  displaced 
Four  plants  of  garlick,  large,  and  rooted  fast, 
The  tender  tops  of  parsley  next  he  culls. 
Then  the  old  rue-bush  shudders  as  he  pulls, 
And  coriander  last  to  these  succeeds. 
That  hangs  on  slightest  threads  her  trembling 
seeds. 

Plac'd  near  his  sprightly  fire  he  now  demands 
The  mortar  at  his  sable  servant's  hands ;  120 

When  stripping  all  his  garlick  first,  he  tore 
Th'  exterior  coats,  and  cast  them  on  the  floor, 
Then  cast  away  with  like  contempt  the  skin, 
Flimsier  concealment  of  the  cloves  within. 
These  searched,  and  perfect  found,  he  one  by  one 
Rinc'd,  and  disposed  within  the  hollow  stone. 
Salt  added,  and  a  limip  of  salted  cheese, 
With  his  injected  herbs  he  cover'd  these. 
And  tucking  with  his  left  his  tunic  tight, 
And  seizing  fast  the  pestle  with  his  right,  130 

The  garlick  bruising  first  he  soon  expressed. 
And  mix'd  the  various  juices  of  the  rest. 
He  grinds,  and  by  degrees  his  herbs  below 
Lost  in  each  other  their  own  pow'rs  forego, 
And  with  the  cheese  in  compound,  to  the  sight 
Nor  wholly  green  appear,  nor  wholly  white. 
His  nostrils  oft  the  forceful  fume  resent. 
He  curs'd  full  oft  his  dinner  for  its  scent, 
Or.with  wry  faces,  wiping  as  he  spoke 
The    tricklmg   tears,  cried   *' vengeance    on    the 
smoke!"  140 

The  work  proceeds :  not  roughly  turns  he  now 
The  pestle,  but  in  circles  smooth  and  slow. 
With  cautious  hand  that  grudges  what  it  spills. 
Some  drops  of  olive-oil  he  next  instils ; 
Then  vinegar  with  caution  scarcely  less, 
And  gathering  to  a  ball  the  medley  mess. 
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Last,  with  two  fingers  frugally  applied, 

Sweeps  the  small  remnant  from  the  mortar's  side. 

And  thus  complete  in  figiure  and  in  kind, 

Obtains  at  len^^  the  Salad  he  designed.  150 

And  now  blaxsk  Cybale  before  him  stands, 
The  cake  drawn  newly  glowing  in  her  hands, 
He  glad  receives  it,  chasmg  far  away 
All  fears  of  famine,  for  the  passing  day; 
His  1^^  endos'd  in  buskins,  and  his  head 
In  its  tough  casque  of  leather,  forth  he  led 
And  yok^d  his  steers,  a  dull  obedient  pfur, 
Then  drove  afield,  and  plung'd  the  pointed  share. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  OVID 

TRIST.  Lib.  V.  Eleg.  XU 

Scribis,  ut  oblectem. 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

You  bid  me  write  t^  amuse  the  tedious  hours. 

And  save  from  withering  my  poetic  powers. 

Hard  is  the  task,  my  friend,  for  verse  should  flow 

From  the  free  mind,  not  f etter'd  down  by  woe ; 

Restless  amidst  unceasing  tempests  tost. 

Whoe'er  has  cause  for  sorrow,  I  have  most. 

Would  you  bid  Priam  laugh,  his  sons  all  slain, 

Or  childless  Niobe  from  tears  refrain, 

Join  the  gay  dance,  and  lead  the  festive  train  ? 

Does  grief  or  study  most  befit  the  mind,  10 

To  tins  remote,  this  barb'rous  nook  confined? 

Ck>uld  you  imi)art  to  my  imshaken  breast 

The  fortitude  by  Socrates  xiossess'd. 

Soon  would  it  mnk  beneath  such  woes  as  mine, 

For  what  is  human  strength  to  wrath  divine  ? 

Wise  as  he  was,  and  Heav'n  pronoimc'd  him  so, 

My  suflTrings  would  have  laid  that  wisdom  low. 

Could*  I  forget  my  coimtry,  thee  and  all, 

And  ev'n  th'  offence  to  which  I  owe  my  fall. 

Yet  fear  alone  would  freeze  the  poet's  vein,         20 

While  hostile  troops  swarm  o*er  the  dreary  plain. 

Add  that  the  fatal  rust  of  long  disuse 

Unfits  me  for  the  service  of  the  Muse. 

Thistles  and  weeds  are  all  we  can  expect 

From  the  best  soil  impoverished  by  neglect  ; 

Unexercised  and  to  his  stall  confined, 

The  fleetest  racer  would  be  left  behind ; 

The  best  built  bark  that  cleaves  the  wat'ry  way, 

Laid  useless  by,  would  moulder  and  decay — 
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No  hope  remains  that  time  shall  me  restore,        30 

Mean  as  I  was,  to  what  I  was  before. 

Think  how  a  series  of  desponding  cares 

Benumbs  the  genius,  and  its  force  impairs. 

How  oft,  as  now,  on  this  devoted  sheet. 

My  verse  constrained  to  move  with  measured  feet, 

Reluctant  and  laborious  limps  along. 

And  proves  itself  a  wretched  exile's  song. 

What  is  it  tunes  the  most  melodious  lays? 

Tis  emulation  and  the  thirst  of  praise, 

A  noble  thirst,  and  not  unknown  to  me,  40 

While  smoothly  wafted  on  a  calmer  sea. 

But  can  a  wretch  like  Ovid  pant  for  fame  ? 

No,  rather  let  the  world  forget  my  name. 

Is  it  because  that  world  approved  my  strain, 

You  prompt  me  to  the  same  pursuit  again? 

No,  let  the  Nine  th'  ungrateful  truth  excuse, 

I  charge  my  hopeless  ruin  on  the  Muse, 

And,  like  Perillus,  meet  my  just  desert, 

The  victim  of  my  own  pernicious  art. 

Fool  that  I  was  to  be  so  wam'd  in  vain,  50 

And  shipwrecked  once,  to  tempt  the  deep  again. 

HI  fares  the  bard  in  this  unletter'd  land. 

None  to  consult,  and  none  to  understand. 

The  purest  verse  has  no  admirers  here, 

Their  own  rude  language  only  suits  their  ear. 

Rude  as  it  is,  at  length  familiar  grown, 

I  learn  it,  and  almost  unlearn  my  own. — 

Yet  to  say  truth,  ev'n  here  the  Muse  disdains 

Confinement,  and  attempts  her  former  strains, 

But  finds  the  strong  desire  is  not  the  pow'r,         60 

And  what  her  taste  condemns,  the  flames  devour. 

A  part,  perhaps,  like  this,  escapes  the  doom. 

And  tho'  imworthy,  finds  a  friend  ^t  Rome ; 

But  oh  the  cruel  art,  that  could  undo 

Its  vot'ry  thus,  would  that  could  peri^  too ! 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM   VINCENT 
BOURNE 

[Written  1780  (?).  The  first  four  were  published  in  1782.  the 
remainder  by  Hayley  in  1803,  exoej^On  the  Pictures/ a  Sleeping 
Child,  which  Croft  published  in  1825.] 

THE  GLOW-WORM 

Beneath  the  hedge,  or  near  the  stream, 

A  worm  is  known  to  stray ; 
That  shows  by  night  a  lucid  beam. 

Which  disappears  by  day. 
Disputes  have  been,  and  still  prevail. 

From  whence  his  rays  proceed ; 
Some  give  that  honour  to  his  tail, 

And  others  to  his  head.  8 

But  this  is  sure— the  hand  of  might 

That  kindles  up  the  skie«, 
Gives  Mm  a  modicum  of  light 

Proper tion'd  to  his  size. 

Perhaps  indulgent  nature  meant. 

By  such  a  lamp  bestow'd. 
To  bid  the  travler,  as  he  went, 
.  Be  careful  where  he  trod :  16 

Nor  crush  a  worm,  whose  useful  light 

Might  serve,  however  small. 
To  shew  a  stumbling  stone  by  night. 

And  save  him  from  a  fall. 

Whatever  she  meant,  this  truth  divine 

Is  legible  and  plain, 
'Tis  pow'r  almighty  bids  him  shine. 

Nor  bids  Inm  shine  in  vain.  24 

Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  this  theme 

Teach  humbler  thoughts  to  you, 
Since  such  a  reptile  has  its  gem. 

And  boasts  its  splendom*  too. 

THE  JACKDAW 

There  is  a  bird  who,  by  his  coat, 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note, 

Might  be  supposed  a  crow ; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Where,  bishop-like,  he  finds  a  perch, 

And  dormitory  too.  6 
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Above  the  steeple  shines  a  plate, 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weather. 
Look  up — your  brains  begin  to  swim, 
'Tis  in  the  clouds — that  pleases  him, 

He  chooses  it  the  rather.  12 

Fond  of  the  speculative  height. 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  flight, 

And  thence  securely  sees 
The  bustle  and  the  raree-show 
That  occupy  mankind  below, 

Secure  and  at  his  ease.  *        18 

You  think,  no  doubt,  he  sits  and  muses 
On  future  broken  bones  and  bruises. 

If  he  should  chance  to  fall. 
No ;  not  a  single  thought  like  that 
Employs  his  philosophic  pate, 

Ot  troubles  it  at  all.  24 

He  sees,  that  this  great  roundabout — 
The  world,  with  all  its  motley  rout. 

Church,  army,  physic,  law. 
Its  customs,  and  its  businesses, — 
Is  no  concern  at  all  of  his. 

And  says— what  says  he?— Caw.  30 

Thrice  happy  bird  I  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'em. 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  of  wings  as  thine. 

And  such  a  head  between  'em.  36 

THE  CRICKET 

Little  inmate,  full  of  mirth, 

Chii'ping  on  my  kitchen  hearth, 

Wheresoe'er  be  thine  abode. 

Always  harbinger  of  good, 

Pay  me  for  thy  warm  retreat 

With  a  song  more  soft  and  sweet ; 

In  return  thou  shalt  receive 

Such  a  strain  as  I  can  give.  8 

Thus  thy  praise  shall  be  exprest, 
Inoffensive,  welcome  guest ! 
While  tiie  rat  is  on  the  scout. 
And  the  mouse  with  curious  snout, 

•      29  Is  1793-1800 :  Are  178^-1788, 
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With  what  vermin  else  infest 

Ev*ry  dish,  and  spoil  the  best ; 

Frisking  thus  before  the  fire, 

Thou  hast  all  thine  heart's  desire.  16 

Though  in  voice  and  shape  they  be 

Form'd  as  if  aldn  to  thee, 

Thou  surpassest,  happier  far, 

Happiest  grasshoppers  that  are ; 

Their's  is  but  a  summer's  song, 

Thine  endures  the  winter  long, 

Unimpaired  and  shrill  and  clear, 

Ilelody  throughout  the  year.  24 

Neither  night,  nor  dawn  of  day. 

Puts  a  i)eriod  to  thy  play ; 

Sing  then— and  extend  thy  span 

Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 

Wretched  man,  whose  years  are  spent 

In  repining  discontent. 

Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be. 

Half  a  span,  compared  with  thee.  32 

THE  PARROT 
In  painted  plumes  superbly  drest, 
A  native  of  the  gorgeous  east, 

By  many  a  biUow  tost ; 
Poll  gains  at  length  the  British  shore, 
Part  of  the  captain's  precious  store— 

A  present  to  his  toast.  6 

Belinda's  maids  are  soon  pref err'd 
To  teach  him  now  and  then  a  word. 

As  Poll  can  master  it ; 
But  'tis  her  own  important  charge 
To  qualify  him  more  at  large, 

And  make  him  quite  a  wit.  12 

Sweet  Poll !  his  doating  mistiness  cries, 
Sweet  Poll  I  the  mimic  bird  replies, 

And  calls  aloud  for  sack. 
She  next  instructs  him  in  the  kiss ; 
'Tis  now  a  little  one,  like  Miss, 

And  now  a  hearty  smack.  18 

At  first  he  aims  at  what  he  hears ; 
And,  list'ning  close  with  both  his  ears, 

Just  catches  at  the  sound ; 
But  soon  articulates  aloud. 
Much  to  th'  amusement  of  the  crowd, 

And  stims  the  neighbours  round.  24 
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A  quemlous  old  woman's  voice 
His  hum'rous  talent  next  employs — 

He  scolds  and  gives  the  lie. 
And  now  he  sings,  and  now  is  sick— 
Here  Sally,  Susan,  come,  come  quick ; 

Poor  Poll  is  like  to  die !  80 

Belinda  and  her  bird !  'tis  rare 

To  meet  with  such  n  well  matched  pair, 

The  language  and  the  tone, 
Each  character  in  ev'ry  paii: 
Sustain'd  with  so  much  grace  and  art. 

And  both  in  unison,  36 

When  children  fii'st  begin  to  spell. 
And  stammer  out  a  syllable. 

We  think  them  tedious  creatures ; 
But  difficulties  soon  abate, 
When  birds  are  to  be  taught  to  i)rate, 

And  women  are  the  teachers.  42 


ON  THE  PICTURE  OF  A  SLEEPING  CHILD 

Sweet  babe,  whose  image  here  expressed 
Does  thy  peaceful  slumbers  show ; 

Guilt  or  fear,  to  break  thy  rest, 
Never  did  thy  spirit  know. 

Soothing  slumbers,  soft  repose, 
Such  as  mock  the  painter's  skill, 

Such  as  innocence  b^tows, 
Harmless  infant,  lull  thee  still !  i 


THE  THRACIAN 

Thraoian  i)arents,  at  his  birth, 
Mourn  their  babe  with  many  a  tear. 

But  with  undissembled  mirth 
Place  him  breathless  on  his  bier. 

Greece  and  Rome,  with  equal  scorn 
''  O  the  savages ! "  exclaim, 

*>  Whether  they  rejoice  or  mourn, 
Well  entitled  to  the  name !" 

But  the  cause  of  this  concern 
And  this  pleasure,  would  they  trace. 

Even  they  might  somewhat  learn  . 
From  the  savages  of  Thrace. 
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RECIPROCAL  KINDNESS  THE  PRIMARY 
LAW  OF  NATURE 
Androoles  from  his  injur'd  lord,  in  dread 
Of  instant  death,  to  Lybia's  desert  fled. 
Tir'd  with  his  toilsome  flight,  and  pareh'd  with  heat, 
He  spied,  at  length,  a  cavern's  cool  retreat. 
But  scarce  had  giv'n  to  rest  his  weary  frame. 
When,  hugest  of  his  kind^  a  lion  came : 
He  roar'd  approaching;  but  the  savage  din 
To  plaintive  murmurs  chang'd, — arrived  within. 
And  with  expressive  looks,  his  lifted  paw 
Presenting,  aid  implor'd  from  whom  he  saw ;       10 
The  fugitive,  through  terror  at  a  stand, 
Dar'd  not  awhile  afford  his  trembling  hand, 
But  bolder  grown  at  length,  inherent  found 
A  pointed  thorn,  and  drew  it  from  the  wound. 
The  cure  was  wrought ;  he  wip'd  the  sanious  blood, 
And  firm  and  free  from  pain  the  lion  stood. . 
Again  he  seeks  the  wilds,  and  day  by  day 
Regales  his  inmate  with  the  parted  prey : 
Nor  he  disdains  the  dole,  though  unprepar'd, 
Spread  on  the  ground,  and  with  a  lion  shar'd.      20 
But  thus  to  live— still  lost,  sequestered  still — 
Scarce  seem'd  his  lord's  revenge  an  heavier  ill. 
Home,  native  home ! — Oh  might  he  but  repair ! 
He  must,  he  will,  though  death  attends  him  there. 
He  goes,  and  doom'd  to  perish,  on  the  sands 
Of  the  full  theatre  unpitied  stands ! 
When  lo !  the  self -same  lion  from  his  cage 
Flies  to  devour  him,  famish'd  into  rage. 
He  flies,  but  viewing  in  his  purposed  prey 
The  man,  his  healer,  pauses  on  his  way,  30 

And  soften'd  by  remembrance  into  sweet 
And  kind  composure,  crouches  at  his  feet. 

Mute  with  astonishment  th'  assembly  gaze ; 
But  why,  ye  Romans?  Whence  your  mute  amaze ? 
All  this  is  nat'ral : — nature  bade  him  rend 
An  enemy ;  she  bids  him  spare  a  friend. 

A  MANUAL 
MORE  ANCIENT  THAN  THE  ART  OF  PRINTING 
AND  NOT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN  ANY  CATALOGUE 
There  is  a  book,  which  we  may  call 

(Its  excellence  is  such) 
Alone  a  library,  tho'  small ; 
The  ladies  thumb  it  much. 
15  flood  Hayley  {1803), 
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Woi*ds  none,  tbings  nurn'rons  it  contains : 
And,  things  with  words  comjyar'd, 

Who  needs  be  told,  that  has  his  brains, 
Which  merits  most  regard  ?  8 

Ofttimes  its  leaves  of  scarlet  hue 

A  golden  edging  boast  ; 
And  open'd,  it  displays  to  view 

Twelve  pages  at  the  most. 

Nor  name,  nor  title,  stamp'd  behind, 

Adorns  its  outer  part ; 
But  all  within  'tis  richly  lin'd, 

A  magazine  of  art.  16 

The  whitest  hands  that  secret  hoard 

Oft  visit ;  and  the  fair 
Pi-eserve  it  in  their  bosoms  stor'd, 

As  with  a  miser's  care. 

Thence  implements  of  ev'ry  size, 

And  form'd  for  various  use, 
(They  need  but  to  consult  their  eyes) 

They  readily  produce.  24 

The  largest  and  the  longest  kind 

Possess  the  foremost  page, 
A  sort  most  needed  by  the  blind. 

Or  nearly  such  from  age. 

The  fuU-charg'd  leaf,  which  next  ensues, 

Presents  in  bright  array 
The  smaller  sort,  which  matrons  use, 

Not  quite  so  blind  as  they.  32 

The  third,  the  fourth,  the  fifth  supply 

What  their  occasions  ask. 
Who  with  a  more  discerning  eye 

Perform  a  nicer  task. 

But  still  with  regular  decrease 

From  size  to  size  they  fall, 
In  ev'ry  leaf  gi-ow  less,  and  less ; 

The  last  are  least  of  all.  40 

Oh !  what  a  fund  of  genius,  pent 

In  narrow  space,  is  hera! 
This  volume's  method  ana  intent 

How  luminous  and  clear  I 

It  leaves  no  reader  at  a  loss 

Or  pos'd,  whoever  reads ; 
No  commentator's  tedious  gloss. 

Nor  even  index  heeds.  48 
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Search  Bodley's  many  thousands  o'er ! 

No  book  is  treasured  there, 
Nor  yet  in  Granta's  numerous  store, 

That  may  with  this  compare. 

No ! — Rival  none  in  either  host 

Of  this  was  ever  seen, 
Or  that  contents  could  justly  boast, 

So  brilliant  and  so  keen.  56 


AN  ENIGMA 

A  NEEDLE  small,  as  small  can  be, 
In  bulk  and  use,  surpasses  me. 

Nor  is  my  purchase  dear ; 
For  little,  and  almost  for  nought. 
As  many  of  my  kind  are  bought 

As  days  are  in  the  year.  G 

Yet  though  but  little  use  we  boast, 
And  are  procured  at  little  cost, 

The  labour  is  not  light, 
Nor  few  artificers  it  asks, 
All  skilful  in  their  sev'ral  tasks, 

To  fashion  us  aright.  12 

One  fuses  metal  o'er  the  fire, 
A  second  draws  it  into  wire, 

The  shears  another  plies. 
Who  clips  in  lengths  the  brazen  thread 
For  him,  who,  chafing  every  shred, 

Gives  all  an  equal  size.  18 

A  fifth  prepares,  exact  and  round. 

The  knob,  with  which  it  must  be  crown'd ; 

His  follower  makes  it  fast. 
And  with  his  mallet  and  his  file 
To  shape  the  point,  employs  awhile 

The  seventh  and  the  last.  24 

* 
Now  therefore,  CEdipus !  declare 
What  creature,  wonderful  and  rare, 

A  process,  that  obtains 
Its  purpose  with  so  much  ado. 
At  last  produces !— Tell  me  true. 

And  take  me  for  your  pains  1  30 
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SPARROWS  SELF-DOMESTICATED 
IN  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  CAMBRIDGE 

None  ever  shar'd  the  social  feast, 

Or  as  an  inmate,  or  a  guest, 

Beneath  the  celebrated  dome, 

Where  once  Sir  Isaac  had  his  home. 

Who  saw  not  (and  with  some  delight 

Perhaps  he  view'd  the  novel  sight) 

How  numerous,  at  the  tables  there, 

The  sparrows  beg  their  daily  fare. 

For  there,  in  ev'ry  nook,  and  cell. 

Where  such  a  family  may  dwell,  10 

Sure  as  the  vernal  season  comes 

Their  nests  they  weave  in  hope  of  crumbs. 

Which  kindly  giv'n,  may  serve  with  food 

Convenient  their  unf eather'd  brood ; 

And  oft  as  with  its  summons  clear 

The  warning  bell  salutes  their  ear, 

Sagacious  listeners  to  the  sound. 

They  flock  from  all  the  fields  around. 

To  reach  the  hospitable  hall. 

None  more  attentive  to  the  call.  20 

Arriv'd,  the  pensionary  band. 

Hopping  and  chirping,  close  at  hand. 

Solicit  what  they  soon  receive. 

The  sprinkled,  plenteous  donative. 

Thus  is  a  multitude,  though  large. 

Supported  at  a  trivial  charge ; 

A  single  doit  would  overpay 

Th'  expenditure  of  ev'ry  day, 

And  who  can  grudge  so  small  a  grace 

To  suppliants,  natives  of  the  place  ?  30 

FAMILIARITY  DANGEROUS 

As  in  her  ancient  mistress'  lap, 

The  youthful  tabby  lay, 
They  gave  each  other  many  a  tap. 

Alike  disposed  to  play. 

But  strife  ensues.    Puss  waxes  warm. 

And  with  protinided  claws 
Ploughs  all  the  length  of  Lydia's  arm. 

Mere  wantonness  the  cause.  8 

At  once,  resentful  of  the  deed, 

She  shakes  her  to  the  ground 
With  many  a  threat,  that  she  shall  bleed      • 

With  still  a  deeper  wound. 

t3 
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But,  Lydia,  bid  thy  fury  rest : 

It  was  a  venial  stroke ; 
For  she,  that  will  with  kittens  jest, 

Should  bear  a  kitten's  joke.  16 

INVITATION  TO  THE  REDBREAST 

Sweet  bu'd,  whom  the  winter  constrains  — 
•     And  seldom  another  it  can — 
To  seek  a  retreat,  while  he  reigns, 

In  the  well-shelter'd  dwellings  of  man, 
Who  never  canst  seem  to  intrude, 

Tho'  in  all  places  equally  free, 
Come,  oft  as  the  season  is  inide ! 

Thou  aii:  sure  to  be  welcome  to  me.  8 

At  sight  of  the  fii-st  feeble  ray, 

That  pierces  the  clouds  of  the  east, 
To  inveigle  thee  every  day 

My  window  shall  show  thee  a  feast ; 
For,  taught  by  experience,  I  know 

Thee  mindful  of  benefit  long ; 
And  that,  thankful  for  all  I  bestow, 

Thou  wilt  pay  me  with  many  a  song.  16 

Then,  soon  as  the  swell  of  the  buds 

Bespeaks  the  renewal  of  spring. 
Fly  hence,  if  thou  wilt,  to  the  woods, 

Or  where  it  shall  please  thee  to  sing : 
And  shouldst  thou,  compelled  by  a  frost, 

Come  again  to  my  window  or  door, 
Doubt  not  an  affectionate  host ! 

Only  pay,  as  thou  pay'dst  me  before.  24 

Thus  music  must  needs  be  conf  est 

To  flow  from  a  fountain  above ; 
Else  how  should  it  work,  in  the  breast, 

Unchangeable  friendship  and  love  ? 
And  who  on  the  globe  can  be  found, 

Save  your  generation  and  ours. 
That  can  be  delighted  by  sound, 

Or  boast  any  musical  pow'rs  ?  32 

STRADA  S  NIGHTINGALE 

The  shepherd  touch'd  his  reed;  sweet  Philomel 
Essay'd,  and  oft  essay'd  to  catch  the  strain, 

And  treasuring,  as  on  her  ear  they  fell, 
The  numbers,  echo'd  note  for  note  again. 
5  canst  Hayley  (1803) :  can  Haylcy  (later  cdcL) 
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Tlie  peevisli  youth,  who  ne'er  had  found  before 

A  rival  of  his  skill,  indignant  heard, 
And  soon  (for  various  was  his  tuneful  store) 

In  loftier  tones  defied  the  simple  bird.  8 

She  dar'd  the  task,  and  rising,  as  he  rose, 
With  all  the  force,  that  passion  gives,  inspired, 

Retimi'd  the  sounds  awhile,  but  in  the  close 
Exhausted  fell,  and  at  his  feet  expired. 

Thus  strength,  not  skill  prevailed.    O  fatal  strife. 
By  thee,  poor  songstress,  playfully  begun ; 

And  O  sad  victory,  which  cost  thy  life. 
And  he  may  wish,  that  he  had  never  won !       16 

ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY 

WHO  LIVED  ONE  HUNDRED  YEAR8,  AND  DIED 
ON  HER  BIRTHDAY,  1728 

Ancient  dame,  how  wide  and  vast. 

To  a  race  like  ours  appears. 
Rounded  to  an  orb  at  last, 

All  thy  multitude  of  years  I 

We,  the  herd  of  human  kind. 

Frailer  and  of  feebler  pow'rs ; 
We,  to  narrow  bounds  confined, 

Soon  exhaust  the  sum  of  ours.  8 

Death's  delicious  banquet — we 

Perish  even  from  the  womb, 
Swifter  than  a  shadow  flee. 

Nourished,  but  to  feed  the  tomb. 

Seeds  of  merciless  disease 

Lurk  in  all  that  we  enjoy ; 
Some,  that  waste  us  by  degi-ees. 

Some,  that  suddenly  destroy.  16 

And  if  life  o'erleap  the  bourn, 

Common  to  the  sons  of  men; 
What  remains,  but  that  we  mourn, 

Dream,  and  doat,  and  drivel  then  ? 

Fast  as  moons  can  wax  and  wane, 
Sorrow  comes ;  and  while  we  groan. 

Pant  with  anguish  and  complain. 
Half  our  years  are  fled  and  gone.  24 

If  a  few,  (to  few  'tis  giv'n) 
lingering  on  this  earthly  stage, 

Creep,  and  halt  with  steps  unev'n, 
To  the  period  of  an  age ; 
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Wherefore  live  they,  but  to  see 
Cunning,  arrogance,  and  force ; 

Sights,  lamented  much  by  thee, 
Holding  their  accustomed  course  ?  32 

Oft  was  seen,  in  ages  past, 
All,  that  we  with  wonder  view ; 

Often  shall  be  to  the  last ; 
Earth  produces  nothing  new. 

Thee  we  gratulate ;  content. 
Should  propitious  Heav'n  design 

Life  for  us,  as  calmly  spent, 
Though  but  half  the  length  of  thine.       40 

THE  CAUSE  WON 

Two  neighbours  furiously  dispute ; 

A  field,  the  subject  of  the  suit. 

Trivial  the  spot,  yet  such  the  rage, 

With  which  the  combatants  engage, 

'Twere  hard  to  tell,  who  covets  most 

The  prize— at  whatsoever  cost. 

The  pleadings  swell.   Words  still  suflace  ; 

No  single  word  but  has  its  price : 

No  term  but  yields  some  fair  pretence, 

For  novel  and  increased  expense.  10 

Defendant  thus  becomes  a  name, 
Which  he,  that  bore  it,  may  disclaim ; 
Since  both,  in  one  description  blended, 
Are  plaintiffs— when  the  suit  is  ended. 

THE  SILK  WORM 

The  beams  of  April,  ere  it  goes, 

A  worm,  scarce  visible,  disclose ; 

All  winter  long  content  to  dwell 

The  tenant  of  his  native  shell. 

The  same  prolific  season  gives 

The  sustenance,  by  which  he  lives, 

The  mulbYy-leaf ,  a  simple  store. 

That  serves  him — till  he  needs  no  more ! 

For,  his  dimensions  once  complete, 

Thenceforth  none  ever  seas  him  eat ;  10 

Tho',  till  his  growing  time  be  past. 

Scarce  ever  is  he  seen  to  fast. 

That  hour  arrived,  his  work  begins. 

He  spins  and  weaves,  and  weaves  and  spins  ; 

Till  circle  upon  circle  wound 

Careless  around  him  and  around, .  .     ^ 
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Conceals  him  with  a  veil,  tho'  slight, 

Impervious  to  the  keenest  sight. 

Thus  self-inclos'd,  as  in  a  cask, 

At  length  he  finishes  his  task ;  20 

And,  tho'  a  worm,  when  he  was  lost, 

Or  caterpillar  at  the  most, 

When  next  we  see  him,  wings  he  wears, 

And  in  papilio-pomp  appears ; 

Becomes  oviparous ;  supplies. 

With  future  worms  and  future  flies. 

The  next-ensuing  year ; — and  dies ! 

Well  were  it  for  the  world,  if  all 

Who  creep  about  this  earthly  ball. 

Though  shorter-liv'd  than  most  he  be,  30 

Were  useful  in  their  kind  as  he. 


THE  INNOCENT  THIEF 

Not  a  flow'r  can  be  found  in  the  fields, 
Or  the  spot  that  we  till  for  our  pleasure. 

From  the  largest  to  least,  but  it  yields 
The  bee,  never- wearied,  a  treasure. 

Scarce  any  she  quits  unexplored, 

With  a  diligence  truly  exact ; 
Yet,  steal  what  she  may  for  her  hoard. 

Leaves  evidence  none  of  the  fact.  8 

Her  luQrative  task  she  pursues, 
And  pilfers  with  so  much  address. 

That  none  of  their  odour  they  lose, 
Nor  charm  by  their  beauty  the  less. 

Not  thus  inoffensively  preys 
The  canker-worm,  in-dwelling  foe! 

His  voracity  not  thus  allays 
The  sparrow,  the  finch,  or  the  crow.  10 

The  worm,  more  expensively  fed. 
The  pride  of  the  garden  devours ; 

And  birds  peck  the  seed  from  the  bed, 
Still  less  to  be  spar'd  than  the  flow'i*s. 

But  she,  with  such  delicate  skill, 

Her  pillage  so  fits  for  her  use, 
That  the  chymist  in  vain  with  his  still 

Would  labour  the  like  to  produce.  24 

28-31  om.  Haylcy  {180.% 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


558  TRAXSLATIOXS 

Then  grudge  not  her  temperate  meabt, 

Nor  a  benefit  blame  a8  a  theft ; 
Since,  stole  she  not  all  that  she  steals, 

Neither  honey  nor  wax  would  be  left. 

DENNER'S  OLD  WOMAN 

In  this  mimic  form  of  a  matron  in  years, 
How  plainly  the  x)encil  of  Denner  appears ! 
The  matron  herself,  in  whose  old  age  we  see 
Not  a  trace  of  decline,  what  a  wonder  is  she  I 
No  dimness  of  eye,  and  no  cheek  hanging  low. 
No  wrinkle,  or  deep-furrow'd  frown  on  the  brow ! 
Her  f oreh€^  indeed  is  here  circled  around 
With  locl^,  like  the  ribbon,  with  which  they  are 

bound; 
While  glossy  and  smooth,  and  as  soft  as  the  skin 
Of  a  delicate  peach,  is  the  down  of  her  chin ;         10 
But  nothing  unpleasant,  or  sad,  or  severe. 
Or  that  indicates  life  in  its  winter— is  here ! 
Yet  all  is  expressed,  with  fidelity  due, 
Nor  a  pimple,  or  freckle,  conceaFd  from  the  view. 

Many,  fond  of  new  sights,  or  who  cherish  a  taste, 
For  the  labours  of  art,  to  the  spectacle  haste ; 
The  youths  all  agree,  that  could  old  age  inspire 
The  i)assion  of  love,  hers  would  kindle  the  fire. 
And  the  matrons  with  pleasure  confess,  that  they  see 
Ridiculous  nothing  or  hideous  in  thee.  20 

The  nymphs  for  themselves  scarcely  hope  a  decline, 
O  wonderful  woman !  as  placid  as  thine. 

Strange  magic  of  art !  which  the  youth  can  engage 
To  peruse,  half  enamoured,  the  features  of  age ; 
And  force  from  the  virgin  a  sigh  of  despair. 
That  she,  when  as  old,  shall  be  equally  fair ! 
How  great  is  the  glory  that  Denner  has  gain'd. 
Since  Apelles  not  more  for  his  Venus  obtained ! 

THE  TEARS  OF  A  PAINTER 

Apelles,  hearing  that  his  boy 

Had  just  expired — his  only  joy ! 

Altho'  the  sight  with  anguish  tore  him. 

Bade  place  his  dear  remains  before  him. 

He  seiz'd  his  brush,  his  colours  spread ; 

And—**  Oh !  my  child,  accept " — he  said, 

**  (Tis  all  that  I  can  now  bestow,) 

This  tribute  of  a  father's  woe :'' 

Then,  faithful  to  the  two-fold  part, 

Both  of  his  feelings  and  his  art,  10 
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He  clos'd  his  eyes,  with  tender  cai'e. 
And  formed  at  once  a  fellow  pair. 
His  brow,  with  amber  locks  beset, 
And  lips  he  drew,  not  livid  yet ; 
And  shaded  all,  that  he  had  done, 
To  the  just  image  of  his  son. 

Thus  far  is  well.    But  view  again 
The  cause  of  thy  -pSLtemal  jyain ! 
Thy  melancholy  task  fulfil  I 
It  needs  the  last,  last  touches  still.  20 

Again  his  pencil's  pow'rs  he  tries, 
For  on  his  lips  a  smile  he  spies : 
And  still  his  cheek  unfaded  shows 
The  deepest  damask  of  the  rose. 
Then,  heedful  to  the  finished  whole. 
With  fondest  eagerness  he  stole, 
Till  scarce  himself  distinctly  knew 
The  cherub  copied  from  the  true. 

Now,  jyainter,  cease !    Thy  task  is  done. 
Long  lives  this  image  of  thy  son ;  30 

Nor  short-liv'd  shall  the  glory  prove, 
Or  of  thy  labour,  or  thy  love, 

THE  MAZE 

From  right  to  left,  and  to  and  fro, 

Caught  in  a  labyrinth,  you  go. 

And  turn,  and  turn,  and  turn  again, 

To  solve  the  myst'ry,  but  in  vain. 

Stand  still,  and  breathe,  and  take  from  me 

A  clew,  that  soon  shall  set  you  free ! 

Not  Ariadne,  if  you  met  her, 

Herself  could  serve  you  with  a  better. 

You  entered  easily— find  where — 

And  make  with  ease  your  exit  there !  10 


NO  SORROW  PECULIAR  TO  THE  SUFFERER 

The  lover,  in  melodious  verses, 
His  singular  distress  rehearses, 
Still  closing  with  a  rueful  cry, 
'*  Was  ever  such  a  wretch  as  I ? " 
Yes !  Thousands  have  endur'd  before 
All  thy  distress ;  some  haply  more. 
Unnumbered  Corydons  complain. 
And  Strephons,  of  the  like  disdain ; 

16  the]  a  Hayley  {1803),  21  poVr  Hayley  [X80S), 
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And  if  thy  Chloe  be  of  steel ; 

Too  deaf  to  hear,  too  hard  to  feel ;  10 

Not  her  alone  that  censure  fits, 

Nor  thou  alone  hast  lost  thy  wits. 

THE  SNAIL 

To  grass,  or  leaf,  or  fruit,  or  wall, 
The  snail  sticks  close,  nor  fears  to  fall, 
As  if  he  grew  there,  house  and  all 
Together. 

Within  that  house  secure  he  hides, 
When  danger  imminent  betides 
Of  storm,  or  other  harm  besides 

Of  weather.  8 

Give  but  his  horns  the  slightest  touch. 
His  self -collecting  power  is  such, 
He  shrinks  into  his  house,  with  much 
Displeasui*e. 

Where'er  he  dwells,  he  dwells  alone, 
Except  himself  has  chattels  none, 
Well  satisfied  to  be  his  own 

Whole  treasure.         16 

Thus,  hermit-like,  his  life  he  leads. 
Nor  partner  of  his  banquet  needs, 
And  if  he  meets  one,  only  feeds 

The  faster. 

Who  seeks  him  must  be  worse  than  blind, 
(He  and  his  house  are  so  combined) 
If,  finding  it,  he  fails  to  find 

Its  master.  24 

,     THE  CANTAB 

With  two  spurs  or  one ;  no  great  matter  which, 
Boots  bought,  or  boots  borrowed,  a  whip  or  a  switch. 
Five  shillings  or  less  the  hire  of  his  b^t. 
Paid  part  into  hand — you  must  wait  for  the  rest. 
Thus  equipped  Academicus  climbs  up  his  horse. 
And  out  they  both  sally  for  better  or  worse ; 
His  heart  void  of  fear  and  as  light  as  a  feather, 
And  in  violent  haste  to  go — nor  knowing  whither ; 
Thro'  the  fields  and  the  towns,  see,  he  scampers 

along, 
And  is  bark'd  at,  and  laugh'd  at  by  old  and  by  young. 

The  CarUah^l  no  B3f:  and  no  Hayley.  3  the  BMi  for  the 

Hayley.  8  nor  BM :  not  Hayley.  10  bark'd  BAfi  lookM 

Hayley,    {Orig.  line  is  Adlatrant  catuli,  multaqne  ridet  apiis.) 
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Till  at  length,  overspent,  and  his  sides  smear'd  with 
blood,  11 

Down  tumbles  his  horse,  man  and  all  in  the  mud. 
In  a  waggon  or  chaise  shall  he  finish  his  route? 
Oh  scandalous  fate  I  he  must  do  it  on  foot. 

Young  gentlemen  hear, — I  am  older  than  you. 
The  advice  that  I  give  I  have  prov'd  to  be  true, 
Wherever  your  journey  may  be,  never  doubt  it, 
The  faster  you  ride,  you're  the  longer  about  it. 


TRANSLATION    OF    THE    VERSES    TO    THE 
MEMORY    OF   DR.   LLOYD, 

SPOKEN  AT  THE  WESTMINSTER  ELECTION  NEXT 
AFTER  HIS  DECEASE 

[Written  1781.     Published  by  Hayley,  1803.    Tlie  original  Latin 
verses  were  by  Vincent.] 

Our  good  old  friend  is  gone,  gone  to  his  rest ; 

Whose  social  converse  was  itself  a  feast. 

O  ye  of  riper  years,  who  recollect 

How  once  ye  lov*d,  and  ey'd  him  with  respect, 

Both  in  the  firmness  of  his  better  day. 

While  yet  he  ruFd  you  with  a  father's  sway, 

And  when,  impaired  by  time,  and  glad  to  rest. 

Yet  still  with  looks  in  mild  complacence  drest. 

He  took  his  annual  seat,  and  mingled  here 

His  sprightly  vein  with  yours — now  drop  a  tear !   10 

In  monds  blameless,  as  in  manners  meek. 

He  knew  no  wish,  that  he  might  blush  to  speak. 

But,  happy  in  whatever  state  below. 

And  richer  than  the  rich  in  being  so. 

Obtained  the  hearts  of  all,  and  such  a  meed 

At  length  from  one  ^  as  made  him  rich  indeed. 

Hence  then,  ye  titles,  hence,  not  wanted  here  I 

Go !  garnish  merit  in  a  higher  sphere. 

The  brows  of  those,  whose  more  exalted  lot 

He  could  congratulate,  but  envied  not !  20 

Light  lie  the  turf,  good  Senior,  on  thy  breast ; 

And  tranquil,  as  thy  mind  was,  be  thy  rest. 

Tho',  living,  thou  hadst  more  desert  tiian  fame. 

And  not  a  stone  now  chronicles  thy  name  I 

*  He  was  usher  and  under-master  of  Westminster  near  fifty 
years,  and  retired  from  his  occupation  when  he  was  near  seventy, 
with  a  handsome  pension  from  the  king  [H.]. 
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ANOTHER  VERSION 

[Written  1781.    Published  by  Bruce,  1863,  from  MS.  in 
British  Maseum.] 

Th'  old  man,  our  amiable  old  man  is  gone — 

Second  in  harmless  pleasantry  to  none. 

Ye,  once  his  pupils,  who  with  reverence  just 

View'd  him,  as  all  that  were  his  pupils  must, 

Whether,  his  health  yet  firm,  he  gently  strbve 

To  rear  and  form  you  with  a  parent's  love. 

Or  worn  with  age,  and  pleas'd  to  be  at  large. 

He  came  still  mindful  of  his  former  charge, 

To  smile  on  this  glad  circle  ev'ry  year. 

And  charm  you  with  his  humour,  drop  a  tear.       1 0 

Simplicity  grac'd  all  his  blameless  life. 

And  he  was  kind,  and  gentle,  hating  strife. 

Content  was  the  best  wealth  he  ever  shar'd, 

Though  all  men  pay'd  him  love,  and  one,  reward. 

Ye  titles !  we  have  here  no  need  of  you. 

Go,  give  the  Great  ones  their  eulogium  due, 

If  Fortune  more  on  others  chose  to  shine, 

'Twas  not  in  Him  to  murmur  or  repine. 

Placid  old  man !  the  turf  upon  thy  breast, 

May  it  lie  lightly,  sacred  be  thy  rest ;  20 

Though,  living,  thou  hadst  none  thy  fame  to  spread. 

Nor  ev'n  a  stone  to  chronicle  thee,  dead. 

TRANSLATION  OF  EPITAPH  TO  WILLIAM 

NORTHCOT 

[Writt^^n  July,  1780.  ,  Published  by  Hayjey,  1804.    The  Latin 
epitaph  was  by  Unwin.] 

Farewell  ! — But  not  for  ever,  Hope  replies ; 
Trace  but  his  steps,  and  meet  him  in  the  skies ! 
There  nothing  shall  renew  our  parting  pain ; 
Thou  shalt  not  wither,  nor  I  weep,  again.  4 

ON  THE  SHORTNESS  OF  HUMAN  LIFE 

TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  DR.  JORTIN 

[Written  Jan.,  1784.  Published  by  Hayley,  1804.  For  Dr.  Jortin's 
verses,  see  notes  at  the  end  of  the  volume.] 

Suns  that  set,  and  moons  that  wane. 
Rise  and  are  restored  again. 
Stars,  that  orient  day  subdues. 
Night  at  her  return  renews. 

Amtther  Version— Heading  in  BM. :  Translation  of  the  Latin 
verses  spoken  in  honour  of  the  late  Dr.  Lloyd  at  the  last  West- 
minster Election,  by  W.  C,  who  wa.s  two  years  under  him  while 
he  was  an  usher,  and  had  afterwards  the  happiness  of  his  j4C- 
quamtance,  \  aimable  BM, 
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Herbs  and  flowei's,  the  beauteous  birth 

Of  the  genial  womb  of  earth, 

Suffer  but  a  transient  death 

From  the  winter's  cruel  breath. 

Zephyr  speaks ;  serener  skies 

Warm  the  glebe ;  and  they  arise.  10 

We,  alas !  earth's  haughty  kings, 

We,  that  promise  mighty  things, 

Losing  soon,  life's  happy  prime, 

Droop  and  fade  in  little  time. 

Spring  returns,  but  not  our  bloom. 

Still  'tis  winter  in  the  tomb. 


EPIGRAMS,    TRANSLATED   FROM 
THE  LATIN   OF   OWEN 

[Written  Aufif.-^Dec.,  1799.    All  published  by  Hayley,  ISOR.] 

ON  ONE  IGNORANT  AND  ARROGANT 
Thou  mayst  of  double  ignorance  boast, 
Who  know'st  not  that  thou  nothing  know'st. 

PRUDENT  SIMPLICITY 
That  thou  mayst  injure  no  man,  dove-like  be, 
And  serpent-like,  that  none  may  injure  thee  I 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN  DISTRESS 
I  WISH  thy  lot,  now  bad,  still  worse,  my  friend, 
For  when  at  worst,  they  say,  things  always  mend  I 

When  little  more  than  boy  in  age, 

I  deem'd  myself  almost  a  sage ; 

But  now  seem  worthier  to  be  stylVl 

For  ignorance  almost  a  child.  4 

RETALIATION 
The  works  of  ancient  bards  divine, 

Aulus !  thou  scom'st  to  read ; 
And  should  posterity  read  thine, 

It  would  be  strange  indeed !  4 

SUNSET  AND  SUNRISE 
Contemplate,  when  the  sun  declines. 

Thy  death,  with  deep  reflection ! 
And  when  again  he  rising  shines. 

The  day  of  resurrection !  4 

Sunset  and  »Vimr*V— 3  he]  his  Hayhy  {ISl^). 
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TRANSLATIONS  OF  GREEK 
VERSES 

[Written  Aug.— Dec.,  1799.    AU  published  by  Hayley,  1808.1 
FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  JULIANUS 

A  Spartan,  his  companion  slain, 

Alone  from  battle  fled, 
His  mother,  kindling  with  disdain 

That  she  had  borne  him,  struck  him  dead; 
For  courage,  and  not  birth  alone, 
In  Sparta,  testifies  a  son !  6 

ON  THE  SAME,  BY  PALLADAS 

A  Spartan  'scaping  from  the  fight, 

His  mother  met  him  in  his  flight. 

Upheld  a  f  aulchion  to  his  breast. 

And  thus  the  fugitive  addressed : 

''Thou  canst  but  live  to  blot  with  shame  * 

Indelible  thy  mother's  name, 

While  ev'ry  breath  that  thou  shalt  di-aw, 

Offends  against  thy  country's  law ; 

But,  if  thou  perish  by  this  hand. 

Myself  indeed  throughout  the  land  10 

To  my  dishonour  shall  be  known 

The  mother  still  of  such  a  son. 

But  Sparta  will  be  safe  and  free, 

And  that  shall  serve  to  comfort  me." 

AN  EPITAPH 

My  name— my  country — what  are  they  to  thee? 
What — whether  base  or  proud,  my  pedigree  ? 
Perhaps  I  far  surpassed  all  other  men — 
Perhaps  I  fell  below  them  all — what  then? 
Suffice  it,  stranger  I  that  thou  seest  a  tomb — 
Thou  know'st  ite  use — it  hides— no  matter  whom .    6 

ANOTHER 

Take  to  thy  bosom,  gentle  earth,  a  swain 
With  much  hard  labour  in  thy  service  worn. 
He  set  the  vines,  that  clothe  yon  ample  plain. 
And  he  these  olives,  that  the  vale  adorn. 
He  fill'd  with  grain  the  glebe,  the  rills  he  led, 
Thro*  this  green  herbage  and  those  fruitful  bow'rs ; 
Thou,  therefore,  earth !  lie  lightly  on  his  head,       7 
His  hoary  head,  and  deck  his  grave  with  flow'rs. 
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ANOTHER 

Painter,  this  likeness  is  too  strong, 
And  we  shall  mourn  the  dead  too  long. 

ANOTHER 

At  three-score  wintere'  end  I  died 

A  cheerless  being,  sole  and  sad, 

The  nuptial  knot  I  never  tied, 

And  wish  my  father  never  had.  4 

BY  CALLIMACHUS 

At  mom  we  placed  on  his  funeral  bier 

Young  Melanippus ;  and  at  even-tide. 

Unable  to  sustain  a  loss  so  dear. 

By  her  own  hand  his  blooming  sister  died. 

Thus  Aristippus  moum'd  his  noble  race. 

Annihilated  by  a  double  blow. 

Nor  son  could  hope,  nor  daughter  more  t'  embrace, 

And  all  Gyrene  saddened  at  his  woe.  8 

ON  MHiTIADES 

Miltiades!  thy  valour  best 

(Although  in  every  region  known) 

The  men  of  Persia  can  attest. 

Taught  by  thyself  at  Marathon.  4 

ON  AN  INFANT 

Bewail  not  much,  my  parents !  me,  the  prey 
Of  ruthless  Ades,  and  sepulcher'd  here. 
An  infant,  in  my  fifth  scarce  finished  year, 
He  found  all  sportive,  innocent,  and  gay, 
Your  young  Callimachus ;  and  if  I  knew 
Not  many  joys,  my  griefs  were  also  few.  6 

ON  A  FOWLER,  BY  ISIODORUS 

With  seeds  and  bird-lime,  from  the  desert  air, 

Eumelus  gathered  free,  though  scanty,  fare. 

No  lordly  patron's  hand  he  deign'd  to  kiss, 

Nor  luxury  knew,  save  liberty,  nor  bliss. 

Thrice  thirty  years  he  liv'd,  and  to  his  teirs 

His  seeds  bequeathed,  his  bird-lime,  and  his  snares.  6 

By  OaUimachu8—l  plac'd ,  . .  f  unerei^  Hayley  (1812), 
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ON  NIOBE 
Charon  1  receive  a  family  on  board 

Itself  sufficient  for  thy  crazy  yawl ; 
Apollo  and  Diana,  for  a  word 

By  me  too  proudly  spoken,  slew  us  all.  4 

ON  A  GOOD  MAN 
Thav'ller,  regret  not  me ;  for  thou  shalt  find. 

Just  cause  of  sorrow  none  in  my  decease, 
Who,  dying,  childi'ens'  children  left  behind, 

And  with  one  wife  liv'd  many  a  year  in  peace : 
Three  virtuous  youths  espoused  my  daughters  three, 

And  oft  their  infants  in  my  bosom  lay. 
Nor  saw  I  one  of  all  derived  from  me 

Touched  with  disease,  or  toni  by  death  away. 
Their  duteous  hands  my  f  un'ral  rites  bestowed, 

And  me,  by  blameless  manners  fitted  well         10 
To  seek  it,  sent  to  the  serene  abode 

Where  shades  of  pious  men  for  ever  dwell. 

ON  A  MISER 
They  call  thee  rich— I  deem  thee  poor, 
Since  if  thou  dar'st  not  use  thy  store, 
But  sav'st  it  only  for  thine  heu^s. 
The  treasure  is  not  thine,  but  theirs.  4 

ANOTHER 
A  MISER,  traversing  his  house, 
Espied,  unusual  there,  a  mouse. 
And  thus  his  uninvited  guest, 
Briskly  inquisitive,  addressed : 
''Tell  me,  my  dear,  to  what  cause  is  it 
I  owe  this  unexpected  visit?*' 
The  mouse  her  host  obliquely  eyed, 
And,  smiling,  pleasantly  replied, 
**Fear  not,  good  fellow !  for  your  hoard, 
I  come  to  lodge,  and  not  to  board."  10 

ANOTHER 
Art  thou  some  individual  of  a  kind 
Long-liv'd  by  nature  as  the  rook  or  hind  ? 
Heap  treasure,  then,  for  if  thy  need  be  such, 
Thou  hast  excuse,  and  scai*ce  canst  heap  too  much. 
But  man  thou  seem'st,  clear  tiiereforefrom  thy  breast 
This  lust  of  treasure— folly  at  the  best ! 
For  why  shouldst  thou  go  wasted  to  the  tomb. 
To  fatten  with  thy  spoils,  thou  know'st  not  whom?   8 
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ON  HERMOCRATIA 

Hermocratia  nam'd — save  only  one, 

Twice  fifteen  births  I  bore,  and  buried  none ; 

For  neither  Phoebus  pierc'd  my  thriving  joys, 

Nor  Dian~she  my  girls,  or  he  my  boys. 

But  Dian  rather,  when  my  daughters  lay 

In  parturition,  chas'd  their  pangs  away ; 

And  all  my  sons,  by  Phoebus'  bounty,  shar'd 

A  vig'rous  youth,  by  sickness  unimpaired. 

Oh  Niobe !  far  less  prolific  I  see 

Thy  boast  against  Latona  sham'd  by  me !  10 

BY  HERACLIDES 

In  Cnidus  born,  the  consort  I  became 
Of  Euphron.    Aretimias  was  my  name. 
His  bed  I  shar'd,  nor  prov'd  a  barren  bride, 
But  bore  two  children  at  a  birth,  and  died. 
One  child  I  leave  to  solace  and  uphold 
Euphron  hereafter,  when  infinn  and  old ; 
And  one,  for  his  remembrance  sake,  I  bear 
To  Pluto's  realm,  till  he  shall  join  me  there.    8 

ON .  FEMALE  INCONSTANCY 

Rich,  thou  hadst  many  lovers— poor,  hast  none, 
So  surely  want  extinguishes  the  flame. 

And  she,  who  call'd  thee  once  her  pretty  one, 
And  her  Adonis,  now  inquires  thy  name. 

Where  wast  thou  bom,  Sosicrates,  and  where 
In  what  strange  co\mtry  can  thy  i)arents  live. 

Who  seem'st,  by  thy  complaints,  not  yet  aware 
That  want's  a  crime  no  woman  can  forgive ?      8 

ON  THE  REED 

I  WAS  of  late  a  barren  plant. 

Useless,  insignificant. 

Nor  fig,  nor  grape,  nor  apple  bore, 

A  native  of  the  marshy  shore, 

But  gathered  for  poetic  use. 

And  plung'd  into  a  sable  juice, 

Of  which  my  modicimi  I  sip. 

With  narrow  mouth  and  slender  lip, 

At  once,  although  by  nature  dumb. 

All-eloquent  I  have  become,  10 

And  speak  with  fluency  untir'd, 

As  if  by  Phoebus'  self  inspir'd. 
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TO  HEALTH 

ELDEST-bom  of  powers  divine ! 

Blest  Hygeia!  be  it  mine 

To  enjoy  what  thou  canst  give, 

And  henceforth  with  thee  to  live : 

For  in  pow'r  if  pleasure  be, 

Wealth,  or  numerous  progeny. 

Or  in  amorous  embrace. 

Where  no  spy  infests  the  place ; 

Or  in  aught  that  Heav'n  bestows 

To  alleviate  human  woes,  10 

When  the  wearied  heart  despairs, 

Of  a  respite  from  its  cares ; 

These  and  ev'ry  true  delight 

Flourish  only  in  thy  sight ; 

And  the  sister  Graces  Three 

Owe,  themselves,  their  youth  to  thee, 

Without  whom  we  may  possess 

Much,  but  never  happiness. 

TO  THE  SWALLOW 

Attic  maid  I  with  honey  fed, 
Bear'st  thou  to  thy  callow  brood 

Yonder  locust  from  the  mead. 
Destined  their  delicious  food  ? 

Ye  have  kindi'ed  voices  clear. 

Ye  alike  unfold  the  wing, 
Migrate  hither,  sojourn  here. 

Both  attendant  on  the  spring.  8 

Ah  for  pity  drop  the  prize ; 

Let  it  not,  with  truth,  be  said 
That  a  songster  gasps  and  dies, 

That  a  songster  may  be  fed. 

ON  THE  GRASSHOPPER 

Happy  songster !  perch'd  above 

On  the  smnmit  of  the  grove. 

Whom  a  dew-drop  cheers  to  sing 

With  the  freedom  of  a  king ; 

From  thy  perch,  survey  the  fields, 

Where  prolific  nature  yields 

Nought  that,  willingly  as  she, 

Man  surrenders  not  to  thee. 

For  hostility  or  hate 

None  thy  pleasures  can  create.  10 
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Thee  it  satisfies  to  sing 

Sweetly  the  return  of  Spring, 

Herald  of  the  genial  hours, 

Harming  neither  herbs  nor  flow'i*s. 

Therefore  man  thy  voice  attends 

Gladly — thou  and  he  are  friends ; 

Nor  thy  never-ceasing  strains 

Phoebus  or  the  Muse  disdains 

As  too  simple  or  too  long, 

For  themselves  inspire  tiie  song.  20 

Earth-bom,  bloodless,  undecaying, 

Ever  singing,  sporting,  playing, 

What  has  natui'e  else  to  show 

Godlike  in  its  kind  as  thou  ? 

ON  A  BATH,  BY  PLATO 

Did  Cytherea  to  the  skies 

Fi'om  this  pellucid  lymph  arise  ? 

Oi'  was  it  Cytherea's  touch. 

When  bathing  here,  that  made  it  such  ?        4 

ON  PALLAS  BATHING 
FROM  A  HYMN  OF  CALLTMACHUS 
Nor  oils  of  balmy  scent  produce. 
Nor  mirror  for  Minerva's  use. 
Ye  nymphs  who  lave  her  I  she,  arrayed 
In  genuine  beauty,  scorns  their  aid. 
Not  even  when  they  left  the  skies 
To  seek  on  Ida's  head  the  prize 
Fi'om  Paris'  hand,  did  Juno  deign, 
Oi'  Pallas,  in  the  crystal  plain 
Of  Simois'  stream  her  locks  to  trace, 
Or  in  the  miiTor's  polish'd  face,  10 

Though  Venus  oft  with  anxious  care 
Adjusted  twice  a  single  hair. 

FROM  MENANDER 

Fond  youth  I  who  dream'st  that  hoarded  gold 

Is  needful,  not  alone  to  pay 
For  all  thy  various  items  sold. 

To  serve  the  wants  of  ev'ry  day ; 

Bread,  vinegar,  and  oil,  and  meat. 

For  sav'ry  viands  seasoned  high ; 
But  somewhat  more  important  yet — 

I  tell  thee  what  it  cannot  buy.  8 
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No  treasure,  hadst  thou  more  amass'd 

Than  fame  to  Tantalus  assigned, 
WotQd  save  thee  from  the  tomb  at  last, 

But  thou  must  leave  it  all  behind. 

I  give  thee,  therefore,  counsel  wise ; 

Confide  not  vainly  in  thy  store, 
However  large — much  less  despise 

Others  comparatively  poor !  16 

But  in  thy  more  exalted  state 

A  Just  and  equal  temper  show, 
That  all  who  see  thee  rich  and  great 

May  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  so. 

ON  LATE- ACQUIRED  WEALTH    . 

Poor  in  my  youth,  and  in  life's  later  scenes 

Rich  to  no  end,  I  curse  my  natal  hour ; 
Who  nought   enjoy'd,  while  young,  denied  the 
means; 
And    nought,   when    old,    enjoy'd,   denied   the 
pow'r.  4 

ON  FLATTERERS 

No  mischief  worthier  of  our  fear 

In  nature  can  be  found. 
Than  friendship,  in  ostent  sincere, 

But  hollow  and  unsound. 
For  luird  into  a  dangerous  dream 

We  close  infold  a  foe, 
Who  strikes,  when  most  secure  we  seem, 

Th' inevitable  blow.  8 

ON  A  TRUE  FRIEND 

Hast  thou  a  friend  ?    Thou  hast  indeed 

A  rich  and  large  supply, 
Treasure  to  serve  your  ev'ry  need, 

Well-manag'd,  t&l  you  die.  4 

ON  INVALIDS 

Far  happier  are  the  dead,  methinks,  than  they 
Who  look  for  death,  and  fear  it  ev'ry  day. 

ON  THE  ASTROLOGERS 

Th'  Astrologers  did  all  alike  presage 

My  uncle's  dying  in  extreme  old  age. 

One  only  disagreed.    But  he  was  wise, 

And  spoke  not  till  he  heai*d  the  f  un'ral  cries.     4 
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ON  AN  OLD  WOMAN 
Mycilla  dyes  her  locks  'tis  said, 

But  'tis  a  foul  aspersion ; 
She  buys  them  black,  they  thei'efore  need 

No  subsequent  immersion.  4 

TO  DEMOSTHENIS 
It  flatters  and  deceive^  thy  view, 

This  mirror  of  ill-polish'd  ore ! 
For  were  it  just,  and  told  thee  true, 

Thou  would'st  consult  it  never  more.         4 

ON  A  SIMILAR  CHARACTER 
You  give  your  cheeks  a  rosy  stain, 

With  washes  dye  your  hair. 
But  paint  and  washes  both  are  vain 

To  give  a  youthful  air. 

Those  wrinkles  mock  your  daily  toil. 

No  laboiu*  will  efface  'em. 
You  wear  a  mask  of  smoothest  oil, 

Yet  still  with  ease  we  trace  'em.  8 

An  art  so  fruitless  then  forsake. 
Which  though  you  much  excel  in. 

You' never  can  contrive  to  make 
Old  Hecuba  yoimg  Helen. 

ON  A  BATTERED  BEAUTY 
Hair,  wax,  rouge,  honey,  teeth,  you  buy, 

A  multifarious  store ! 
A  mask  at  once  would  all  supply. 

Nor  would  it  cost  you  more.  4 

ON  AN  UGLY  FELLOW 
Beware,  my  friend  I  of  crystal  brook 
Oi*  fountain,  lest  that  hideous  hook. 

Thy  nose,  thou  chance  to  see ; 
Narcissus'  fate  would  then  be  thine, 
And  delf -detested  thou  wouldst  pine, 

As  self-enamour'd  he.  6 

ON  A  THIEF 
When  Aulus,  the  nocturnal  thief,  made  prize 
Of  Hermes,  swift- wing'd  envoy  of  the  skies, . 
Hermes,  Arcadia's  king,  the  thief  divine. 
Who,  when  an  infant,  stole  Apollo's  kine, 
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And  whom,  as  arbiter  and  overseer 
Of  our  gymnastic  sports  we  planted  here, 
Hermes  I  he  cried,  you  meet  no  new  disaster ; 
Ofttimes  the  pupil  goes  beyond  his  master.         8 

ON  ENVY 
Pity,  says  the  Theban  Bard, 
From  my  wishes  I  discard ; 
Envy  I  let  me  rather  be. 
Rather  far,  a  theme  for  thee !, 
Pity  to  distress  is  shewn : 
Envy  to  the  great  alone— 
So  the  Theban— But  to  shine 
Less  conspicuous  be  mine ! 
I  prefer  the  golden  mean 
Pomp  and  penury  between ;  10 

For  alarm  and  peril  wait 
Ever  on  the  loftiest  state. 
And  the  lowest,  to  the  end, 
Obloquy  and  scorn  attend. 

ON  PEDIGREE 
FROM  EPICHARMUS 
My  mother  I  if  thou  love  me,  name  no  more 
My  noble  birth !    Soimding  at  every  breath 
My  noble  birth,  thou  kill'st  me.     Thither  fly. 
As  to  their  only  refuge,  all  from  whom 
Nature  withholds  all  good  besides ;  they  boast 
Their  noble  birth,  conduct  us  to  the  tombs 
Of  their  forefathers,  and  from  age  to  age 
Ascending,  trumpet  their  illustrious  race : 
But  whom  hast  thou  beheld,  or  canst  thou  name. 
Deriv'd  from  no  forefathers  ?    Such  a  man  10 

Lives  not ;  for  how  could  such  be  bom  at  all  ? 
And  if  it  chance  that,  native  of  a  land 
Far  distant,  or  in  infancy  deprived 
Of  all  his  kindred,  one,  who  cannot  trace 
His  origin,  exist,  why  deem  him  spnmg 
From  baser  ancestry  than  theirs,  who  can  ? 
My  mother !  he  whom  nature  at  his  birth 
Endowed  with  virtuous  qualities,  although 
An  .^thiop  and  a  slave,  is  nobly  born. 

BY  PHILEMON 
Oft  we  enhance  our  ills  by  discontent, 
And  give  them  bulk  beyond  what  nature  meant. 

On  Pedigree— 7  forefather  Haylcy  {1812). 
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A  parent,  brother,  friend  deceased,  to  cry — 
''He's  dead  indeed,  but  be  was  born  to  die — '' 
Such  temperate  grief  is  suited  to  the  size 
And  burthen  of  the  loss ;  is  just,  and  wise. 
But  to  exclaim,  '' Ah !  wherefore  was  I  bom, 
"•  Thus  to  be  left,  for  ever  thus  forlorn  ? " 
Who  thus  laments  his  loss,  invites  distress. 
And  magnifies  a  woe  that  might  be  less,  10 

Through  dull  despondence  to  his  lot  resigned, 
And  leaving  reason's  remedy  behind. 

BY  MOSCHUS 

I  SLEPT,  when  Venus  enter'd ;  to  my  bed 
A  Cupid  in  her  beauteous  hand  she  led, 
A  bashful-seeming  boy,  and  thus  she  said : 

'*  Shepherd,  receive  my  little  one !  I  bring 
An  imtaught  love,  whom  thou  must  teach  to  sing." 
She  said,  and  left  him.    I  suspecting  nought 
Many  a  sweet  strain  my  subtle  pupil  taught. 
How  reed  to  reed  Pan  first  with  ozier  bound, 
How  Pallas  form'd  the  pipe  of  softest  sound, 
How  Hermes  gave  the  lute,  and  how  the  quire    10 
Of  Phoebus  owe  to  Phoebus'  self  the  lyre. 
Such  were  my  themes ;  my  themes  nought  heededhe, 
But  ditties  sang  of  am'rous  sort  to  me, 
The  pangs  that  mortals  and  immortals  prove 
From  Venus'  influence,  and  the  darts  of  love. 
Thus  was  the  teacher  by  the  pupil  taught ; 
His  lessons  I  retained,  and  mine  forgot. 

TRANSLATION  OF  AN  EPIGRAM  OF  HOMER 

No  title  is  prefixed  to  this  piece,  but  it  appears  to  be  a  trans- 
lation of  one  of  the  'Eiriypoft/iaTa  cf  Homer  called  'O  Kdfiivoi,  or 
The  Furnace.  Herodotus,  or  whoever  was  the  author  of  the  Life 
of  Homer  ascribed  to  him,  says:  Certain  potters,  while  they 
were  busied  in  bakingr  their  ware,  seeing  Homer  at  a  small  dis- 
tance, and  having  heard  much  said  of  his  wisdom,  called  to  him, 
and  promised  him  a  present  of  their  commodity  and  of  such 
other  thinpfs  as  they  oo^d  afford,  if  he  would  sing  to  them,  when 
he  sang  as  follows  [Adapted  from  J.]. 

[Written  Oct.,  1790.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 

Pay  me  my  price,  Potters !  and  I  will  sing. 
Attend,  O  Pallas !  and  with  lifted  arm 
Protect  their  oven ;  let  the  cups  and  aU 
The  sacred  vessels  blacken  well,  and  bak'd 
With  good  success,  yield  them  both  fair  renown 
And  profit,  whether  in  the  market  sold 
Or  streets,  and  let  no  strife  ensue  between  us. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


574  TRANSLATIONS 

But  oh  ye  Potters !  if  with  shameless  front 

Ye  falsify  your  promise,  then  I  leave 

No  mischief  uninvok'd  t'  avenge  the  wrong.         10 

Come  Syntrips,  Smaragus,  Sabactes  come, 

And  Asbetus,  nor  let  your  direst  dread 

Omodamus,  delay !    Fire  seize  your  house, 

May  neither  house  nor  vestibule  escape, 

May  ye  lament  to  see  confusion  mar 

And  mingle  the  whole  labour  of  your  hands. 

And  may  a  sound  fill  £^11  your  oven^  such 

As  of  a  horse  grinding  his  provender. 

While  all  your  pots  and  flagons  botmce  within. 

Come  hither  also,  daughter  of  the  stm,  20 

Circe  the  Sorceress,  and  with  thy  drugs 

Poison  themselves,  and  all  that  they  have  made ! 

Come  also  Chiron,  with  thy  nmn'rous  troop 

Of  Centaurs,  as  well  those  who  died  beneath 

The  club  of  Hercules,  as  who  escaped. 

And  stamp  their  crockery  to  dust ;  down  fall 

Their  chimney ;  let  them  see  it  with  their  eyes 

And  howl  to  see  the  ruin  of  their  art, 

While  I  rejoice ;  and  if  a  potter  stoop 

To  peep  into  his  furnace,  may  the  fire  30 

Flash  in  his  face  and  scorch  it,  that  all  men 

Observe,  thenceforth,  equity  and  good  faith. 

TRANSLATION  OF  PRIOR'S  CHLOE  AND 

EUPHELIA 

[Written  April,  1770.    Published  1782.    There  is  a  MS.  copy  in 
the  British  Museum.] 

Mercator,  vigiles  oculos  ut  f allere  possit. 

Nomine  sub  ficto  trans  mare  mittit  opes ; 
Lene  sonat  liquidmnque  meis  Euphelia  chordis, 

Sed  solam  exoptant  te,  mea  vota,  Chloe. 
Ad  speculum  omabat  nitidos  Euphelia  crines, 

Ciim  dixit  mea  lux,  heus,  cane,  sume  lyram. 
Namque  lyram  juxta  positam  cum  carmine  vidit. 

Suave  quidem  carmen,  dulcisonamque  lyram.     8 
Fila  lyrsB  vocemque  paro.    Suspiria  surgunt, 

Et  miscent  numeris  murmura  msesta  meis, 
Dumque  tuae  memoro  laudes,  Euphelia,  form», 

Tota  anima  interea  pendet  ab  ore  Chloes. 
Subrubet  ilia  pudore,  et  contrahit  altera  frontem, 

Me  torquet  mea  mens  conscia,  psallo,  tremo ; 
Atque  Cupidinea  dixit  Dea  cincta  corona, 

Heu !  fallendi  artem  quam  didicere  parum.       16 
4  Sed]  At  BM, 
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TRANSLATION  OF  DRYDEN'S  POEM  ON 

MILTON 

[Written  in  letter  toUnwin  (MS.  in  British  Museum),  July,  178a 
Published  by  Hayley,  1804.] 

Tres  tria,  sed  longe  distantia  saBCula,  rates 
Ostentant,  tribus  e  gentibus,  eximios. 

GrsBcia  sublimem,  cum  majestate  disertum 
Roma  tulit,  felix  Anglia  utrisque  parem. 

Partubus  ex  binis  Natura  exhausta  coaeta  est, 
Tertius  ut  fieret,  consociare  duos.  6 

TRANSLATION  OF  A  SIMILE  IN  PARADISE 

LOST 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin  (MS.  in  British  Museum),  June  8, 
1780.    Published  by  Hayley,  1804.] 

As  when,  from  mountain  tops,  the  dusky  clouds 
Ascending,  &c.— (ii.  488.) 

QuALES  aerii  montis  de  vertice  nubes 
Cum  surgunt,  et  jam  Boreae  tumida  ora  quierunt, 
CsBlum  hilares  abdit  spissa  caligine  vultus, 
Nimbosumque  nires  aut  imbres  cogitat  aether : 
Tum  si  jucundo  tandem  sol  prodeat  ore, 
Et  croceo  montes  et  x)ascua  lumine  tingat, 
Gaudent  omnia,  aves  mulcent  concentibus  agros, 
Balatuque  ovium  colles  vallesque  resiQtant.  8 

A  SIMILE  LATINISED 

[Written  April  27,  1782  (MS.  in  British  Museum.)    Published 
by  Hayley,  1803.] 

SoRS  adrersa  gerit  stimulum,  sed  tendit  et  alas, 
Pungit  api  similis,  sed  velut  ista  f ugit. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE 
FABLES  OF  GAY 

[Written  Jan.,  1800.  Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
LEPUS  MULTIS  AMICUS 

Lusus  amicitia  est,  uni  nisi  dedita,  ceu  fit, 
Simplice  ni  nexus  foedere,  lusus  amor. 

Incerto  genitore  puer,  non  ssepe  patemsB 
Tutamen  novit,  delieiasque  domus : 

Quique  sibi  fidos  fore  multos  sperat,  amicus 
Mirum  est  huic  misero  si  ferat  ullus  opem. 

A  Simile  in  Paradise  Lost— 4  om,  Hayley  and  other  edd. 
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Comis  erat  mitisque,  et  nolle  et  velle  paratus 

Cum  quovis,  Gaii  more  modoque,  Lepus. 
nie  quot  in  sylvis  et  quot  spatiantnr  in  agiis 

Qiiadrupedes  norat  conciliare  sibi.  10 

Et  quisque  innocuo  invitoque  lacessere  quenqiiam 

Labra  tenus  saltern  Mus  amicus  erat. 
Ortum  sub  lucis  dum  pressa  cubilia  linquit, 

Rorantes  herbas,  pabula  sueta,  petens, 
Venatonun  audit  clangores  pone  sequentum, 

Fulmineumque  sonum  territus  erro  fugit. 
Corda  pavor  pulsat,  sursum  sedet,  erigit  aures, 

Respicit,  et  sentit  jam  prope  adesse  necem. 
Utque  canes  fallat  late  circiunvagus,  iUuc 

Unde  abiit,  mira  calliditate  redit ;  20 

Viribus  at  fractis  tandem  se  projicit  ultro 

In  media  miseiiim  semianimemque  via. 
Vix  ibi  stratus,  equi  sonitum  pedis  audit,  et,  O  spe 

Quam  laeta  adventu  cor  agitatur  equi ! 
Dorsum  (inquit)  mihi,  chare,  tuum  concede,  tuoque 

Auxilio  nares  fallere  vimque  canum. 
Me  mens,  ut  nosti,  i)es  prodit — fidus  amicus 

Fert  quodcunque  lubens,  nee  grave  sentit,  onus. 
Belle  miselle  lepuscule,  (equus  respondet)  amara 

Omnia  quae  libi  sunt,  sunt  et  amara  mihi.         30 
Verumage — simieanimos — multi,mepone,bomquo 

Adveniunt,  quorum  sis  cito  salvus  ope. 
Proximus  armenti  dominus  bos  solicitatus 

Auxilium  his  verbis  se  dare  posse  negat. 
Quando  quadrupedum,  quot  vivunt,  niQlus  amicum 

Me  nescire  potest  usque  fuisse  tibi, 
Libertate  sequus,  quam  cedit  amicus  amico, 

Utar,  et  absque  metu  ne  tibi  displiceam ; 
Hinc  me  mandat  amor.    Juxta  istum  messis  acer- 
vum 

Me  mea,  pree  cunctis  chara,  juvenca  manet ;      40 
Et  quis  non  ultro  qusecumque  negotia  linquit, 

Pareat  ut  dominse,  cum  vocat  ipsa.,  suae  ? 
Neu  me  crudelem  dicas — discedo — sed  hircus 

(Cujus  ope  effugias  integer)  hircus  adest. 
Febrem  (ait  hircus)  habes.    Heu  sicca  ut  liunina 
languent ! 

Utque  caput  coUo  deficiente  jacet ! 
Hirsutum  mihi  tergum ;  et  forsan  laeserit  segrum ; 

Vellere  eris  melius  fultus,  ovisque  venit. 
Me  mihi  fecit  onus  natura,  ovis  inquit ;  anhelans 

Sustineo  lanse  pondera  tanta  mese ;  50 

Me  nee  velocem  nee  fortem  jacto,  solentque 

Nos  etiam  ssevi  dilacerare  canes. 
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XJltimus  accedit  vitulus,  vitulumque  precatur 

XJt  periturum  alias  ocyus  eripiat. 
Eemne  ego,  respondet  vitulus,  suscepero  tantam, 

Non  depulsus  adhuc  ubere,  natus  heri  ? 
Te  quern  maturi  canibus  validique  relinquiint 

Incolumem  potero  reddere  parvus  ego  ? 
Prseterea  tollens  quern  illi  aversantur,  amicis 

Forte  parum  videar  consuluisse  meis.  60 

Ignoscas  oro.    Fidissima  dissociantur 

Oorda,  et  tale  tibi  sat  liquet  esse  meum. 
Ecce  autem  ad  calces  canis  est !  te  quanta  pereinpto 

Tristitia  est  nobis  ingruitura ! — Vale ! 

AVARUS  ET  PLUTUS 

IcTA  fenestra  Euri  flatu  stridebat,  avarus 

Ex  somno  trepidus  surgit,  opumque  memor. 
Lata  silenter  humi  ponit  vestigia,  quemque 

Respicit  ad  sonitum  respiciensque  tremit ; 
Angustissima  qusBque  foramina  lampade  visit, 

Ad  vectes,  obices,  fertque  refertque  maniun. 
Dein  reserat  crebris  junctam  compagibus  arcam 

Exultansque  omnes  conspicit  intus  opes. 
Sed  tandem  furiis  ultricibus  actus  ob  artes 

Queis  sua  res  tenuis  creverat  in  cimiulum,        10 
Contortis  manibus  nimc  stat,  nimc  pectora  pulsans 

Aurum  execratur,  pemiciemque  vocat ; 
O  mihi,  ait,  misero  mens  quam  tranquilla  fuisset. 

Hoc  celasset  adhuc  si  modo  terra  malum ! 
Nimc  autem  virtus  ipsa  est  venalis ;  et  aurum 

Quid  contra  vitii  tormina  saeva  valet? 
O  inimicum  aurum !  O  homini  infestissima  pestis, 

Cui  datiu*  illecebras  vincere  posse  tuas  ? 
Aurum  homines  suasit  contemnere  quicquid  hone- 
stum  est, 

Et  praeter  nomen  nil  retinere  boni.  20 

Aurum  cimcta  mali  per  terras  semina  sparsit ; 

Aurum  noctumis  furibus  arma  dedit. 
Bella  docet  fortes,  timidosque  ad  i)essima  ducit, 

Foedi&agas  artes,  multiplicesque  dolos, 
Nee  vitii  quicquam  est  quod  non  inveneris  ortum 

Ex  malesuada  auri  sacrilegaque  fame. 
Dixit,  et  ingemuit ;   Plutusque  suum  sibi  niunen 

Ante  oculos,  ira  fervidus,  ipse  stetit. 
Arcam  clausit  avarus,  et  ora  horrentia  rugis 

Ostendens,  tremuliun  sic  Deus  increpuit.  30 

Questibus  his  raucis  mihi  cur,  stulte,  obstrepis  aures  ? 

Ista  tui  similis  tristia  quisque  canit. 
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Commaculavi  egone  humannm  genus,  improbe? 
Culpa, 

Dum  rapis  et  captas  omnia,  culpa  tua  est. 
Mene  execrandum  censes,  quia  turn  pretiosa 

Criminibus  fiunt  pemiciosa  tuis  ? 
Virtutis  specie,  pulchro  ceu  paUio  amictus 

Quisque  catus  nebulo  sordida  facta  tegit. 
Atque  suis  manibus  commissa  potentia  dturum 

Et  dirum  subito  vergit  ad  imperium.  40 

Hinc,  TiiminTn  dum  latro  aurum  detrudit  in  arcam, 

Idem  aurum  latet  in  pectore  pestis  edax ; 
Nutrit  ayaritiam  et  fastum,  suspendere  adunco 

Suadet  naso  inopes,  et  vitium  omne  docet. 
Ami  at  larga  probo  si  copia  contigit,  instar 

Roris  dilapsi  ex  aethere  cuncta  beat^ 
Tum,  quasi  numen  inesset,  alit,  fovet,  educat  orbos, 

Et  viduas  lacrymis  ora  rigare  vetat. 
Quo  sua  crimina  jure  auro  derivet  ayarus 

Aurum  animae  pretium  qui  cupit  atque  capit  ?    50 
Lege  pari  gladium  incuset  sicarius  atrox 

Cseso  homine,  et  ferrum  judicet  esse  reum. 

PAPILIO  ET  LIMAX 
Qui  subito  ex  imis  rerum  in  f astigia  surgit^ 
Natiyas  sordes,  quiequid  agatur,  olet. 
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TRANSLATIONS   OF   THE    LATIN 

AND    ITALIAN    POEMS 

OF  MILTON 

[Written  Sept.,  1791— Feb..  1792.  Published  by  Hayley,  1808,  in 
a  handsome  4to  volume  illustrated  by  Flaxman,  with  Cowper's 
fragmentary  oonuneutary  on  Paradise  Loit,  for  the  benefit  of 
.  Cowper's  godson,  W.  C.  Kose.] 

COMPLIMENTARY  PIECES  TO  MILTON 

Well  as  the  Author  knows  that  the  following  testimonies  are 
not  so  much  about  eiA  above  him,  and  that  men  of  firreat  ingenuity, 
as  well  as  our  friends,  are  apt,  through  abundant  zeaL  so  to 
praise  us  as  rather  to  draw  their  own  likeness  than  ours,  he  was 
yet  unwilling  that  the  world  should  remain  always  ignorant  of 
compositions,  that  do  him  so  much  honour;  and  especially 
because  he  has  other  friends,  who  have,  with  much  importunity, 
solicited  their  publication.  Aware  that  excessive  commendation 
av^akens  envy,  he  would  with  both  hands  thrust  it  from  him, 
ptreferring  just  so  much  of  that  dangerous  tribute  as  may  of 
right  belong  to  him ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  cannot  deny  that 
he  sets  the  highest  value  on  the  suffrages  of  judicious  and  dis- 
tinguished persons. 

THE  NEAPOLITAN  JOHN  BAPTIST  MANSO, 

MARQUIS  OP  VILLA, 
TO  THE  ENGLISHMAN  JOHN  MILTON 
What  features,  form,  mien,  mamiers,  with  a  mind 
Oh  how  intelligent !  and  how  refined  I 
Were  but  thy  piety  from  fault  as  free, 
Thou  wouldest  no  Angle '  but  an  Angel  be.  4 

AN  EPIGRAM 
ADDRESSED  TO  THE  ENGLISHMAN  JOHN  MILTON, 
A    POET    WORTHY    OF    THREE    LAURELS,    THE 
GRECIAN,    LATIN,    AND    ETRUSCAN,     BY    JOHN 
SALSILLO  OF  ROME 

Meles'  and  Mincio  ^  both  your  urns  depress, 
Sebetus  *  boast  henceforth  thy  Tasso  less, 
gut  let  the  Thames  o'er-peer  all  floods,  since  he 
For  Milton  famed  shall,  single,  match  th^  three.    4 

TO  JOHN  MILTON 
Greece,  soundthyHomer's,Rome,thy  Virgil's  name, 
But  England's  Milton  equals  both  in  fame. 

Selvaggi, 

^  The  reader  perceives. that  the  word  Angle  is  essential,  because 
the  epigram  turns  upon  it  [0.]. 

'-*  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Smyrna, 
whence  Homer  is  called  Melesigenes  [C.].  i     i  •    i 

^  The  Mincio  watered  the  city  of  Mantua  famous  as  the  birth- 
place of  Virgil  [C.]. 

^  Sebetus  is  now  called  the  Fiumc  della  Maddalena—\X  runs 
through  Naples  [C.]. 
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AN  ODE 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  ILLUSTRIOUS  ENGLISHMAN 
MR.  JOHN  MILTON,  BY  SIGNOR  ANTONIO 
FRANCINI.  GENTLEMAN  OF  FLORENCE 

Exalt  me,  Clio,  to  the  skies, 

That  I  may  form  a  starry  crown 

Beyond  what  Helicon  supplies 

In  laureate  garlands  of  renown ; 
To  nobler  woii;h  be  brighter  glory  giv'n,  5 

And  to  a  heav'nly  mind  a  recompense  from  heay'n. 

Time's  wasteful  hunger  cannot  prey 

On  everlasting  high  desert. 

Nor  can  Oblivion  steal  away, 

Its  record  graven  on  the  heart ; 
Lodge  but  an  arrow,  Virtue,  on  the  bow 
That  binds  my  lyre,  and  Death  shall  be  a  van- 
quish'd  foe.  12 

In  Ocean's  blazing  flood  enshrin'd 
Whose  vassal  tide  around  her  swells, 
Albion  from  other  realms  disjoin'd 
The  prowess  of  the  world  excells. 
She  teems  with  heroes,  that  to  glory  rise,  17 

With  more  than  human  force  in  our  astonished  eyes. 

To  Virtue,  driv'n  from  other  lands. 

Their  bosoms  yield  a  safe  retreat ; 

Her  law  alone  their  deed  commands ; 

Her  smiles  they  feel  divinely  sweet. 
Confirm  this  record,  Milton,  gen'rous  youth !        23 
And  by  true  virtue  prove  thy  virtue's  praise  a  truth. 

Zeuxis,  all  energy  and  flame, 

Set  ardent  forth  in  his  career ; 

Urged  to  his  task  by  Helen's  fame 

Resounding  ever  in  his  ear ; 
To  make  his  image  to  her  beauty  true. 
From  the  collected  Fair  each  sovereign  charm  he 
drew.  80 

The  bee  with  subtlest  skill  endued 
Thus  toils  to  earn  her  precious  juice 
From  all  the  flow'ry  myriads  s^ew'd 
O'er  meadow  and  parterre,  profuse  ; 
Confederate  voices  one  sweet  air  compotmd,         35 
And  variouschordsconsent  in  one  harmonious  sound. 

An  artist  of  celestial  aim. 
Thy  genius,  caught  by  moral  grace, 
With  ardent  emulation's  flame 
The  steps  of  Virtue  toil'd  to  trace, 
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Observ'd  in  ev'ry  land  who  brightest  shone, 
And  blending  all  their  best,  made  perfect  good  thy 
own,  42 

From  ail,  in  Florence  bom,  or  taught 
Our  country's  sweetest  accent  there, 
Whose  works,  with  learned  labour  wrought, 
Immortal  honom«  justly  share, 
Thou  hast  such  treasure  drawn  of  purest  ore,       47 
That  not  e'^i  Tuscan  bards  can  boast  a  richer  store. 

Babel  confused,  and  with  her  towers 
Unfinished  spreading  wide  the  plain, 
Has  serv'd  but  to  evince  thy  jxjw'rs 
With  all  her  tongues  confus'd  in  vain, 
Since  not  alone  thy  England's  purest  phrase         53 
But  ev'ry  polish'd  realm  thy  various  speech  displays. 

The  secret  things  of  heav'n  and  earth 

By  Nature,  too  reserved,  conceal'd 

From  other  minds  of  highest  worth. 

To  thee  are  copiously  reveal'd ; 
Thou  know'st  them  clearly,  and  thy  views  attain 
The  utmost  bounds  prescribed  to  moral  Truth's 
domain.  60 

Let  Time  no  more  his  wing  display. 

And  boast  his  ruinous  career. 

For  virtue  rescued  from  his  sway 

His  injuries  may  cease  to  fear ; 
Since  all  events,  that  claim  remembrance,  find 
A  chronicle  exact  in  thy  capacious  mind.  66 

Give  me,  that  I  may  praise  thy  song. 
Thy  lyi*e,  by  which  alone  I  can, 
Which,  placing  thee  the  stars  among. 
Already  proves  thee  more  than  man ; 
And  Thames   shall    seem   Permessus,  while   his 

stream, 
Graced  with  a  swan  like  thee,  shall  be  my  fav'rite 
theme.  72 

I,  who  beside  the  Amo  strain 
To  match  thy  merit  with  my  lays. 
Learn,  after  many  an  effort  vain, 
T'  admire  thee  rather  than  to  praise, 
And  that  by  mute  astonishment  alone. 
Not  by  the  falt'ring  tongue,  thy  worth  may  best  be 
shown.  78 
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TO  MR.  JOHN  MILTON  OF  LONDON, 
A  youth  eminent  from  his  country  and  his  virtues, 

Who  in  his  travels  has  made  himself  acquainted 
with  many  nations,  and  in  his  studies,  with  all ; 
that,  like  another  Ulysses,  he  might  leam  all  that 
all  could  teach  him ; 

Skilful  in  many  tongues,  on  whose  lips  languages 
now  mute  so  live  again,  that  the  idioms  of  all  are 
insufficient  to  his  praise;  happy  acquisition  by 
which  he  understands  the  universal  admiration 
and  applause  his  talents  have  excited ; 

Whose  endowments  of  mind  and  person  move  us 
to  wonder,  but  at  the  same  time  fix  us  immove- 
able ;  whose  works  prompt  us  to  extol  him,  but  by 
their  beauty  strike  us  mute ; 

In  whose  memory  the  whole  world  is  treasured ; 
in  whose  intellect,  wisdom ;  in  whose  heart,  the 
ardent  desire  of  glory ;  and  in  whose  mouth, 
eloquence.  Who  with  Astronomy  for  his  con- 
ductor, hears  the  music  of  the  spheres  ;  with 
Philosophy  for  his  teacher,  decyphers  the  hand- 
writing of  Gk)d,  in  those  wonders  of  creation 
which  proclaim  his  greatness ;  and  with  the  most 
unwearied  literary  Industry  for  his  associate. 

Examines,  restores,  penetrates  with  ease  the 
obscurities  of  antiquity,  the  desolations  of  ages, 
.and  the  labyrinths  of  learning ; 

"But  wherefore  toil  to  reach  these  arduous 
heights?" 

To  him,  in  short,  whose  virtues  the  mouths  of 
Fame  are  too  few  to  celebrate,  and  whom  as- 
tonishment forbids  us  to  praise  as  he  deserves, 
this  tribute  due  to  his  merits,  and  the  offering  of 
reverence  and  affection,  is  paid  by 
Carlo  Dati, 
A  Patrician  Florentine, 

This  great  mari'a  servant^  and  thi^  good  man's^ 
friend  *. 

^  These  complimentary  pieces  have  been  sjufficiently  censured 
by  a  great  authority,  but  no  very  candid  judge  either  of  Milton 
or  his  panegyrists.  He,  however,  must  have  a  heart  sadly 
indifferent  to  the  glory  of  his  country,  who  is  not  gratified  by  the 
thought  that  she  may  exult  in  a  son  whom,  young  as  he  was,  the 
Learned  of  Italy  thus  contended  to  honour  [C.]. 
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ELEGIES 

ELEGY  I 

TO  CHARLES  DEODATI 

At  length,  my  friend,  the  far-sent  letters  come, 

Charg^  with  thy  kindness,  to  their  destin'd  home, 

Th^y  come,  at  length,  from  Deva's  Western  side, 

Where  prone  she  seeks  the  salt  Vergivian  tide. 

Trust  me,  my  joy  is  great  that  thou  shouldst  be, 

Tliough  born  of  foreign  race,  yet  bom  for  me. 

And  that-  my  i^wightly  friend,  now  free  to  roam, 

Must  seek  again  so  soon  his  wonted  home. 

I  well  content,  where  Thames  with  refluent  tide 

My  native  city  laves,  meantime  reside,  10 

Nor  zeal  nor  duty,  now,  my  steps  impell 

To  reedy  Cam,  and  my  forbidden  cell. 

Nor  aught  of  pleasure  in  those  fields  have  I, 

That,  to  the  musing  bard,  all  shade  deny. 

'Tis  time  that  I  a  pedant's  threats  disdain. 

And  fly  from  wrongs,  my  soul  will  ne'er  sustain. 

If  peaceful  days,  in  lettered  leisure  spent. 

Beneath  my  father's  roof,  be  banishment. 

Then  call  me  banish'd,  I  will  ne'er  refuse 

A  name  eicpressive  of  the  lot  I  chuse.  20 

I  would,  that,  exiled  to  the  Pontic  shore, 

Rome's  hapless  bard  had  suffer'd  nothing  more. 

He  then  had  equall'd  even  Homer's  lays. 

And  Virgil !  thou  hadst  won  but  second  praise : 

For  here  I  woo  the  muse,  with  no  controul ; 

And  here  my  books — my  life— absorb  me  whole. 

Here  too  I  visit,  or  to  smile,  or  weep. 

The  winding  theatre's  majestic  sweep ; 

The  grave  or  gay  colloquial  scene  recruits 

My  spirits,  spent  in  learning's  long  pursuits ;        30 

Whether  some  senior  shrewd,  or  spendthrift  heir, 

Suitor,  or  soldier,  now  unarm'd,  be  there. 

Or  some  coif 'd  brooder  o'er  a  ten  years'  cause, 

Thunder  the  Norman  gibb'rish  of  the  laws. 

The  lacquey,  there,  oft  dupes  the  wary  sire. 

And,  artful,  speeds  th'  enamour'd  son's  desire. 

There,  virgins  oft,  unconscious  what  they  prove. 

What  love  is,  know  not,  yet,  unknowing,  love. 

Or,  if  impassion'd  Tragedy  wield  high 

The  bloody  sceptre,  give  her  locks  to  fly  40 

Wild  as  the  winds,  and  roll  her  haggard  eye, 

I  gaze,  and  grieve,  still  cherishing  my  grief, 

At  times,  e'en  bitter  tears  yield  sweet  relief. 
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As  when  from  bliss  uutasted  torn  away, 

Some  youth  dies,  hapless,  on  his  bridal  day, 

Or  when  the  ghost,  sent  back  fi-om  shades  below, 

Fills  the  assassin's  heart  with  vengeful  woe, 

When  Troy,  or  Argos,  the  dire,  scene  affords, 

Or  Creou's  hall  laments  its  guilty  lords. 

Nor  always  city-pent,  or  pent  at  home,  50 

I  dwell ;  but,  when  spring  calls  me  forth  to  roam, 

Expatiate  in  our  proud  suburban  shades 

Of  branching  elm,  that  never  sun  pervades. 

Here  many  a  virgin  troop  I  may  descry. 

Like  stars  of  mildest  influence,  gliding  by. 

Oh  forms  divine !    Oh  looks  that  might  inspire 

E'en  Jove  himself,  grown  old,  with  young  desire ! 

Oft  have  I  gazed  on  gem-surpassing  eyes, 

Outsparkling  every  star,  that  gilds  the  skies. 

Necks  whiter  than  the  ivory  arm  bestow'd  60 

By  Jove  on  Pelops,  or  the  milky  road ! 

Bright  locks.  Love's  golden  snare  I  these  falling  low. 

Those  playing  wanton  o'er  the  graceful  brow ! 

Cheeks  too,  more  winning  sweet  than  after  show'r 

Adonis  tum'd  to  Flora's  fav'rite  flow'r  I 

Yield,  heroines,  yield,  and  ye  who  shar'd  th'  embrace 

Of  Jupiter  in  antient  times,  give  place ! 

Give  place,  ye  turban'd  fair  of  Persia's  coast ! 

And  ye,  not  less  renown'd,  Assyria's  boast ! 

Subniit,  ye  nymphs  of  Greece!  ye,once  the  bloom  70 

Of  Uion  I  and  all  ye,  of  haughty  Rome, 

Who  swept,  of  old,  her  theatres  with  tmins 

Redundant,  and  still  live  in  classic  strains ! 

To  British  damsels  beauty's  palm  is  due. 

Aliens  I  to  follow  them  is  fame  for  you. 

Oh  city,  founded  by  Dardanian  hands. 

Whose  towering  front  the  circling  realm  commands, 

Too  blest  abode !  no  loveliness  we  see 

In  all  the  earth,  but  it  abounds  in  thee. 

The  virgin  multitude  that  daily  meets,  80 

Radiant  with  gold  and  beauty,  in  thy  streets. 

Outnumbers  all  her  train,  of  starry  fires. 

With  which  Diana  gilds  thy  lofty  spires. 

Fame  says,  that  wafted  hither  by  her  doves, 

With  all  her  host  of  quiver-bearing  loves, 

Venus,  preferring  Paphian  scenes  no  more, 

Has  fix'd  her  empire  on  thy  nobler  shore. 

But  lest  the  sightless  boy  inforce  my  stay, 

I  leave  these  happy  walls,  while  yet  I  may. 

Immortal  Moly  shall  secure  my  heart  90 

From  all  the  sorc'ry  of  Circsean  art. 
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And  I  will  e'en  repass  Cam's  reedy  pools 
To  face  once  more  the  warfare  of  the  schools. 
Meantime  accept  this  trifle !  rhimes  though  few, 
Yet  such,  as  prove  thy  friend's  remembrance  true  I 


ELEGY  II 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY 

BEADLE  AT  CAMBRIDGE 

Cumpcwed  by  IVIiltou  in  the  seventeenth  year  of  his  age. 

Thee,  whose  refulgent  staff,  and  summons  cleai*, 

Minerva's  flock  long  time  was  wont  t'  obey, 
Although  thyself  an  herald,  famous  here, 

The  Last  of  heralds.  Death,  has  snatch'd  away. 
He  caUs  on  all  alike,  nor  even  deigns 
To  spare  the  office,  that  himself  sustains.  6 

» 
Thy  locks  were  whiter  than  the  plumes  displayed 

By  Leda's  paramour  in  antient  time. 
But  thou  wast  worthy  ne'er  to  have  decay'd, 

Or  ^aEson-like  to  know  a  second  prime. 
Worthy,  for  whom  some  goddess  should  have  won 
New  life,  oft  kneeling  to  Apollo's  son.  12 

Commission'd  to  convene,  with  hasty  call, 
The  gowned  tribes,  how  graceful  wonldst  thou 
stand! 

So  stood  Cyllenius  erst  in  Priam's  hall, 
Wing  footed  messenger  of  Jove's  command  I 

And  so  Eurybates,when  he  address'd 

To  Peleus'  son  Atrides'  proud  behest.  18 

Dread  queen  of  sepulchres !  whose  rig'rous  laws 
And  watchful  eyes,  run  through  the  i-eaJms  below, 

Oh,  oft  too  adverse  to  Minerva's  cause ! 
Too  often  to  the  muse  not  less  a  foe ! 

Chuse  meaner  marks,  and  with  more  equal  aim 

Pierce  useless  drones, earth's  burthen,and  its  shame ! 

Mow,  therefore,  tears  for  him,  from  ev'ry  eye,     25 

All  ye  disdples  of  the  muses,  weep  I 
Assembling,  aH,  in  robes  of  sable  dye, 

Around  his  bier,  lament  his  endless  sleep ! 
And  let  complaining  elegy  rehearse, 
In  every  school,  her  sweetest,  saddest  verse.         30 

m  Manda' 1808, 
Elegy  XJ-^yf9A'X  1808,  .       18  Atrides  i^(?^. 
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ELEGY  III 

ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  THE  BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER 

Composed  in  the  Author's  seventeenth  year. 

Silent  I  sat,  dejected,  and  alone, 
Making,  in  thought,  the  public  woes  my  own, 
When,  first,  arose  the  image  in  my  breast 
Of  England^s  sufferings  by  IMt  scourge,  the  Pest ! 
How  death,  his  fun'ral  torch  and  scythe  in  hand, 
Entering  the  lordliest  mansions  of  die  land, 
Has  laid  the  gem-illiunin'd  palace  low. 
And  leveird  tribes  of  nobles,  at  a  blow. 
I,  next,  deplor'd  the  f am'd  fraternal  pair, 
Too  soon  to  ashes  tum'd,  and  empty  air !  10 

The  heroes  next,  whom  snatched  into  the  skies, 
All  Belgia  saw,  and  foUow'd  with  her  sighs, 
But  thee  far  most  I  mourned,  regretted  most, 
Winton's  chief  shepherd,  and  her  worthiest  boast ! 
Pour'd  out  in  tears  I  thus  complaining  said : 
** Death,  next  in  pow'r  to  him,  who  rules  the  dead ! 
Is't  not  enough  tiiiat  all  the  woodlands  yield 
To  thy  fell  force,  and  evYy  verdant  field ; 
That  lilies,  at  one  noisome  blast  of  thine. 
And  ev'n  the  Cyprian  queen's  own  roses,  pine ;    20 
That  oaks  themselves,  although  the  running  rill 
Suckle  their  roots,  must  wither  at  thy  will ; 
That  all  the  winged  nations,  even  those. 
Whose  heav'n-directed  fiight  the  future  shows, 
And  all  the  beasts,  that  in  dark  forests  stray. 
And  all  the  herds  of  Proteus  are  thy  prey. 
Ah  envious  I  arm'd  with  pow'rs  so  unconfin'd ! 
Why  stain  thy  hands  with  blood  of  human  kind  ? 
Why  take  delight,  with  darts,  that  never  roam, 
To  chase  a  heav'n-bom  spirit  hx>m  her  home  ?"    30 
While  thus  I  moum'd,  the  star  of  evening  stood, 
Now  newly  ris'n  above  the  western  flood, 
And  Phoebus  from  his  morning-goal  again 
Had  reached  the  gulphs  of  the  Iberian  main. 
I  wish'd  repose,  and,  on  my  couch  reclin'd 
Took  early  rest,  to  night  and  sleep  resigned. 
When — Oh  for  words  to  paint  what  I  beheld ! 
I  seem'd  to  wander  in  a  spacious  field. 
Where  all  the  champaign  glow'd  with  purple  light 
like  that  of  sun-rise  on  the  mountain  height ;      40 
Flow'rs  over  all  the  field,  of  ev'ry  hue 
That  ever  Iris  wore,  luxuriant  grew. 

0 paternal i^O^ :  fraternal tnno^es. 
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Nor  Chlorifi,  with  whcwn  am'rous  Zephyi*s  play, 
E'er  dress'd  Alcinous'  garden  half  so  gay. 
A  silver  current,  like  ttie  Tagus,  roird 
O'er  golden  sands,  but  sands  of  purer  gold, 
With  dewy  airs  Favonius  fanned  the  flow'rs, 
With  airs  awakened  under  rosy  bow'rs. 
Such,  poets  feign,  irradiated  all  o'er  1 . 

The  sun's  abode  on  India's  utmost  shore,  50 

While  I,  that  splendour,  and  the  mingled  shade 
Of  fruitfid  vines,  with  wonder  fixt  survey'd, 
At  once,  with  looks,  that  beam'd  celestial  grace^ 
The  seer  of  Wintcm  stood  before  my  face. 
His  snowy  vesture's  hem  descending  low 
His  golden  sai^als  swept,  and  pure  as  snow 
New-fallen  shone  the  mitre  on  his  brow. 
Where'er  he  trod  a  tremulous  sweet  sound 
Of  gladness  shook  the  flow'ry  scene  around : 
Attendant  angels  clap  their  starry  wings,  60 

The  trumpet  shakes  the  sky,  all  sBther  rings, 
Each  chaimts  his  welcome,  folds  him  to  his  breast, 
And  thus  a  sweeter  voice  than  all  the  rest : 
''Ascend,  my  son !  thy  father's  kingdom  share ! 
My  son  I  henceforth  be  free'd  from  ev'ry  care!" 

So  spake  the  voice,  and  at  its  tender  close 
With  psaltry's  sound  th'  angelic  band  arose. 
Then  night  retired,  and  chas'd  by  dawning  day 
The  visionary  bliss  pass'd  all  away. 
I  moum'd  my  bani^'d  sleep,  with  fond  concem  ? 
Frequent  to  me  may  dreams  like  this  return  I      71 

ELEGY  IV 

TO  HIS  TUTOR,  THOMAS  YOUNG, 

CHAPLAIN  TO  THE  ENGLISH  FACTORY  AT      * 
HAMBURGH 

Written  in  the  Author's  eighteenth  year. 

Hence  my  epistle — skim  the  deep — fly  o'er  . 
Yon  smooth  expanse  to  the  Teutonic  shcare  I 
Haste— lest  a  friend  should  grieve  for  thy  delay-- 
And  the  Gods  grant,  that  nothing  thwart  thy  way ! 
I  will  myself  invoke  the  king,  who  binds. 
In  his  Sicanian  echoing  vault,  the  winds. 
With  Doris  and  her  nymphs,  and  all  the  throng 
Of  azure  gods,  to  speed  thee  safe  along. 
But  rather,  to  insure  thy  happier  haste. 
Ascend  Medea^s  chariot,  if  thou  may'st ;  IQ 

Or  that,  whence  young  Triptolemus  of  yore 
Descended,  welcome  on  the  Scythian  shore. 
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The  sandtf,  that  line  the  German  coast,  descried, 
To  opulent  Hamburga  turn  aside ! 
80  called,  if  legenda^  fame  be  true, 
Fi-om  Hama,  whom  a  club-arm'd  Cimbrian  slew ! 
There  lives,  deep-leam'd  and  primitively  just, 
A  faithful  steward  of  his  Christian  trust, 
My  friend,  and  favorite  inmate  of  my  heart, 
That  now  is  forced  to  want  its  better  part !  20 

What  mountains  now,  and  seas,  alas  I  how  wide ! 
Fi-om  me  this  other,  dearer  self  divide. 
Dear,  as  the  sage  renowned  for  moral  truth 
To  the  prime  spirit  of  the  Attic  youth ! 
Dear,  as  the  Stagyrite  to  Ammon's  son. 
His  pupil,  who  disdained  the  world  he  won  I 
Nor  so  did  Chiron,  or  so  Phoenix  shine 
In  young  Achilles'  eyes,  as  he  in  mine. 
First  led  by  him  thro'  sweet  Aonian  shade. 
Each  sacred  haunt  of  Pindus  I  surveyed ;'  30 

And  favor'd  by  the  muse,  whom  I  implor'd. 
Thrice  on  my  lip  the  hallow'd  stream  I  poui''d. 
But  thrice  the  sim's  resplendent  chariot  roird 
To  Aries^  has  new  ting'd  his  fleece  with  gold, 
And-Chloris  twice  has  dress'd  the  meadows  gay, 
And  twice  has  summer  i)arch'd  their  bloom  away, 
Since  last  delighted  on  his  looks  I  himg. 
Or  my  ear  drank  the  music  of  his  tongue : 
My,  ttxerefore,  and  surpass  the  tempest's  speed ! 
Aware  thyself,  that  there  is  urgent  need !  40 

Him,  entering,  thou  shalt  haply  seated  see 
Beside  his  spouse,  his  infants  on  his  knee ; 
Or  turning,  page  by  page,  with  studious  look. 
Some  bulky  father,  or  Ood's  holy  book ; 
Or  minist'ring  (which  is  his  weightiest  care) 
To  Christ's  assembled  flock  their  heavenly  fare. 
Give  him,  whatever  his  employment  be,  . 
Such  gratulation,  as  he  clauns  from  me ! 
And,  with  a  down-cast  eye,  and  carriage  meek, 
Addressing  him,  forget  not  thus  to  sp^ik !  50 

*'If,  compass'd  roimd  with  arms  thou  canst  at- 
tend 
To  verse,  verse  greets  thee  from  a  distant  friend. 
Long  due,  and  late,  I  left  the  English  shore ; 
But  make  me  welcome  for  that  cause  the  more : 
Such  from  Ulysses,  his  chaste  wife  to  cheer, 
The  slow  epistle  came,  tho'  late,  sincere. 
But  wherefore  this  ?  why  palliate  I  the  deed. 
For  which  the  culprit's  self  could  hardly  plead  ? 
19  innate  1808^ 
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Self -charged,  and  self-condemn'd,  his  proper  imrt 

He  feels  neglected,  with  an  aching  heart ;  60 

But  thou  forgive— delinquents,  who  confess 

And  pray  forgiveness,  merit  anger  less ; 

From  timid  foes  the  lion  turns  away. 

Nor  yawns  upon  or  rends  a  crouchmg  prey ; 

Even  pike- wielding  Thracians  learn  to  spare. 

Won  by  soft  influence  of  a  suppliant  jH^yer ; 

And  heav'n's  dread  thimderbolt  arrested  stands 

By  a  cheap  victim,  and  uplifted  hands. 

Long  had  he  wish'd  to  write,  but  was  withheld, 

And  writes  at  last,  by  love  alone  compell'd ;         70 

For  ^utne,  too  often  true,  when  she  alarms, 

Rei)orts  thy  nmghbouring-fields  a  scene  of  arms ; 

Thy  city  against  fierce  besiegers  barr'd, 

And  all  the  Saxon  chiefs  for  fight  prepared. 

Enyo  wastes  thy  country  wide  around. 

And  saturates  with  blood  the  tainted  groimd ; 

Mars  rests  contented  in  his  Thrace  no  more. 

But  goads  his  steeds  to  fields  of  German  gore. 

The  ever  verdant  olive  fades  and  dies. 

And  peace,  the  trumpet-hating  goddess,  flies,        80 

Flies  from   that   earth  which  justice  long   had 

left. 
And  leaves  the  world  of  its  last  guard  bereft. 

Thus  horror  girds  thee  round.    Meantime  alone 
Thou  dwell'st,  and  helpless  in  a  soil  unknown ; 
Poor,  and  receiving  from  a  foreign  hand 
The  aid  denied  thee  in  thy  native  land. 
Oh,  ruthless  country,  and  unfeeling  more 
Than  thy  own  billow-beaten  chal^  shore ! 
Leav'st  thou  to  foreign  care  the  worthies,  giv'n 
By  jM^vidence,  to  guide  thy  steps  to  Heav'n  ?       90 
His  ministers,  commissioned  to  proclaim 
Eternal  blessings  in  a  Saviour's  name  I 
Ah  then  most  worthy,  with  a  soul  unfed. 
In  Stygian  night  to  lie  for  ever  dead ! 
So  once  the  venerable  Tishbite  stray'd 
An  exird  fugitive  from  shade  to  ^ade. 
When,  flying  Ahab,  and  his  fury  wife. 
In  lone  Arabian  wilds,  he  sheltered  life ; 
So,  from  Philippi,  wander'd  forth  forlorn 
Cilician  Paul,  with  sounding  scourges  torn ;        100 
And  Christ  himself,  so  left,  and  trod  no  more. 
The  thankless  Gtergesenes'  forbidden  shore. 

But  thou  take  courage !  strive  against  despair ! 
Quake  not  with  dread,  nor  nourish  anxious  care ! 

102  Gerjresene's  1808,  text :  Gergesenes  notcn. 
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Grim  war  indeed  on  ev-ry  side  appears, 
And  thou  art  menaced  by  a  thousand  spears ; 
Yet  none  shall  drink  thy  blood,  or  shall  offend 
Ev'n  the  defenceless  bosom  of  my  friend. 
For  thee  the  ^gis  of  thy  Gk)d  shall  hide, 
Jehovah's  self  shall  combat  on  thy  side.  110 

The  same,  who  yanquish'd  under  Sion's  towers 
At  silent  midnight,  all  Asfi^jrria's  pow'rs ; 
The  same  who  overthrew  in  ages  past, 
Damascus'  sons  that  lay 'd  Samaria  waste ; 
Their  king  he  fiird  and  them  with  fatal  fears 
By  mimic  sounds  of  clarions  in  their  ears, 
Of  hoofs,  and  wheels,  and  neighings  from  afar, 
Of  clashing  armom*,  and  the  din  of  war. 

Thou,  therefore,  (as  the  most  afflicted  may) 
Still  hope,  and  trimnph,  o'er  thy  evil  day !    *      120 
Look  forth,  expecting  happier  times  to  come. 
And  to  enjoy,  once  more,  thy  native  home  I 

ELEGY  V 
ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING 

Written  in  the  Author's  twentieth  year. 

Time,  never  wand'ring  from  his  annual  round. 
Bids  Zephyr  bi*eathethe  spring,  andthawthe  ground ; 
Bleak  winter  flies,  new  verdure  clothes  the  plain, 
And  earth  assumes  her  transient  youth  again. 
Dream  I,  or  also  to  the  spring  belong 
Licrease  of  genius,  and  new  pow'rs  of  song  ? 
Spring  gives  them,  and,  how  strange  soe'er  it  seems, 
Impels  ihe  now  to  some  harmonious  i^emes. 
Castalia's  fountain,  and  the  forked  hill 
By  day,  by  night,  my  raptur'd  fancy  fill,  10 

My  bosom  bums  and  heaves,  I  hear  within 
A  sacred  sound,  that  prompts  me  to  begin* 
Lo!  Phoebus  comes,  with  Ins  bright  hair  he  blends 
The  radiant  laurel  wreath ;  Phcebus  descends ; 
I  moimt,  and,  undepressed  by  cumb'rous  clay, 
Through  cloudy  regions  win  my  easy  way ; 
Rapt  through  poetic  shadowy  haimts  I  fly : 
The  shrines  all  open  to  my  dauntless  eye,    ' 
My  spirit  searches  all  the  realms  of  light. 
And  no  Tartarean  gulphs  elude  my  sight.  20 

But  this  ecstatic  trance — this  glorious  storm 
Of  inspiration — ^what  will  it  perform  ? 
Springclaimsthe  verse,  thatwith  his  influence  glows, 
And  shall  be  paid  with  what  himself  bestows. 
nOJehova's75^& 
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Thou,  veil'd  with  opening  foliage,   lead'st  the 
throng 
Of  feather'd  minstrels,  Philomel !  in  song ; 
Let  us,  in  concert,  to  the  season  sing. 
Civic,  and  sylvan  heralds  of  the  spring ! 

With  notes  triumphant  spring's  approach  declare ! 
To  spring,  ye  Muses,  annual  tribute  bear !  30 

The  Orient  left,  and  Ethiopia's  plains. 
The  Sun  now  northward  turns  his  golden  reins ; 
Night   creeps  not   now;    yet   rules  with  gentle 

sway. 
And  drives  her  dusky  horrors  swift  away ; 
Now  less  fatigued,  on  his  setherial  plain 
Bootes  follows  his  celestial  wain ; 
And  now  the  radiant  centinels  above. 
Less  nimi'rous,  watch  around  the  courts  of  Jove, 
For,  with  the  night,  force,  ambush,  slaughter  fly. 
And  no  gigantic  guilt  alarms  the  sky.  40 

Now  haply  says  some  shepherd,  while  he  views. 
Recumbent  on  a  rock,  the  reddening  dews, 
This  night,  this  surely,  Phoebus  miss'd  the  fair. 
Who  stops  his  chariot  by  her  am'rous  care. 
Cynthia,  delighted  by  the  morning's  glow, 
Speeds  to  the  woodland,  and  resumes  her  bow ; 
Resigns  her  beams,  and,  glad  to  disappear, 
Blesses  his  aid,  who  shortens  her  career. 
Come — Phoebus  cries— Aurora  come — too  late 
Thou  linger'st,  slumb'ring,  with  thy  witber'd  mate ! 
Leave  him,  and  to  Hymettus'  top  repair !  51 

Thy  darling  Cephalus  expects  thee  there. 
The  goddess,  with  a  blush,  her  love  betrays, 
But  mounts,  and  driving  rapidly,  obeys. 
Earth  now  desires  thee,  Phoebus !  and  t'  engage 
Thy  warm  embrace,  casts  off  the  guise  of  age ; 
Desires  thee,  and  deserves ;  for  who  so  sweet. 
When  her  rich  bosom  courts  thy  genial  heat  ? 
Her  breath  imparts  to  ev'ry  breeze  that  blows, 
Arabia's  harvest,  and  the  Paphian  rose.  60 

Her  lofty  fronts  she  diadems  around 
With  sacred  pines,  like  Ops  on  Ida  crown'd ; 
Her  dewy  locks,  with  various  flow'rs  new-blown, 
She  interweaves,  various,  and  all  her  own, 
For  Proserpine,  in  such  a  wreath  attired, 
Taenarian  Dis  himself  with  love  inspired. 
Fear  not,  lest,  cold  and  coy,  the  nymph  refuse ! 
Herself,  with  all  her  sighing  Zephyrs,  sues ; 
Each  courts  thee,  fanning  soft  his  scented  wing. 
And  all  her  gi'oves  with  warbled  wishes  ring.      70 
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Nor,  unendowed  and  indigent,  aspires 
The  am'rous  Earth  to  engage  thy  warm  desires, 
But,  rich  in  bahny  drugs,  assists  thy  claim, 
Divine  Physician !  to  l£at  glorious  name. 
If  splendid  recompense,  if  gifts  can  move 
Deeore  in  thee  (gifts  often  purchase  love). 
She  offers  all  the  wealth,  her  moimtains  hide, 
And  all  that  rests  beneath  the  boundless  tide. 
How  oft,  when  headlong  from  the  heav'nly  steep 
She  sees  thee  playing  in  the  western  deep,  80 

How  oft  she  cries — *' Ah  Phoebus !  why  repair 
Thy  wasted  force,  why  seek  refreshment  tiiere  ? 
Can  Tethys  win  thee  ?  wherefore  shouldst  thou  lave 
A  face  so  fair  in  her  unpleasant  wave? 
Come,  seek  my  green  retreats,  and  rather  chuse 
To  cool  thy  trei^es  in  my  chrystal  dews. 
The  grassy  turf  shall  yield  thee  sweeter  rest ; 
Come,  lay  thy  evening  glories  on  my  breast. 
And  breathing  fresh,  tlm)ugh  many  a  himiid  rose. 
Soft  whispering  airs  shall  lull  thee  to  repose !       90 
No  fears  I  feel  like  Semele  to  die. 
Nor  let  thy  burning  wheels  approach  too  nigh. 
For  thou  can'st  govern  them,  here  therefore  rest. 
And  lay  thy  evening  glories  on  my  breast  I " 
Thus  breathes  the  wanton  Earth  her  am'rous 
flame. 
And  all  her  coimtless  offspring  feel  the  same ; 
For  Cupid  now  through  everjr  region  strays. 
Brightening  his  faded  fires  with  solar  rays. 
His  new-strung  bow  sends  forth  a  deadlier  sound, 
And  his  new-pointed  shafts  more  deeply  wound ; 
Nor  Dian's  self  escapes  him  now  imtned,  101 

Nor  even  Vesta  at  her  altar-side ; 
His  mother  too  repairs  her  beauty's  wane. 
And  seems  sprung  newly  from  the  deep  again. 
Exulting  youths  Sie  H3rmeneal  sing. 
With  Hymen's  name  roofs,  rocks,  and  vallies,  ring ; 
He,  new-attired,  and  by  the  season  drest. 
Proceeds,  all  fragrant,  in  his  saffron  vest. 
Now,  many  a  golden-cinctur'd  virgin  roves 
To  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  fields  and  groves,   110 
All  wish,  and  each  alike,  some  favorite  youth 
Hers,  in  the  bonds  of  Hymeneal  trutii. 
Now  pipes  the  shepherd  through  his  reeds  again. 
Nor  Phillis  wants  a  song,  that  suits  the  strain ; 
With  songs  the  seaman  hails  the  starry  sphere, 
And  dolphins  rise  from  the  abyss  to  hear ; 
92  let]  lest  Bmham^  'p&rhaps  rightly. 
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Jove  feels  hims^  the  season,  sports  again 

With  his  fair  spouse,  and  banquets  all  his  train. 

Now  too  the  Satyrs,  in  the  dusk  of  eve, 

Their  mazy  dance  through  flowery  meadows  weave, 

And  neither  god  nor  goat,  but  both  in  kind,        121 

Sylyanus,  wreathed  with  cypress,  skips  behind. 

The  Diyads  leave  their  hollow  sylvan  cells 

To  roam  the  banks,  and  solitary  dells ; 

Pan  riots  now ;  and  from  his  amorous  chafe 

Ceres  and  Cybele  se^n  hardly  safe. 

And  Faimus,  all  on  fire  to  reach  the  prize. 

In  chase  of  some  enticing  Oread,  flies ; 

She  bounds  before,  but  fears  too  swift  a  boimd, 

And  hidden  lies,  but  wishes  to  be  foimd.  130 

Our  shades  entice  th'  Immortals  from  above. 

And  some  kind  pow'r  presides  o  er  every  grove ; 

And  long,  ye  pow'rs,  o'er  every  grove  preside. 

For  all  is  safe,  and  blest,  where  ye  abide ! 

Return,  O  Jove  I  the  age  of  gold  restore — 

Why  choose  to  dwell,  where  storms  and  thunder 

roar? 
At  least,  thou,  Phoebus  I  moderate  thy  speed  1 
Let  not  the  vernal  hours  too  swift  proceed. 
Command  rough  Winter  back,  nor  yield  the  pole 
Too  soon  to  Night's  encroaching,  long  controul !   140 

ELEGY  VI 
TO  CHARLES  DEODATI 

Who,  while  he  spent  his  Christmas  in  the  country,  sent  the 
Author  a  poetical  epistle,  in  which  he  requested  that  his  verses, 
if  not  so  good  as  usual,  might  be  excused  on  account  of  the 
many  feasts,  to  which  his  friends  invited  him,  and  which  would 
not  allow  him  leisure  to  finish  them,  as  he  wished. 

With  no  rich  viands  overcharged,  I  send 

Health,  which  perdiance  you  want,  my  pamper'd 

friend; 
But  wherefore  should  thy  muse  tempt  mine  away 
From  what  she  loves,  from  darkness  into  day? 
Art  thou  desirous  to  be  told  how  well 
I  love  thee,  and  in  verse?  verse  cannot  tell, 
For  verse  has  bounds,  and  must  in  measure  move ; 
But  neither  bounds  nor  measiu*e  knows  my  love. 
How  pleasant,  in  thy  lines  described,  appear 
December's  harmless  sports,  and  rural  cheer  I      10 
French  spirits  kindling  with  cserulean  fires, 
And  all  such  gambols,  as  the  time  inspires  I 

Think  not  that  wine  against  good  verse  offends ; 
The  Muse  and  Bacchus  have  been  always  friends. 
Nor  Phoebus  blushes  sometimes  to  be  found 
With  ivy,  rather  than  with  laurel,  crown'd. 
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The  Nine  themselves  ofttimes  have  join'd  the  song, 
And  revels  of  the  Bacchanalian  throng ; 
Not  even  Ovid  could  in  Scythian  air 
Sing  sweetly — why?  no  vine  would  flourish  there. 
What  in  brief  numbers  sung  Anacreon's  muse  ?  21 
Wine,  and  the  rose,  that  sparkling  wine  bedews. 
Pindar  with  Bacchus  glows— his  every  line 
Breathes  the  rich  fragrance  of  inspiring  wine, 
While,  with  loud  crash  o'ertum'd,  the  chariot  lies 
And  brown  with  dust  the  fiery  courser  flies. 
The  Roman  lyrist  steeped  in  wine  his  lays 
So  sweet  in  Glycera's,  and  CWoe's  praise. 
Now  too  the  plenteous  feast,  and  mantling  bowl 
Nourish  the  vigour  of  thy  sprightly  soul ;  30 

The  flowing  goblet  makes  thy  numbers  flow. 
And  casks  not  wine  alone,  but  verse,  bestow. 
Thus  Phoebus  favors,  and  the  arts  attend. 
Whom  Bacchus,  and  whom  Ceres,  both  befriend. 
What  wonder  then,  thy  verses  are  so  sweet, 
In  which  these  triple  powers  so  kindly  meet. 
The  lute  now  also  sounds,  with  gold  in- wrought, 
And  touch'd,with  flying  fingers,  nicely  taught. 
In  tap'stried  halls,  high  roof  d,  the  sprightly  lyre 
Directs  the  dancers  of  the  virgin  choir.  40 

If  dull  repletion  fright  the  Muse  away. 
Sights,  gay  as  these,  may  more  invite  her  stay  ; 
And,  trust  me,  while  the  iv'ry  keys  resound. 
Fair  damsels  sport,  and  perfumes  steam  around, 
Apollo's  influence,  like  aethereal  flame, 
Shall  animate,  at  once,  thy  glowing  frame. 
And  all  the  Muse  shall  rush  into  thy  breast. 
By  love  and  music's  blended  powers  possest. 
For  num'rous  pow'rs  light  Elegy  befriend, 
Hear  her  sweet  voice,  and  at  her  call  attend ;       50 
Her,  Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  all  approve, 
And,  with  his  blushing  mother,  gentle  Love. 
Hence  to  such  bards  we  grant  the  copious  use 
Of  banquets,  and  the  vine's  delicious  juice. 
But  they,  who  demi-gods,  and  heroes  praise. 
And    feats   perform'd    in    Jove's   more   youthful 

days, 
Who  now  the  counsels  of  high  heaven  exploi'e, 
Now  shades,  that  echo  the  Cerberean  roar, 
Simply  let  these,  like  him  of  Samos  live. 
Let  herbs  to  them  a  bloodless  banquet  give ;        60 
In  beechen  goblets  let  their  bev'rage  shine. 
Cool  from  the  chrystal  spring,  their  sober  wine ! 
Their  youth  should  pass,  in  innocence,  secure 
From  stain  licentious,  and  in  manners  pure. 
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Pure  as  the  priest,  when  rob'd  in  white  he  stands, 
The  fresh  lustration  ready  in  his  hands. 
Thus  Linus  liv'd,  and  thus,  as  poets  write, 
Tiresias,  wiser  for  his  loss  of  sight ! 
Thus  exil'd  Chalcas,  thus  the  bai-d  of  Thrace, 
Melodious  tamer  of  the  savage  race !  70 

Thus  trained  by  temperance,  Homer  led,  of  yore. 
His  chief  of  Ithaca  from  shore  to  shore, 
Through  magic  Circe's  monster-peopled  reign, 
And  shoals  insidious  with  the  siren  train; 
Andthrough  the  realms,  where  grizzly  spectresdwell, 
Whose  tribes  he  fettered  in  a  gory  spell  ; 
For  these  are  sacred  bards,  and,  from  above. 
Drink  large  infusions  from  the  mind  of  Jove ! 

Would'st  thou  (perhaps  'tis  hardly  worth  thine  ear) 
Would'st  thou  be  told  my  occupation  here?  80 

The  promised  King  of  peace  employs  my  pen, 
Th'  eternal  covenant  made  for  guilty  men. 
The  new-bom  Deity  with  infant  cries 
Filling  the  sordid  hovel,  where  he  lies ; 
The  hymning  angels,  and  the  herald  star. 
That  led  the  Wise,  who  sought  him  from  afar. 
And  idols  on  their  own  unhallow'd  shore 
Dash'd,  at  his  birth,  to  be  revered  no  more ! 

This  theme  on  reeds  of  Albion  I  rehearse : 
The  dawn  of  that  blest  day  inspired  the  verse ;    ^0 
Verse,  that,  reserved  in  secret,  shall  attend 
Thy  candid  voice,  my  critic,  and  my  friend ! 

ELEGY  VII 

Composed  in  the  Author's  nineteenth  5'ear. 

As  yet  a  stranger  to  the  gentle  fires, 

That  Amathusia's  smiling  queen  inspires, 

Not  seldom  I  derided  Cupid's  darts, 

And  scom'd  hi&  claim  to  rule  all  human  hearts. 

*'  Go,  child,"  I  said,  "  transfix  the  tim'rous  dove ! 

An  easy  conquest  suits  an  infant  love ; 

Enslave  the  sparrow,  for  such  prize  shall  be 

Sufficient  triumph  to  a  chief  like  thee ! 

Why  aim  thy  idle  arms  at  hiunan  kind  ? 

Thy  shafts  prevail  not  'gainst  the  noble  mind."   10 

The  Cyprian  heard,  and,  kindling  into  ire, 
(None  kindles  sooner)  bum'd  with  double  fire. 

It  was  the  spring,  and  newly  risen  day 
Peep'd  o'er  the  hamlets  on  the  first  of  May ; 
My  eyes  too  tender  for  the  blaze  of  light. 
Still  sought  the  shelter  of  retiring  night, 
When  Love  approach'd,  in  painted  plumes  an^ayed; 
Th'  insidious  god  his  rattling  darts  betray'd. 
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Nor  less  his  infant  features,  and  the  sly, 

Sweet  intimations  of  his  threatening  eye.  20 

Such  the  Sigeian  boy  is  seen  above, 
Filling  the  goblet  for  imperial  Jove ; 
Such  he,  on  whom  thenymphs  bestow!dtheircharms, 
Hylas,  who  perish'd  in  a  Naiad's  arms. 
Angry  he  seem'd,  yet  graceful  in  his  ire. 
And  added  threats,  not  destitute  of  fire. 
*'  My  power,''  he  said,  "  by  others'  pain  alone, 
'Twere  best  to  learn ;  now  learn  it  by  thy  own  ! 
With  those,  who  feel  my  power,  that  power  attest ! 
And  in  thy  anguish  be  my  sway  conf  est  I  30 

I  yanquish'd  Phoebus,  though  returning  vain 
From  his  new  triumph  o'er  the  Python  slain, 
And,  when  he  thinks  on  Daphne,  even  he 
Will  yield  the  prize  of  archery  to  me. 
A  dart  less  true  the  Parthian  horseman  sped, 
Behind  him  kill'^,  and  conquer'd  as  he  fled : 
Less  true  th'  expert  Cydonian,  and  less  true 
The  youth,  whose  shaft  his  latent  Procris  slew. 
Yanquish'd  by  me  see  huge  Orion  bend, 
By  me  Alddes,  and  Alcides'  frigid.  .    40 

Ajb  me  should  Jove  himself  a  bolt  design. 
His  bosom  first  should  bleed  transfixt  by  mine. 
But  all  thy  doubts  this  shaft  will  best  explain, 
Nor  shall  it  reach  thee  with  a  trivial  pain ; 
Thy  Muse,  vain  youth !  shall  not  thy  peace  ensure. 
Nor  Phoebus'  serpent  yield  thy  wound  a  cure." 

He  spoke,  and,  waving  a  bright  shaft  in  air. 
Sought  the  warm  bosom  of  the  Cyprian  fair. 

That  thus  a  diild  should  bluster  in  my  ear,       49 
Provok'd  my  laughter,  more  than  mov'd  my  fear. 
I  shunn'd  not,  therefore,  public  haunts,  but  stray 'd 
Careless  in  city,  or  suburban  shade, 
And  passing,  and  repassing,  nymphs,  that  mov'd 
With  grace  divine,  beheld  where'er  I  rov'd. 
Bright  shone  the  vernal  day,  with  double  blaze, 
As  beauty  gave  new  force  to  Phoebus'  rays. 
By  no  grave  scruples  check'd,  I  freely  eyed 
The  dang'rous  show,  rash  youth  my  only  guide, 
And  many  a  look  of  many  a  fair  unknown 
Met  full,  unable  to  controul  my  own.  60 

But  one  I  mark'd  (then  peace  forsook  my  breast)  — 
One— Oh  how  far  sui)erior  to  the  rest ! 
What  lovely  features !  such  the  Cyprian  queen 
Herself  might  wish,  and  Jimo  wish  her  mien. 
The  very  nymph  was  she,  whom  wh^i  I  dar'd 
His  ari'ows,  Love  had  even  th^i  prepar'd! 
27  others  1808. 
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Nor  was  liimself  remote,  nor  unsupplieil 

With  torch  well-triimn'd  and  quiver  at  his  side ; 

Now  to  her  lips  he  (inng,  her  eye-lids  now, 

Then  settled  on  her  cheeks,  or  on  her  brow.         70 

And  with  a  thousand  wounds  from  ev'ry  part 

Pierced,  and  transpierced,  my  undefended  heart. 

A  fever,  new  to  me,  of  fierce  desire 

Now  seiz'd  my  soul,  and  I  was  all  on  fii-e, 

But  she,  the  while,  whom  only  I  adoi-e, 

Was  gone,  and  vanished,  to  appear  no  more. 

In  silent  sadness  I  pursue  my  way ; 

I  pause,  I  turn,  proceed,  yet  wish  to  stay. 

And  while  I  follow  her  in  thought,  bemoan 

With  tears,  my  soul's  delight  so  quickly  flown.     80 

When  Jove  had  hurl'd  him  to  the  Lemnian  coast, 

So  Vulcan  soiTow'd  for  Olympus  lost, 

And  so  Oeclides,  sinking  into  night, 

From  the  deep  gulf  look'd  up  to  distant  light. 

Wretch  that  I  am,  what  hopes  for  me  remain, 
Who  cannot  cease  to  love,  yet  love  in  vain  ? 
Oh  could  I  once,  once  more  behold  the  fair, 
S^ieak  to  her,  tell  her,  of  the  jmngs  I  bear, 
Perhaps  she  is  not  adamant,  would  show 
Perhaps  some  pity  at  my  tale  of  woe.  90 

Oh  inauspicious  flame ! — 'tis  mine  to  prove 
A  matchless  instance  of  disastrous  love. 
Ah  spare  me,  gentle  pow'r  I — If  such  thou  be, 
Let  not  thy  deeds,  and  nature,  disagree. 
Spare  me,  and  I  will  worship  at  no  shrine 
With  vow  and  sacrifice,  save  only  thine. 
Now  I  revere  thy  fires,  thy  bow,- thy  darts : 
Now  own  thee  sovereign  of  all  human  hearts. 
Remove !  no — grant  me  still  this  raging  woe ! 
Sweet  is  the  wretchedness,  that  lovers  know :     100 
But  pierce  hereafter  (should  I  chance  to  see 
One  destined  mine)  at  once  both  her,  and  me. 


Such  were  the  trophies,  that,  in  eaiiier  days, 
By  vanity  seduc'd,  I  toil'd  to  raise, 
Studious,  yet  indolent,  and  urg'd  by  youth, 
That  worst  of  teachers  I  from  the  ways  of  truth ; 
Till  learning  taught  me,  in  his  shady  bow'r, 
To  quit  love's  servile  yoke,  and  spurn  his  pow'r. 
Then,  on  a  sudden,  tiie  fierce  flame  supprest, 
A  frost  continual  settled  on  my  breast,  110 

Whence  Cupid  fears  his  flames  extinct  to  see, 
And  Venus  dreads  a  Diomede  in  me. 
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EPIGRAMS' 

ON  THE  INVENTOR  OF  GUNS 

Praise  in  old  times  the  sage  Prometheus  won, 
Who  stole  SBthereal  radiance  from  the  smi ; 
But  greater  he,  whose  bold  invention  strove 
To  emulate  the  fiery  bolts  of  Jove.  4 

TO  LEONORA  SINGING  AT  ROME» 

Another  Leonora  once  inspired 

Tasso,  with  fatal  love  to  phrenzy  fir'd, 

But  how  much  happier,  liv'd  he  now,  were  he, 

Pierc'd  with  whatever  pangs  for  love  of  thee ! 

Since  could  he  hear  that  heavenly  voice  of  thine, 

With  Adriana's  lute  of  sound  divine, 

Fiercer  than  Pentheus'  tho'  his  eye  might  roll. 

Or  idiot  apathy  benumb  his  soul. 

You  still,  with  medicinal  soimds,  might  cheer 

His  senses  wandering  in  a  blind  career ;  10 

And  sweetly  breathing  thro'  his  wounded  breast, 

Charm,  with  soul-soothing  song,  his  thoughts  to  rest. 

TO  THE  SAME 

Naples,  too  credulous,  ah !  boast  no  more 

The  sweet- voic'd  Siren  buried  on  thy  shore, 

That,  when  Parthenope  deceased,  she  gave 

Her  sacred  dust  to  a  Chalcidic  grave. 

For  still  she  lives,  but  has  exchanged  the  hoanse 

Pausilipo  for  Tiber's  placid  course. 

Where,  idol  of  all  Rome,  she  now  in  chains. 

Of  magic  song,  both  gods,  and  men,  detains.  8 

THE  COTTAGER  AND  HIS  LANDLORD 
A  FABLE 
A  peasant  to  his  lord  pay'd  yeai'ly  court. 
Presenting  pippins,  of  so  rich  a  sort 
That  he,  displeas'd  to  have  a  part  alone, 
Removed  the  tree,  that  all  might  be  his  own., 

'  The  Poems  on  the  subject  of  the  Gunpowder  Treason  I  have 
not  translated,  both  because  the  matter  of  them  is  unpleasant, 
and  because  they  are  written  with  an  asperity,  which,  however  it 
might  be  warranted  in  Milton's  day,  would  be  extremely  unsear 
sonable  now  [C.]. 

2  1  have  translated  only  two  of  the  three  poetical  compliments 
addressed  to  Leonora,  as  they  appear  to  me  far  superior  to  what 
I  have  omitted  [C.]. 

To  the  8avie—(o  Pansilipo  1808,  text :  Pausilipo  in  twtes. 
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The  tree,  too  old  to  travel,  though  before 
So  fruilf ul,  wither'd,  and  would  yield  no  more. 
The  'squire,  perceiving  all  his  labour  void, 
Curs'd  his  own  pains,  so  foolishly  employed. 
And  "•  Oh,"  he  cried,  ''  that  I  had  liv'd  content 
With  tribute,  small  indeed,  but  kindly  meant !  10 
My  av'rice  has  expensive  prov'd  to  me, 
Has  cost  me  both  my  pippins,  and  my  tree." 

TO  CHRISTINA,  QUEEN  OF  SWEDEN 

WITH  CROMWELL'S  PICTURE 

Christina,  maiden  of  heroic  mien ! 

Star  of  the  North !  of  northern  stars  the  queen ! 

Behold  what  wrinkles  I  have  eam'd,  and  how 

The  iron  casque  still  chafes  my  vet'ran  brow, 

While  following  fate's  dark  footsteps,  I  fulfil 

The  dictates  of  a  hardy  people's  will. 

But  soften'd,  in  thy  sight,  my  looks  appear. 

Not  to  all  Queens  or  Engs  alike  severe.  8 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  VICE-CHANCELLOR 

A  PHYSICIAN 

Learn,  ye  nations  of  the  earth, 
The  condition  of  your  birth. 
Now  be  taught  your  feeble  state ! 
Know,  that  all  must  yield  to  fate ! 

If  the  mournful  rover.  Death, 

Say  but  once — *'  resign  your  breath !" 

Vainly  of  escape  you  dream. 

You  must  pass  the  Stygian  stream.  8 

Could  the  stoutest  overcome 
Death's  assault,  and  baffle  doom, 
Hercules  had  both  withstood, 
Undiseas'd  by  Nessus'  blood. 

Ne'er  had  Hector  press'd  the  plain 

By  a  trick  of  Pallas  slain, 

Nor  the  chief  to  Jove  allied 

By  Achilles'  phantom  died.  1^ 

Could  enchantments  life  prolong, 

Circe,  sav'd  by  magic  song, 

Still  had  liv'd,  and  equal  skill 

Had  preserv'd  Medea  still. 
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Dwelt  in  herbs,  and  drugs,  a  pow'r 
To  avert  man's  destin'd  hour, 
Learned  Maehaon  should  have  known 
Doubtless  to  avert  his  own.  24 

Chiron  had  survived  the  sniai*t 
Of  the  Hydra-tainted  dart, 
And  Jove's  bolt  had  been,  with  ease, 
Foil'd  by  Asdepiades. 

Thou  too,  sage  I  of  whom  forlorn 
Helicon  and  Cirrha  mourn, 
Still  had'st  filled  thy  princely  place. 
Regent  of  the  gowned  race ;  32 

Had'st  advanced  to  higher  fame 
Still,  thy  much-ennobled  name, 
Nor  in  Charon's  skiff  explor'd 
The  Tartarean  gulph  abhorr'd. 

But  resentful  Proserpine, 

Jealous  of  thy  skill  divine, 

Snapping  short  thy  vital  liiread 

Thee  too  number'd  with  the  dead.  40 

Wise  and  good  I  untroubled  be 
The  green  turf,  that  covers  thee  I 
Thence,  in  gay  profusion,  grow 
All  the  sweetest  flow'i-s,  that  blow ! 

Pluto's  consort  bid  thee  rest ! 

CBacus  pronounce  thee  blest ! 

To  her  home  thy  shade  consign ! 

Make  Elysium  ever  thine !  48 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  BISHOP  OF  ELY 

Written  in  the  Author's  seventeenth  year. 
My  lids  with  grief  were  tumid  yet, 
And  still  my  sullied  cheek  was  wet 
With  briny  tears,  profusely  shed 
For  venerable  Winton  dead ; 
When  Fame,  whose  tales  of  saddest  sound 
Alas!  are  ever  truest  found, 
The  news  through  all  our  cities  spread 
Of  yet  another  mitred  head 
By  ruthless  fate  to  death  consign'd, 
Ely,  the  honour  of  his  kind !  10 

At  once,  a  storm  of  passion  heav'd 
My  boiling  bosom,  much  I  griev'd 
But  more  I  rag'd,  at  ev'ry  breath 
Devoting  Death  himself  to  death. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


ON  THE  BISHOP  OF  ELY         601 

With  less  revenge  did  Naso  teem, 
When  hated  Ibis  was  his  theme ; 
With  less,  Archilochns,  denied 
The  lovely  Greek,  his  promised  bride. 

But  lo !  while  thus  I  execrate, 
Incens'd,  the  minister  ai  fate,  20 

Wond'rons  accents,  soft,  yet  clear, 
Wafted  on  the  gale  I  hear. 

*'  All,  much  deluded !  lay  aside 
Thy  threats,  and  anger  misapplied ! 
Art  not  afraid  with  sounds  like  these 
T^  odend,  where  thou  canst  not  appease  ? 
Death  is  not  (wherefore  dream'st  thou  thus?) 
The  son  of  Night  and  ih^bus : 
Nor  was  of  f  eU  Erynnis  bom 
On  gulphs,  where  Chaos  rules  forlorn :  30 

But  sent  from  Gk)d ;  his  presence  leaves, 
To  gather  home  his  ripened  sheaves. 
To  call  encumber'd  souls  away 
From  fleshly  bonds  to  boimdless  day, 
(As  when  the  winged  hours  excite. 
And  sunmion  forth  the  morning-light) 
And  each  to  convoy  to  her  place 
Before  th'  Eternal  Father's  face. 
But  not  the  Wicked — them,  severe 
Yet  just,  from  all  their  pleasures  here  40 

He  hurries  to  the  realms  below. 
Terrific  realnois  of  penal  woe  I 
Myself  no  sooner  heard  his  call, 
Than,  scaping  through  my  prison- wall, 
I  bade  adieu  to  bolts  and  bars. 
And  soar'd,  with  angels,  to  the  stars, 
like  him  of  old,  to  whom  'twas  giv'n 
To  mount,  on  fiery  wheels,  to  Heav'n. 
Bootes'  waggon,  slow  with  cold. 
Appalled  me  not ;  nor  to  behold  50 

The  sword,  that  vast  Orion  draws. 
Or  ev'n  the  Scorpion's  horrid  claws. 
Beyond  the  Sun's  bright  orb  I  fly. 
And,  far  beneath  my  feet,  descry 
Night's  dread  goddess,  seen  with  awe, 
Whom  her  winged  dragons  draw. 
Thus,  ever  wond'ring  at  my  speed. 
Augmented  still  as  I  proceed, 
I  pass  the  planetary  sphere, 
The  Milky  Way— and  now  appear  60 

Heav'n's  chrystal  battlements,  her  door 
Of  massy  pearl,  and  em'rald  floor. 
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But  here  I  cease.    For  never  can 
The  tongue  of  once  a  mortal  man 
In  suitable  description  trace 
The  pleasure^  of  that  happy  i^ace ; 
Suffice  it,  that  those  joys  divine 
Are  all,  and  all  for  ever,  mine !'' 

NATURE  UNIMPAIBJED  BY  TIME 

Ah,  how  the  human  mind  wearies  h^  self 

With  her  own  wanderings,  and,  involv'd  in  gloom 

Imi)enetrable,  speculates  amiss  I 

Measuring,  in  her  foUy,  things  divine 

By  human ;  laws  inscribed  on  adamant 

By  laws  of  man^s  device,  and  counsels  fixt 

For  ever,  by  the  hours,  that  pass,  and  die. 

How  ?— shall  the  face  of  nature  then  be  ploughed 
Into  deep  wrinkles,  and  shall  years  at  last 
On  the  great  Parent  fix  a  sterile  curse?  10 

Shall  even  she  confess  old  age,  and  halt 
And,  palsy-smitten,  shake  her  starry  brows  ? 
Shall  foul  Antiquity  with  rust  and  drought. 
And  Famine,  vex  the  radiant  worlds  above  ? 
Shall  Time's  unsated  maw  crave  and  ingulph 
The  very  Heav'ns,  that  r^ulate  his  flight  ? 
And  was  the  Sire  of  all  able  to  fence 
His  works,  and  to  uphold  the  circling  worlds, 
But,  through  improvident  and  heedless  haste. 
Let  slip  th'  occasion  ? — so  then — all  is  lost —         20 
And  in  some  future  evil  hour,  yon  arch 
^laH  crumble,  and  come  thundering  down,  the  poles 
Jar  in  collision,  the  Olympian  king 
Fall  with  his  throne,  and  Pallas,  holding  fati^ 
The  terrors  of  the  Gtorgon  shield  in  vain, 
Shall  rush  to  the  abyss,  like  Vulcan  hurrd 
Down  into  Lemnos,  through  the  gate  of  Heaven. 
Thou  also,  with  precipitated  wheels, 
Phoebus,  tiiy  own  son's  fall  shalt  imitate. 
With  hideous  ruin  shalt  impress  the  deep  30 

Suddenly,  and  the  flood  shall  reek,  and  hiss. 
At  the  extinction  of  the  lamp  of  diay. 
Then  too,  shall  Haemus,  cloven  to  lus  base. 
Be  shattered,  and  the  huge  Ceraunian  hills. 
Once  weapons  of  Tartarean  Dis,  immersed 
In  Erebus,  shall  flll  himself  with  fear. 

No.    The  Almighty  Father  surer  lay'd 
His  deep  foundations,  and  providing  well 

luQwl808,  -■     ' 
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For  the  event  of  all,  the  scales  of  Fate 
Suspended,  in  just  equipoise,  and  bade  dO 

His  univeiial  works,  from  age  to  age, 
One  tenour  hold,  perpetual,  imdisturb'd. 

Hence  the  Prime  mover  wheels  itself  about 
Continual,  day  by  day,  and  with  it  bears 
In  social  measure  swift  the  heav'ns  around. 
Not  tardier  now  is  Saturn  than  of  old, 
Nor  radiant  less  the  burning  casque  of  Mars. 
Phoebus,  his  vigour  unimx)air'd,  still  shows 
Th'  effulgence  of  his  youth,  nor  needs  the  god 
A  downward  course,  that  he  may  warm  the  vales;   50 
But,  ever  rich  in  influence,  runs  his  road, 
Sign  after  sign,  through  all  the  heav'nly  zone. 
B^utiful,  as  at  first,  ascends  the  star 
From  odoriferous  Ind,  whose  office  is 
To  gather  home  betimes  th^  ethereal  flock. 
To  pour  them  o'er  the  skies  again  at  eve. 
And  to  discriminate  the  night  and  day. 
Still  Cynthia's  changeful  horn  waxes,  and  wanes. 
Alternate,  and  with  arms  extended  still. 
She  welcomes  to  her  breast  her  brother's  beams.  60 
Nor  have  the  elements  deserted  yet 
Their  functions :  thunder  with  as  loud  a  stroke 
As  erst,  smites  through  the  rocks,  and  scatt»*s 

them. 
The  east  still  howls,  still  the  relentless  north 
Invades  the  shudd'iing  Scythian,  still  he  breathes 
The  winter,  and  still  rolls  the  storms  along. 
The  king  of  ocean,  with  his  wonted  force. 
Beats  on  Pelorus,  o'er  the  deep  is  heard 
The  hoarse  alarm  of  Triton's  sounding  shell. 
Nor  swim  the  monsters  of  th'  ^gean  sea  70 

In  shallows,  or  beneath  diminish'd  waves. 
Thou  too,  thy  antient  vegetative  power 
Fnjoy'st,  O  Earth !  Narcissus  still  is  sweet. 
And,  Phoebus  I  jstill.thy  favourite,  and  still 
Thy  fav'rite,  Cytherea !  both  retain 
Their  beauty,  nor  the  mountains,  ore-enrich'd 
For  punishment  of  man,  with  purer  gold 
Teem'd  ever,  or  with  brighter  gems  the  Deep. 

Thus,  in  unbroken  series,  all  proceeds ; 
And  shall,  till  wide  involving  either  pole,  80 

And  the  immensity  of  yonder  heav'n. 
The  final  flames  of  destiny  absorb 
The  world,  consumed  in  one  enormous  pyre ! 

4QB&Un  1808. 
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ON  THE  PLATONIC  IDEA, 

AS  IT  WAS  UNDERSTOOD  BY  ARISTOTLE 

Ye  sister  pow'rs,  who  o'er  the  sacred  groves 

Preside,  and  thou,  fair  mother  of  them  all, 

Mnemosyne !  and  thou,  who  in  thy  grot 

Immense  reclined  at  leisure,  hast  in  charge 

The  archives,  and  the  ordinances  of  Jove, 

And  dost  record  the  festivals  of  heav'n. 

Eternity ! — ^Inform  us  who  is  He, 

That  great  original  by  nature  chos'n 

To  be  the  archetype  of  human  kind, 

Unchangeable,  immortal,  with  the  poles  10 

Themselves  coseval,  one,  yet  ev'rjr  where. 

An  image  of  the  god,  who  gave  him  being? 

Twin-brother  of  the  goddess  bom  from  Jove, 

He  dwells  not  in  his  father's  mind,  but,  though 

Of  common  nature  with  ourselves,  exists 

Apart,  and  occupies  a  local  home. 

Whether,  companion  of  the  stars,  he  spend 

Eternal  ages,  roaming  at  his  will 

From  sphere  to  sphere  the  tenfold  heav'ns,  or  dwell 

On  the'  moon's  side,  that  nearest  neighbours  earth; 

Or  torpid  on  the  banks  of  Lethe  sit  21 

Among  the  multitude  of  souls  ordain'd 

To  flesh  and  blood,  or  whether  (as  may  chance) 

That  vast  and  giant  model  of  our  kind 

In  some  far  distant  region  of  this  globe 

Sequestered  stalk,  with  hfted  head  on  high 

O'ertow'ring  Atlas,  on  whose  shoulders  rest 

The  stars,  terrific  even  to  the  gods. 

Never  the  Theban  seer,  whose  blindness  prov'd 

His  best  illumination,  him  beheld  30 

In  secret  vision ;  never  him  the  son 

Of  Pleione,  amid  the  noiseless  night 

Descending,  to  the  prophet-choir  reveal'd ; 

Him  never  knew  th'  Ajssyrian  priest,  who  yet 

The  ancestry  of  Ninus  chronicles. 

And  Belus,  and  Osiris  f  ar-renown'd ; 

Nor  even  thrice  great  Hermes,  although  skill'd 

So  deep  in  myst'ry,  to  the  worshippers 

Of  Isis  show'd  a  prodigy  like  him. 

And  thou,  who  hast  immortalized  the  shades     40 
Of  Academus,  if  the  schools  received 
This  monster  of  the  fancy  first  from  thee. 
Either  recall  at  once  the  banish'd  bards 
To  thy  republic,  or  thyself  evinc'd 
A  wilder  fabulist,  go  also  forth. 
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,  TO  HIS  FATHER 

Oh  that  Pieria's  spring  would  thro'  my  breast 

Pour  its  inspiring  influence,  and  rush 

No  rill,  but  rather  an  o'erflowing  flood ! 

That,  for  my  venerable  Fattier's  sake 

All  meaner  themes  renounced,  my  muse,  on  wings 

Of  duty  borne,  might  reach  a  loftier  strain. 

For  thee,  my  Father !  howsoe'er  it  please, 

She  frames  this  slender  work,  nor  know  I  aught, 

That  may  thy  gifts  more  suitably  requite ; 

Though  to  requite  them  suitably  would  ask         10 

Retunis  much  nobler,  and  surpassing  far 

The  meagre  stores  of  verbal  gratitude : 

But,  such  as  I  possess,  I  send  thee  all. 

This  page  presents  thee  in  their  full  amount 

With  thy  son's  treasures,  and  the  sum  is  nought ; 

Nought,  save  the  riches  that  from  airy  dream 

In  secret  grottos,  and  in  lam*el  bow'rs, 

I  have,  by  golden  Clio's  gift,  acquir'd. 

Verse  is  a  work  divine ;  despise  not  thou 
Verse  therefore,  which  evinces  (nothing  more)     20 
Man's  heav'nly  source,  and  which,  retaining  still  x 
Some  scintillations  of  Promethean  fire,  -^"^ 

bespeaks  him  animated  from  above. 
The  Gods  love  verse ;   th'  infernal  Pow'rs  them 

selves 
Confess  the  influence  of  verse,  which  stirs 
The  lowest  deep,  and  binds  in  triple  chains 
Of  adamant  both  Pluto  and  the  Shades. 
In  verse  the  Delphic  priestess,  and  the  pale 
Tremulous  Sybil,  make  the  future  known. 
And  he  who  sacrifices,  on  the  shrine  30 

Hangs  verse,  both  when  he  smites  the  threat'ning 

bull, 
And  when  he  spreads  his  reeking  entrails  wide      , 
To  scrutinize  the  Fates  invelop'd  there. 
We  too,  ourselves,  what  time  we  seek  again 
Our  native  skies,  and  one  eternal  now 
Shall  be  the  only  measure  of  our  being, 
Crown'd  all  with  gold,  and  chaunting  to  the  lyre 
Harmonious  verse,  shall  range  the  courts  above, 
And  make  the  starry  firmament  resound. 
And,  even  now,  the  fiery  ^irit  pure  40 

That  wheels  yon  circling  orbs,  directs,  himself. 
Their  mazy  dance  with  melody  of  verse 
Unutt'rable,  immortal,  hearing  which 
Huge  Ophiuchus  holds  his  hiss  suppress'd, 
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Orion  soften'd,  drops  his  ardent  blade, 

And  Atlas  stands  unconscious  of  his  load. 

Verse  graced  of  old  the  feasts  of  kings,  ere  yet 

Luxurious  dainties,  destined  to  the  gulph 

Inunense  ol  gluttony,  were  known,  ai^L  are 

Lyseus  delug'd  yet  ttie  tanp'rate  board.  50 

Then  sat  the  bard  a  customary  guest 

To  share  the  banquet,  and,  his  length  of  locks 

With  beechen  honours  bounds  proposed  in  verse 

The  characters  of  heroes,  and  tiieir  deeds. 

To  imitation,  sang  of  Chaos  old, 

Of  nature's  birth,  of  gods  that  crept  in  search 

Of  acorns  fall'n,  and  of  the  thunder  bolt 

Not  yet  produced  from  Etna^s  fiery  cave. 

And  what  avails,  at  last,  tune  without  voice. 

Devoid  of  matter  ?  Such  may  suit  perhaps  60 

The  rural  dance,  but  such  was  ne'er  the  song 

Of  Orpheus,  whom  the  streams  stood  still  to  hear, 

And  the  oaks  followed.    Not  by  chords  alone 

Well  touched,  but  by  resistless  accents  more 

To  symx>athetic  tears  the  ghosts  themselves 

Hemov'd:  these  praises  to  his  verse  he  owes. 

Nor  thou  persist,  I  pray  thee,  still  to  slight 
The  sacred  Nine,  and  to  imagine  vain 
And  useless,  pow'rs,  by  whom  inspired,  thyself 
Art  skilfid  to  associate  verse  with  airs  70 

Harmonious,  and  to  give  the  human  vcaoe 
A  thousand  modulations,  heir  by  right 
Indisputable  of  Arion's  fame. 
Now  say,  what  wonder  is  it,  if  a  son 
Of  thine  delight  in  verse,  if  so  conjoin'd 
In  close  affinity,  we  symjiathize 
In  social  arts,  and  kindred  studies  sweet  ? 
Such  distribution  of  himself  to  us 
Was  Phoebus'  choice ;  thou  hast  thy  gift,  and  I 
Mine  also,  and  between  us  we  rec^ve,  80 

Father  and  son,  the  whole  inspiring  Qod, 

No !  hbwsoe'er  the  semblance  thou  assume 
Of  hate,  thou  hatest  not  the  gentle  Muse, 
My  Father  I  for  thou  never  Imd'st  me  tread 
The  beaten  path,  and  broad,  that  leads  right  on 
To  opulence,  xxor  did'st  condemn  thy  son 
To  the  insipid  clamours  of  the  bar. 
To  laws  voluminous,  and  ill  observed ; 
But,  wishing  to  enrich  me  more,  to  fill 
My  mind  with  treasure,  led'st  me  far  away  90 

From  city-din  to  deep  retreats,  to  banks 
And  streams  Aonian,  and,  with  free  consent, 
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Didst  plaoe  me  happy  at  Apollo's  side. 

I  speak  not  now,  on  more  important  themes 

Intent,  of  common  benefits,  and  such 

As  nature  bids,  but  of  thy  larger  gifts 

My  Father  I  who,  when  I  had  opened  once 

The  stores  of  Roman  rhetorick,  and  leam'd 

The  f  ull-ton'd  language  of  the  eloquent  Greeks, 

Whose  lofty  inusiq  grac'd  the  lips  of  Jove,  100 

Thyself  didst  counsel  me  to  add  the  flow'rs. 

That  Gallia  boasts,  those  too,  with  which  the  smooth 

Italian  his  degenerate  speech  adorns. 

That  witnesses  his  mixture  with  the  Gk>th ; 

And  Palestine's  prophetic  songs  ^vine. 

To  sum  the  whole,  whatever  the  heav'n  contains, 

The  earth  beneath  it,  and  the  air  between. 

The  rivers  and  the  restless  deep,  may  aU 

Prove  intellectual  gain  to  me,  my  wish 

Concurring  with  thy  will ;  science  herself ,  110 

All  cloud  remov'd,  inclines  her  beauteous  head, 

And  offers  me  the  lip,  if,  dull  of  heart, 

I  shrink  not,  and  decline  her  gracious  boon. 

Go  now,  and  gather  dross,  ye  sordid  minds. 
That  covet  it;  what  could  my  Father  more? 
What  more  could  Jove  himself,  unless  he  gave 
His  own  abode,  the  heav'n,  in  which  he  reigns  ? 
More  eligible  gifts  than  these  were  not 
Apollo's  to  his  son,  had  they  been  safe. 
As  they  were  insecure,  who  made  the  boy  120 

The  world's  vice-luminary,  bade  him  rule 
The  radiant  chariot  of  the  day,  and  bind 
To  his  yoimg  brows  his  own  aU-dazzling  wreath. 
I  therefore,  although  last  and  least,  my  place 
Among  the  learned  in  the  laurel  grove 
Will  hold,  and  where  the  conqu'ror's  ivy  twines, 
Henceforth  exempt  from  the  unletter'd  thK)ng 
Profane,  nor  even  to  be  seen  by  such. 
Away,  then,  sleepless  Care,  Complaint  away, 
And,  Envy,  with  thy  '*  jealous  leer  malign ! "      ISO! 
Nor  let  the  monster  Calimmy  shoot  forth 
Her  venom'd  tongue  at  me.    Detested  foes  I 
Te  all  are  impot^t  against  my  peace. 
For  I  am  privileg'd,  and  bear  my  breast 
Safe,  and  too  high,  for  your  viperean  wound. 

But  thou  I  my  Father  I  since  to  render  thanks 
Equivalent,  and  to  requite  by  deeds 
Thy  liberality,  exceeds  my  power. 
Suffice  it,  that  I  thus  record  thy  gifts. 
And  bear  them  treasur'd  in  a  grateful  mind !      140. 
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Ye  too,  the  favourite  pastime  of  my  youth, 

My  voluntary  numbers,  if  ye  dare 

To  hope  longevity,  and  to  survive 

Your  master^s  funeral,  not  soon  absorbed 

In  the  oblivious  Lethsean  gulph 

Shall  to  futurity  perhaps  convey 

This  theme,  and  by  these  praises  of  my  sire 

Improve  the  Fathers  of  a  distant  age ! 

TO  SALSILLUS, 

A  ROMAN  POET,  MUCH  INDISI^SED 

The  original  is  written  in  a  measure  called  Scazan,  which 

signifies,  limping^  and  the  measure  is  so  denominated,  because, 

though  in  other  respects  Iambic,  it  terminates  with  a  Spondee, 

and  has  consequently  a  ipore  tardy  movement. 

The  reader  will  immediately  see  that  this  property  of  the  Latin 
verse  cannot  be  imitated  in  English  [O.]. 

My  halting  Muse,  that  dragg'st  by  choice  along 

Tliy  slow,  slow  step,  in  melancholy  song. 

And  lik'st  that  pace,  expressive  of  thy  cares, 

Not  less  than  Idopeia's  sprightlier  airs. 

When,  in  the  dance,  she  beats,  with  measured  tread, 

Heav'n's  floor,  in  front  of  Juno's  golden  bed  ; 

Salute  Salsillus,  who  to  verse  divine 

Prefers,  with  partial  love,  such  lays  as  mine. 

Thus  writes  that  Milton  then,  who  wafted  o'er 

From  his  own  nest,  on  Albion's  stormy  shore,      10 

Where  Eurus,  fiercest  of  th'  JEoUan  band, 

Sweeps,  with  ungovem'd  rage,  the  blasted  land, 

Of  late  to  more  serene  Ausonia  came 

To  view  her  cities  of  illustrious  name. 

To  prove,  himself  a  witness  of  the  truth. 

How  wise  her  elders,  and  how  learn'd  her  youth. 

Much  good,  Salsillus !  and  a  body  free 

From  all  disease,  that  Milton  asks  for  thee. 

Who  now  endur'st  the  languor,  and  the  i>ains, 

That  bile  inflicts,  diffus'd  through  all  thy  veins,  20 

Relentless  malady !  not  mov'd  to  spare 

By  thy  sweet  Roman  voice,  and  L^bian  air ! 

Health,  Hebe's  sister,  sent  us  from  the  skies, 
And  thou,  Apollo,  whom  all  sickness  flies, 
Pythius,  or  Psean,  or  what  name  divine 
Soe'er  thou  chuse,  haste,  heal  a  priest  of  thine ! 
Ye  groves  of  Faunus,  and  ye  hills,  that  mdt 
Wim  vinous  dews,  where  meek  Evander  dwelt ! 
If  aught  salubrious  in  your  confines  grow. 
Strive  which  shall  soonest  heal  your  poet's  woe,  30 
That,  render'd  to  the  Muse  he  loves,  again 
He  may  enchant  the  meadows  with  his  strain. 
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Numayreclin'd  in  everlasting  ease, 

Amid  the  shade  of  dark  embow'ring  trees, 

Viewing  with  eyes  of  unabated  fire 

His  loved  JQgeria,  shall  that  strain  admire : 

So  sooth'd,  the  tumid  Tiber  shall  revere 

The  tombs  of  kings,  nor  desolate  the  year, 

Shall  curb  his  waters  with  a  friendly  rein,  39 

And  guide  them  harmless,  till  they  meet  the  main. 


TO  GIOVANNI  BATTISTA  MANSO 

MARQUIS  OF  VILLA 

MILTON'S  ACCOUNT  OF  MANSO 

Giovanni  Battista  Mansq,  Marquis  of  Villa,  is  an  Italian  noble- 
man of  the  highest  estimation  among  his  countrymen,  for  geniu^ 
literature,  and  military  accomplishments.  To  him  Torquato 
Tasso  addressed  his  Dialogues  on  Friendship,  for  he  was  much 
the  friend  of  Tasso,  who  has  also  celebrated  him  among  the 
other  princes  of  his  country,  in  his  poem  entitled,  Gerusalemme 
Conquistata,  book  xx. 

Fra  cavalier  nmgnanimiy  e  cortesi^ 
Itisplende  il  Ma/nso. 

During  the  Author's  stay  at  Naples,  he  received  at  the  hands  of 
the  Marquis  a  thousand  kind  offices  and  civilities,  and,  desirous 
not  to  appear  ungrateful,  sent  him  this  poem  a  short  time  before 
his  departure  from  that  city. 

These  verses  also  to  thy  praise  the  Nine, 

OhManso!  happy  in  that  theme  design. 

For,  Gallus  and  Maecenas  gone,  they  see 

None  such  besides,  or  whom  they  love  as  thee, 

And,  if  my  verse  may  give  the  meed  of  fame, 

Thine  too  shall  prove  an  everlasting  name. 

Already  such,  it  shines  in  Tasso^s  page 

(For  thou  wast  Tasso's  friend)  from  age  to  age, 

And,  next,  the  Muse  consign'd,  (not  unaware 

How  high  the  charge,)  Marino  to  thy  care,  10 

Who,  singing,  to  the  nymphs,  Adonis*  praise. 

Boasts  thee  fiie  patron  of  his  copious  lays. 

To  thee  alone  the  poet  would  entrust 

His  latest  vows,  to  thee  alone  his  dust ; 

And  thou  with  punctual  piety  hast  paid, 

In  laboured  brass,  thy  tribute  to  his  shade. 

Nor  this  contented  thee— but  lest  the  grave 

Should  aught  al^rb  of  their's,  which  thou  could'st 

s^ve, 
All  futiire  ages  thou  hast  deign'd  to  teach 
The  life,  lot,  genius,  character  of  each,  20 

Eloquent  as  the  Carian  sage,  who  true 
To  his  great  theme,  the  life  of  Homer  drew. 
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I,  therefoi'e,  though  a  stranger  youth,  who  come 
Chiird  by  rude  blasts,  that  freeze  my  Northern 

home, 
Tliee  dear  to  Clio,  confident  proclaun, 
And  thine,  for  Phoebus'  sake,  a  deathless  name. 
Nor  thou,  so  kind,  wilt  view  with  scornful  eye 
A  muse  scarce  rear'd  beneath  our  sullen  sky. 
Who  fears  not,  indiscreet  as  she  is  young, 
To  seek  in  Latium  hearers  of  her  song.  30 

We  too,  where  Thames  with  his  unsullied  waves 
The  tresses  of  the  blue-hair'd  Ocean  laves. 
Hear  oft  by  night,  or,  slumbering,  seem  to  hear, 
O'er  his  wide  stream,  the  swan's  voice  warbling  clear, 
And  we  could  boast  a  Tityrus  of  yore. 
Who  trod,  a  welcome  guest,  your  happy  shore. 

Yes — dreary  as  we  own  our  Northern  clime. 
E'en  we  to  Phoebus  raise  the  polish'd  rhyme, 
We  too  serve  Phoebus ;  Phoebus  has  receiv'd, 
(If  legends  old  may  claim  to  be  beHev'd)  40 

No  sordid  gifts  from  us,  the  golden  ear, 
The  bumish'd  apple,  ruddiest  of  the  year, 
The  fragrant  crocus,  and  to  grace  his  fane, 
Fair  damsels  chosen  from  the  Druid  train ; 
Druids,  our  native  bards  in  antient  time. 
Who  gods  and  heroes  prais'd  in  hallow'd  rhyme ! 
Hence,  often  as  the  maids  of  Greece  surroimd 
Apollo's  shrine  with  hymns  of  festive  sound. 
They  name  the  virgins,  who  arriv'd  of  yore, 
Witifi  British  ofTrings,  on  the  Delian  shore,  50 

Loxo,  from  giant  Corineus  sprung, 
Upis,  on  whose  blest  lips  the  future  hung. 
And  Hecaerge,  with  the  golden  hair, 
All  deck'd  with  Pictish  hues,  and  all  with  bosoms 
bare. 

Thou,  therefore,  happy  sage,  whatever  clime 
Shall  ring  with  Tasso's  praise  in  after-time. 
Or  with  Marino's,  shalt  be  known  their  friend. 
And  with  an  equal  flight  to  fame  ascend. 
The  world  shall  hear  how  Phoebus,  and  the  Nine, 
Were  inmates  once,  and  willing  guests  of  thine.  60 
Yet  Phoebus,  when  of  old  constrain'd  to  roam 
The  earth,  an  exile  from  his  heavenly  home, 
Enter'd,  no  willing  guest,  Admetus'  door. 
Though  Hercules  had  ventur'd  there  before. 
But  gentle  Chiron's  cave  was  near,  a  scene 
Of  rural  peace,  cloth'd  with  perpetual  green. 
And  thither,  oft  as  respite  he  requu''d 
From  rustic  clamours  loud,  the  god  retir'd. 
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There,  many  a  time,  on  Peneus'  bank  reclin'd 
At  some  oak's  root,  with  ivy  thick  entwin'd,         70 
Won  by  his  hospitable  friend's  desire 
He  sooth'd  his  pains  of  exile  with  the  lyre. 
Then  shook  the  hills,  then  trembled  Peneus'  shore, 
Nor  Oeta  felt  his  load  of  forests  more ; 
The  upland  elms  descended  to  the  plain, 
And  soften'd  lynxes  wondered  at  the  strain. 
Well  may  we  think,  O  dear  to  all  above ! 
Thy  birth  distinguish'd  by  the  smile  of  Jove, 
And  that  Apollo  shed  his  kindliest  pow'r. 
And  Maia's  son,  on  that  propitious  hour,  80 

Since  only  minds  so  bom  can  comprehend 
A  poet's  worth,  or  yield  that  worth  a  friend. 
Hence,  on  thy  yet  imfaded  cheek  appears 
The  lingering  freshness  of  thy  greener  years, 
Hence,  in  thy  front,  and  features,  we  admire 
Nature  imwither'd,  and  a  mind  entire. 
Oh  might  so  true  a  friend  to  me  belong. 
So  sMll'd  to  grace  the  votaries  of  song, 
Should  I  recall  hereafter  into  rhyme 
The  kings,  and  heroes  of  my  native  clime,  90 

Arthur  the  chief,  who  even  now  prepares. 
In  subterraneous  being,  future  wars. 
With  all  his  martial  knights,  to  be  restored, 
Each  to  his  seat,  around  the  fed'ral  board, 
And  Oh,  if  spirit  fail  me  not,  disperse 
Our  Saxon  plund'rers,  in  triumphant  verse  I 
Then,  after  all,  when,  with  the  past  content, 
A  life  I  finish,  not  in  silence  spent. 
Should  he,  kind  mourner,  o'er  my  death-bed  bend, 
I  shall  but  need  to  say — * '  Be  yet  my  friend ! "    100 
He,  too,  perhaps,  shall  bid  the  marble  breathe 
To  honour  me,  and  with  the  graceful  wreath. 
Or  of  Parnassus,  or  the  Paphian  isle. 
Shall  bind  my  brows, — but  I  shall  rest  the  while. 
Then  also,  if  the  fruits  of  Faith  endure. 
And  Virtue's  promis'd  recompense  be  sure, 
Borne  to  those  seats,  to  which  the  blest  aspire 
By  purity  of  soul,  and  virtuous  fire. 
These  rites,  as  Fate  permits,  I  shall  survey 
With  eyes  illumin'd  by  celestial  day,  110 

And,  ev'ry  cloud  from  my  pure  spirit  driv'n, 
Joy  in  the  bright  beatitude  of  Heav'n  I 

107  Borne]  Born  1808. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DAMON 
THE  ARGUMENT 

Thyrftis  ?nid  Damon,  shepherds  wid  neighbours,  had  alwasrs 
pursued  the  same  studies,  and  had,  from  their  earliest  days,  been 
united  in  the  closest  friendship.  Thyrsis,  while  travelhng  for  ina- 
provement,  received  intelligence  of  the  death  of  J^mon,  and. 
after  a  time,  returning  and  finding  it  truei  deplores  himself  and 
his  solitary  condition,  in  this  poem.  ^,     ,      ^     ,    . 

By  Damon  is  to  be  understood  Charles  Deodatu  connected 
»rith  the  Italian  city  of  Lucca  bv  his  father's  side,  in  other 
respects  an  Englishman ;  a  youth  of  uncommon  genius,  erudition, 
and  virtue. 

Ye  nymphs  of  Himera  (for  ye  have  shed 
Erewhile  for  Daphnis,  and  for  Hylas  dead, 
And  over  Bion's  long-lamented  bier, 
The  fruitless  meed  of  many  a  sacred  tear) 
Now,  through  the  villas  lav'd  by  Thames,  rehearse 
The  woes  of  Thyrsis  in  Sicilian  verse, 
What  sighs  he  heav'd,  and  how  with  groans  pro- 
found 
He  made  the  woods,  and  hollow  rocks,  resoimd, 
Young  Damon  dead ;  nor  even  ceas'd  to  pour 
His  lonely  sorrows  at  the  midnight  hour.  10 

The  green  wheat  twice  had  nodded  in  the  ear. 
And  golden  harvest  twice  enrich'd  the  year. 
Since  Damon's  lips  had  gasp'd  for  vital  ah' 
The  last,  last  time,  nor  Thyrsis  yet  was  there ; 
For  he,  enamour'd  of  the  Muse,  remained 
In  Tuscan  Fiorenza  long  detained, 
But,  stor'd  at  length  with  all,  he  wish'd  to  learn, 
For  his  flock's  sake  now  hasted  to  return. 
And  when  the  shepherd  had  resumed  his  s^t 
At  the  elm's  root,  within  his  old  retreat,  20 

Then  'twas  his  lot,  then,  all  his  loss  to  know. 
And,  from  his  burthen'd  heart,  he  vented  thus 
his  woe, 
''  Gk),  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ;  my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Alas  I  what  deities  shall  I  suppose 
In  heav'n,  or  earth,  concem'd  for  human  woes. 
Since,  Oh  my  Damon  I  their  severe  decree 
So  soon  condemns  me  to  regret  of  thee ! 
Depart'st  thou  thus,  thy  virtues  unrepaid 
With  fame  and  honour,  like  a  vulgar  shade?        30 
Let  him  forbid  it,  whose  bright  rod  controuls. 
And  sep'rates  sordid  from  illustrious  souls, 
Drive  far  the  I'abble,  and  to  thee  assign 
A  happier  lot,  with  spirits  worthy  thine ! 
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Gk),  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;    my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Whatever  befall,  unless  by  cruel  chance 
The  wolf  first  give  me  a  forbidding  glance, 
Thou  Shalt  not  moulder  undeplor'd,  but  long 
Thy  praise  shall  dwell  on  ev'ry  shepherd's  tongue ; 
To  Daphnis  first  they  shall  delight  to  pay,  41 

And,  after  him,  to  thee  the  votive  lay, 
While  Pales  shall  the  flocks,  and  pastures,  love, 
Or  Faimus  to  frequent  the  field,  or  grove; 
At  least,  if  antient  piety  and  truth, 
With  all  the  learned  labours  of  thy  youth, 
May  serve  thee  aught,  or  to  have  left  behind 
A  sorrowing  friend,  and  of  the  tuneful  kind. 

Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ;   my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you.  50 

Yes,  Damon !  such  thy  sm^e  reward  shall  be ; 
But  ah,  what  doom  awaits  unhappy  me  ? 
Who,  now,  my  pains  and  perils  shall  divide. 
As  thou  wast  wont,  for  ever  at  my  side. 
Both  when  the  rugged  frost  annoy'd  our  feet, 
And  when  the  herbage  all  was  parch'd  with  heat ; 
Whether  the  grim  wolf's  ravage  to  prevent, 
Or  the  huge  lion's,  arm'd  with  darts  we  went? 
Whose  converse,  now,  shall  calm  my  stormy  day, 
With  charming  song,  who  now  beguile  my  way?  60 

Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;   my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
In  whom  shall  I  confide  ?  Whose  counsel  find 
A  balmy  med'cine  for  my  troubled  mind? 
Or  whose  discoui'se,  with  innocent  delight. 
Shall  fill  me  now,  and  cheat  the  wint'ry  night. 
While  hisses  on  my  hearth  the  pulpy  i)ear. 
And  black'ning  chesnuts  start  and  crackle  there, 
While  storms  abroad  the  dreary  meadows  whelm, 
And  the  wind  thunders  thro'  the  neighb'ring  elm .  70 

Gk),  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;    my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Or  who,  when  summer  suns  their  summit  reach, 
And  Pan  sleeps  hidden  by  the  shelt'ring  beech, 
When  shephei'ds  disappear /nymphs  seek  the  sedge, 
And  the  stretch'd  rustic  snores  beneath  the  hedge, 
Who  then  shall  render  me  thy  pleasant  vein 
Of  Attic  wit,  thy  jests,  thy  smiles,  again  ? 
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Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ;   my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feedmg  you.  80 

Where  glens  and  vales  are  thickest  overgrown 
With  tangled  boughs,  I  wander  now  alone. 
Till  night  descend, while  blust'ring  wind  and  showY 
Beat  on  my  temples  through  the  shattered  bow'r. 

Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;   my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Alas !  what  rampant  weeds  now  shame  my  fields. 
And  what  a  mildew'd  crop  the  furrow  yields ! 
My  rambling  vines,  unwedded  to  the  trees. 
Bear  shrivelled  grapes,  my  myrtles  fail  to  please,    90 
Nor  please  me  more  my  flocks ;  they,  slighted,  turn 
Their  unavailing  looks  on  me,  and  mourn. 

Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;    my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
-^gon  invites  me  to  the  hazel  grove, 
Amyntas,  on  the  river's  bank  to  rove. 
And  young  Alphesiboeus  to  a  seat 
Where  branching  elms  exclude  the  mid-day  heat. 
*Here  fountains  spring — here  mossy  hillocks  rise ;' 
*  Here  Zephyr  whispers,  and  the  stream  replies. ' — 
Thus  each  persuades,  but,  deaf  to  ev'ry  call,       101 
I  gain  the  thickets,  and  escape  them  all. 

Go,  seek  yom*  home,  my  lambs ;   my  thoughts 
are  due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Then  Mopsus  said,  (the  same  who  r^ids  so  well 
The  voice  of  birds,  and  what  the  stars  foreteU, 
For  he  by  chance  had  noticed  my  return) 
*What  means  thy  sullen  mood,  this  deep  concern? 
Ah  Thyrsis  I  thou  art  either  craz'd  with  love. 
Or  some  sinister  influence  from  above ;  110 

Dull  Satiun's  influence  oft  the  shepherds  rue ; 
His  leaden  shaft  oblique  has  pierc'd  thee  through.' 

GK),  go,  my  lambs,  unpastur'd  as  ye  are, 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
The  nymphs  amaz'd,  my  melancholy  see. 
And  *Thyrsis  1'  cry— *  what  will  become  of  thee? 
Whatwould'st  thou,  Thyrsis?  such  should  not  appear 
The  brow  of  youth,  stem,  gloomy,  and  severe ; 
Brisk  youth  should  laugh,  and  love— ah  ^un  thef  ate 
Of  those,  twice  wretched  mopes  I  who  love  too  late  r' 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  unpastur'd  as  ye  are,  121 

My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
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M^le  with  Hyas  came,  to  sooth  my  pain, 

And  Baucis'  daughter,  Dryope  the  vain, 

Fair  Dryope,  for  voice  and  finger  neat 

Known  far  and  near,  and  for  her  self-conceit ; 

Chloris  too  came,  whose  cottage  on  the  lands, 

That  skirt  the  Idiunanian  current,  stands ; 

But  all  in  vain  they  came,  and  but  to  see 

Kind  words,  and  comfortable,  lost  on  me.  130 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  unpastur'd  as  ye  are. 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Ah  blest  indiff'rence  of  the  playful  herd. 
None  by  his  fellow  chosen,  or  preferred ! 
No  bonds  of  amity  the  flocks  enthrall, 
But  each  associates,  and  is  pleased  with  all ; 
So  graze  the  dappled  deer  in  niun'rous  droves. 
And  all  his  kind  alike  the  zebra  loves ; 
The  same  law  governs,  where  the  billows  roar, 
And  Proteus'  shoals  o'erspread  the  desert  shore ; 
The  sparrow,  meanest  of  the  feather'd  race,        141 
His  fit  companion  fiads  in  ev'ry  place. 
With  whom  he  picks  the  grain,  that  suits  him  best, 
Flirts  here  and  there,  and  late  retmns  to  rest. 
And  whom  if  chance  the  falcon  make  his  prey, 
Or  hedger  with  his  well  aim'd  arrow  slay, 
For  no  such  loss  the  gay  survivor  grieves ; 
New  love  he  seeks,  and  new  delight  receives. 
We  only,  an  obdurate  kind,  rejoice. 
Scorning  all  others,  in  a  single  choice,  150 

We  scarce  in  thousands  meet  one  kindred  mind. 
And  if  the  long-sought  good  at  last  we  find. 
When  least  we  fear  it,  Death  our  treasure  steals, 
And  gives  our  heart  a  wound,  that  nothing  heals. 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  impastur'd  as  ye  are, 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Ah,  what  delusion  lur'd  me  from  my  flocks. 
To  traverse  Alpine  snows,  and  rugged  rocks  I 
What  need  so  great  had  I  to  visit  Rome, 
Now  sunk  in  ruins,  and  herself  a  tomb  ?  160 

Or,  had  she  flourish'd  still  as  when,  of  old, 
For  her  sake  Tityrus  forsook  his  fold. 
What  need  so  great  had  1 1'  incur  a  piause 
Of  thy  sweet  intercourse  for  such  a  cause. 
For  such  a  cause  to  place  the  roaring  sea, 
Rocks,  mountains,  woods,  between  my  friendandme? 
Else,  had  I  grasp'd  thy  feeble  hand,  compos'd 
Thy  decent  limbs,  thy  drooping  eye-lids  clos'd. 
And,  at  the  last,  had  said — '  Farewell — ascend — 
Nor  even  in  the  skies  forget  thy  friend ! '  170 
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Gk),  go,  my  lambs,  nntended  homeward  fare, 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Although  well-pleas'd,  ye  tuneful  Tuscan  swains ! 
My  mind  the  mem'ry  of  your  worth  retains, 
Yet  not  yoiu'  worth  can  teach  me  less  to  mourn 
My  Damon  lost.— He  too  was  Tuscan  bom. 
Bom  in  yoiu'  Lucca,  city  of  renown ! 
And  wit  possessed,  and  genius,  like  your  own. 
Oh  how  elate  was  I,  when  stretched  beside 
The  murm'ring  course  of  Amo's  bree:^  tide,      180 
Beneath  the  poplar  grove  I  pass'd  my  hours, 
Now  cropinng  myrtles,  and  now  vernal  flow'rs. 
And  hearing,  as  Ilay  at  ease  along, 
Your  swains  contending  for  the  prize  of  song ! 
I  also  dar'd  attempt  (and,  as  it  seems, 
Not  much  displeas'd  attempting)  various  themes, 
For  even  I  can  presents  boast  from  you, 
The  shepherd's  pipe,  and  ozier  basket  too. 
And  Dati,  and  Francini,  both  have  made 
My  name  familiar  to  the  beechen  shade,  100 

And  they  are  leam'd,  and  each  in  ev'ry  place 
Renown'd  for  song,  and  both  of  Lydian  race. 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  untended  homeward  fare. 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
While  brightthedewy  grass  withmoon-beams  shone, 
And  I  stood  hurdling  in  my  kids  alone, 
How  often  have  I  said  (but  thou  had'st  found 
Ere  then  thy  dark  cold  lodgment  under  ground) 
Now  Damon  sings,  or  springes  sets  for  hares. 
Or  wicker  work  for  various  use  prepares !  200 

How  oft,  indulging  fancy,  have  I  plann'd 
New  scenes  of  pleasure,  that  I  hop'd  at  hand, 
Caird  thee  abroad  as  I  was  wont,  and  cried — 
What  hoa !  my  friend — come,  lay  thy  task  aside. 
Haste,  let  us  forth  together,  and  beguile 
The  heat,  beneath  yon  whisp'ring  shades  awhile. 
Or  on  the  margin  stray  of  Colne's  clear  flood. 
Or  where  Cassibelan's  grey  turrets  stood ! 
There  thou  shalt  cull  me  simples,  and  shalt  teach 
Thy  friend  the  name,  and  healing  pow'rs  of  each. 
From  the  tall  blue-bell  to  the  dwaAsh  weed,     211 
What  the  dry  land,  and  what  the  marshes  breed, 
For  all  their  kinds  alike  to  thee  are  known, 
And  the  whole  art  of  Galen  is  thy  own. 
Ah,  perish  Galen's  art,  and  withered  be 
The  useless  herbs,  that  gave  not  health  to  thee  1 
Twelve  evenings  since,  as  in  poetic  dream 
I  meditating  sat  some  statelier  theme, 
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The  reeds  no  sooner  touch'd  my  lip,  though  new, 
And  unassay'd  before,  than  wide  they  flew,        220 
Bursting  their  waxen  bands,  nor  could  sustain 
The  deep-ton'd  music  of  the  solemn  strain ; 
And  I  am  vain  i)erhaps,  but  I  will  tell 
How  proud  a  theme  I  chose — ye  groves  farewell ! 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  imtended  homeward  fare, 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Of  Brutus,  Dardan  chief,  my  song  shall  be, 
How  with  his  barks  he  ploughed  the  British  sea, 
First  from  Rutupia's  towering  headland  seen. 
And  of  his  consort's  reign,  fair  Imogen ;  230 

Of  Brennus  and  BeHnus,  brothers  bold, 
And  of  AiTiragus,  and  how  of  old 
Our  hardy  sires  th'  Armorican  controlled, 
And  of  the  wife  of  Gorlois,  who,  surprised 
By  Uther,  in  her  husband's  form  disguis'd, 
(Such  was  the  force  of  Merlin's  art)  became 
Pregnant  with  Arthur  of  heroic  fame. 
These  themes  I  now  revolve— and  Oh — if  Fate 
Proportion  to  these  themes  my  lengthen'd  date, 
Adieu  my  shepherd's  reed — yon  pine-tree  bough 
Shall  be  thy  future  home,  there  dangle  thou      241 
Forgotten  and  disus'd,  unless  ere  long 
Thou  change  thy  Latian  for  a  British  song ; 
A  British? — even  so — the  pow'rs  of  man 
Are  bounded ;  little  is  the  most  he  can ; 
And  it  shall  well  suffice  me,  and  shall  be 
Fame,  and  proud  recompence  enough  for  me, 
If  Usa,  golden-hair'd,  my  verse  may  learn. 
If  Alain  bending  o'er  his  chrystal  urn. 
Swift- whirling  Abra,  Trent's  o'ershadow'd  stream, 
Thames,  lovelier  far  than  all  in  my  esteem,        251 
Tamar's  ore-tinctur'd  flood,  and,  after  these, 
The  wave- worn  shores  of  utmost  Orcades. 

Go,  go,  my  lambs,  untended  homeward  fare, 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care, 
AU  this  I  kept  in  leaves  of  laurel-rind 
Enfolded  safe,  and  for  thy  view  design'd ; 
This,  and  &.  gift  from  Manso's  hand  beside, 
(Manso,  not  least  his  native  city's  pride) 
Two  cups,  that  radiant  as  their  giver  shone,       260 
Adom'd  by  sculpture  with  a  double  zone. 
The  spring  was  graven  there ;  here  slowly  wind 
The  Red-sea  shores  with  groves  of  spices  lin'd ; 
Her  plumes  of  various  hues  amid  the  boughs 
The  sacred,  solitary  Phoenix  shows, 
224  chose]  chiise  1808. 
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And  watchful  of  the  dawn,  reverts  her  head, 

To  see  Aurora  leave  her  wat'ry  bed. 

— In  other  part,  th'  expansive  vault  above, 

And  there  too,  even  there,  the  God  of  love ; 

With  quiver  arm'd  he  mounts,  his  torch  displays 

A  vivid  light,  his  gem-tipt  arrows  bla25e,  271 

Around,  lus  bright  and  fiery  eyes  he  rolls, 

Nor  aims  at  vulgar  minds,  or  little  souls, 

Nor  deigns  one  look  below,  but  aiming  high 

Sends  every  arrow  to  the  lofty  sky. 

Hence  forms  divine,  and  minds  immortal,  learn 

The  pow'r  of  Cupid,  and  enamour'd  bum. 

Thou  also  Damon  (neither  need  I  fear 
That  hope  delusive)  thou  art  also  there ; 
For  whither  should  simplicity  like  thine  280 

Retire,  where  else  such  spotless  virtue  shine  ? 
Thou  dweirst  not  (thought  profane)  in  shades  below, 
Nor  tears  suit  thee — cease  then  my  tears  to  flow. 
Away  with  grief !  on  Damon  ill-bestow'd  I 
Who,  pure  himself,  has  found  a  pure  abode. 
Has  pass'd  the  show'ry  arch,  henceforth  resides 
With  saints  and  heroes,  and  from  flowing  tides 
Quaffs  copious  immortality,  and  joy. 
With  hallowed  lips !— Oh !  blest  without  alloy, 
And  now  enrich'd  with  all,  that  faith  can  claim,  290 
Look  down,  entreated  by  whatever  name. 
If  Damon  please  thee  most  (that  rural  soimd 
Shall  oft  with  echoes  fill  the  groves  aroimd) 
Or  if  Deodatus,  by  which  alone 
In  those  etherial  mansions  thou  art  known. 
Thy  blush  was  maiden,  and  thy  youth  the  taste 
Of  wedded  bliss  knew  never,  pure  and  chaste, 
The  honours,  therefore,  by  divine  decree 
The  lot  of  virgin  worth,  are  given  to  thee ; 
Thy  brows  encircled  with  a  radiant  band,  3(K) 

And  the  green  palm-bmnch  waving  in  thy  hand, 
Thou  in  immoi'tal  nuptials  shalt  rejoice, 
And  join  with  seraphs  thy  according  voice, 
Where  rapture  reigns,  and  the  ecstatic  lyre 
Guides  the  blest  orgies  of  the  blazing  quire." 

2^i  Biod&tm  1808. 
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AN  ODE  ADDRESSED  TO  MR.  JOHN  ROUSE, 

LIBRARIAN,  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD 

ON  A  LOST  VOLUME  OF  MY  POEMS,  WHICH  HE 
DESIRED  ME  TO  REPLACE,  THAT  HE  MIGHT 
ADD  THEM  TO  MY  OTHER  WORKS  DEPOSITED 
IN  THE  LIBRARY 

This  Ode  is  rendered  without  rhime,  that  it  mi^ht  more 
adequately  represent  the  original,  which,  as  Milton  himself  in- 
forms us,  is  of  no  certain  measure.  It  may  possibly  for  tliis 
reason  disappoint  the  reader,  though  it  cost  the  writer  more 
labour  than  the  translation  of  any  other  piece  in  the  whole  col- 
lection [C.]. 

STROPHE 

My  two-fold  book  I  single  in  show, 

But  double  in  contents, 
Neat,  but  not  curiously  adom'd, 

Which,  in  his  early  youth, 
A  poet  gave,  no  lofty  one  in  truth, 
Although  an  earnest  wooer  of  the  Muse — 
Say  while  in  cool  Ausonian  shades 

Or  British  wilds  he  roam'd, 
Striking  by  turns  his  native  lyre, 

By  turns  the  Daunian  lute,  10 

And  stepped  almost  in  ah*, — 

ANTISTROPHE 

Say,  little  book,  what  furtive  hand 
Thee  from  thy  fellow-books  conveyed, 
What  time,  at  the  repeated  suit 
Of  my  most  learned  friend, 
I  sent  thee  forth,  an  honoured  traveller, 
From  our  great  city  to  the  source  of  Thames, 

Cserulian  sire  I 
Where  rise  the  fountains,  and  the  raptm-es  ring. 
Of  the  Aonian  choir,  20 

Durable  as  yonder  spheres, 
And  through  the  endless  lapse  of  years 
Secure  to  be  admir'd? 

STROPHE  II 

Now  what  God,  or  Demigod 
For  Britain's  antient  Genius  mov'd 

(If  our  afflicted  land 
Have  expiated  at  length  the  guilty  sloth 
Of  her  degenerate  sons) 
Shall  terminate  our  impious  feuds. 
And  discipline,  with  hallow'd  voice,  recall  ?    30 
Recall  the  Muses  too, 
Driv'n  from  their  antient  seats 
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In  Albion,  and  well  nigh  from  Albion's  shore, 
And  with  keen  Phoebean  shafts 
Piercing  th'  unseemly  birds, 
Whose  talons  menace  us. 

Shall  drive  the  Harpy  race  from  Helicon  afar? 

ANTISTROPHE 

But  thou,  my  book,  though  thou  hast  stray'd, 
Whether  by  treach'ry  lost, 
Or  indolent  neglect,  thy  bearer's  fault,  40 

From  all  thy  kindred  books, 
To  some  dark  cell,  or  cave  forlorn. 
Where  thou  endur'st,  perhaps. 
The  chafing  of  some  hard  untutor'd  hand. 

Be  comforted — 
For  lo  I  again  the  splendid  hope  appears 

That  thou  may'st  yet  escape 
The  gulphs  of  Lethe,  and  on  oary  wings 
Mount  to  the  everlasting  courts  of  Jove ! 

STROPHE  III 

Since  Rouse  desires  thee,  and  complains  50 

That,  though  by  promise  his. 
Thou  yet  appear'st  not  in  thy  place 
Among  the  literary  noble  stores, 

Giv'n  to  his  care, 
But,  absent,  leav'st  his  numbers  incomplete : 
He,  therefore,  guardian  vigilant 
Of  that  unperishing  wealth, 
Calls  thee  to  the  interior  shrine,  his  charge, 
Where  he  intends  a  richer  treasure  far 
Than  Ion  kept  (Ion,  Erectheus'  son  60 

Illustrious,  of  the  fair  Oreiisa  bom) 
In  the  resplendent  temple  of  his  God, 
Tripods  of  gold,  and  Delphic  gifts  divine. 

ANTISTROPHE 

Haste,  then,  to  the  pleasant  groves, 
The  Muses'  fav'rite  haunt ; 
Resume  thy  station  in  Apollo's  dome. 

Dearer  to  him 
Than  Delos,  or  the  fork'd  Parnassian  hill ! 

Exulting  go, 
Since  now  a  splendid  lot  is  also  thine,  70 

And  thou  art  sought  by  my  propitious  friend ; 
For  there  thou  shalt  be  read 
With  authors  of  exalted  note. 
The  antient  glorious  lights  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
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EPODE 

Ye,  then,  my  works,  no  longer  vain, 
And  worthless  deem'd  by  me ! 
Whatever  this  steril  genius  has  produced 
Expect,  at  last,  the  rage  of  envy  spent, 

An  unmolested  happy  home, 
Gift  of  kind  Hermes,  and  my  watchful  friend. 
Where  never  flippant  tongue  profane         81 
Shall  entrance  find. 
And  whence  the  coarse  unletter'd  multitude 
Shall  babble  far  remote. 
Perhaps  some  future  distant  age. 
Less  ting'd  with  prejudice,  and  better  taught, 
Shall  furnish  minds  of  pow'r 
To  judge  more  equally. 
Then,  malice  silenced  in  the  tomb, 
Cooler  heads  and  sounder  hearts,  90 

Thanks  to  Rouse,  if  aught  of  praise 
I  merit,  shall  with  candour  weigh  the  claim. 


A  TRANSLATION  OP  THE 
ITALIAN  POEMS 

SONNET 

Fair  Lady  I  whose  harmonious  name  the  Rhine, 
Through  all  his  grassy  vale,  delights  to  hear. 
Base  were  indeed  the  wretch,  who  could  forbear 

To  love  a  spirit  elegant  as  thine, 

That  manifests  a  sweetness  all  divine, 
Nor  knows  a  thousand  winning  acts  to  spare, 
And  graces,  which  Love's  bow  and  arrows  are, 

Tempering  thy  virtues  to  a  softer  shine. 

When  gracefully  thou  speak'st,  or  singest  gay, 
Such  strains,  as  might  the  senseless  forest  move. 

Ah  then— turn  each  his  eyes,  and  ears,  away,       11 
Who  feels  himself  unworthy  of  thy  love ! 

Grace  can  alone  preserve  him,  ere  the  dart 

Of  fond  desire  yet  reach  his  inmost  heart. 

SONNET 

As  on  a  hill-top  rude,  when  closing  day 
Imbrowns  the  scene,  some  past'ral  maiden  fair 
Waters  a  lovely  foreign  plant  with  care. 
Borne  from  its  native  genial  airs  away, 
That  scarcely  can  its  tender  bud  display, . 
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So,  on  my  tongue  these  accents,  new,  and  rare, 

Are  flow'rs  exotic,  which  Love  waters  there. 
While  thus,  O  sweetly  scornful !  I  essay 
Thy  praise,  in  verse  to  British  ears  unlmown. 

And  Thames  exchange  for  Amo's  fair  domain ;  10 
So  Love  has  wiird,  and  of  ttimes  Love  has  shown 

That  what  he  wills,  he  never  wills  in  vain. 
Oh  that  this  hard  and  steril  breast  might  be, 
To  Him,  who  plants  from  Heav'n,  a  soil  as  free ! 


CANZONE 

Thry  mock  my  toil — the  nymphs  and  am'rous 

swains — 
"And  whence  this  fond  attempt  to  write,'*  they  cry, 
'^Love  songs  in  language,  that  thou  little  know'st? 
How  dar'st  thou  risk  to  sing  these  foreign  strains? 
Say  truly.    Find'st  not  oft  thy  purpose  crossed. 
And  that  thy  fairest  flow'rs  here  fade  and  die  ?" 
Then  with  pretence  of  admiration  high — 
'*Thee  other  shores  expect,  and  other  tides. 
Rivers,  on  whose  grassy  sides 
Her  deathless  laurel  leaf,  with  which  to  bind        10 
Thy  flowing  locks,  already  Fame  provides ; 
Why  then  Siis  burthen,  better  far  declined? " 
Speak,  Muse !  for  me.  — The  fair  one  said,  who 

guides 
My  willing  heart,  and  all  my  fancy's  flights, 
**  This  is  the  language,  in  which  Love  delights.'' 


SONNET 
TO  CHARLES  DIODATI 

Charles— and  I  say  it  wond'ring—  thou  must  know 
That  I,  who  once  assum'd  a  scornful  air, 
And  scoff 'd  at  love,  am  fallen  in  his  snare, 

(Full  many  an  upright  man  has  fallen  so) 

Yet  think  me  not  thus  dazzled  by  the  flow 
Of  golden  locks,  or  damask  cheek ;  more  rare 
The  heart-felt  beauties  of  my  foreign  fair ; 

A  mien  majestic,  with  dark  brows,  that  show 

The  tranquil  lustre  of  a  lofty  mind ; 
Words  exquisite,  of  idioms  more  than  one,        10 

And  song,  whose  fascinating  pow'r  might  bind, 
Andfromherspheredrawdown  the  laboring  Moon, 

With  such  fire-darting  eyes,  that  should  I  fill 

My  ears  with  wax,  she  would  inchant  me  still. 
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SONNET 

Lady  I   It  cannot  be,  but  that  thine  eyes 
Must  be  my  sun,  such  radiance  they  display, 
And  strike  me  ev'n  as  Phoebus  him,  whose  way 

Through  horrid  Lybia's  sandy  desert  lies. 

Meantime,  on  that  side  steamy  vapours  rise 
Where  most  I  suffer.    Of  what  kind  are  they, 
New  as  to  me  they  are,  I  cannot  say,  * 

But  deem  them,  in  the  lover's  language — sighs. 

Some,  though  with  pain,  my  bosom  close  conceals, 
Which,  if  in  part  escaping  thence,  they  tend     10 

To  soften  thine,  thy  coldness  soon  congeals. 
While  others  to  my  tearful  eyes  ascend, 

Whence  my  sad  nights  in  show'rs  are  ever  drown'd, 

Till  my  Aurora  comes,  her  brow  with  roses  bound. 

SONNET 

Enamour'd,  artless,  young,  on  foreign  ground, 
Uncertain  whither  from  myself  to  fly, 
To'thee,  dear  Lady,  with  an  humble  sigh 
Let  me  devote  my  heart,  which  I  have  found 
By  certain  proofs,  not  few,  intrepid,  sound, 
Good,  and  addicted  to  conceptions  high ; 
When  temi)ests  shake  the  world,  and  fire  the  sky, 
It  rests  in  adamant  self- wrapt  around, 
As  safe  from  envy,  and  from  outrage  rude. 

From  hopes  and  fears,  that  vulgar  minds  abuse. 
As  fond  of  genius,  and  fixt  fortitude,  11 

Of  the  resounding  lyre,  and  every  Muse. 
Weak  you  will  find  it  in  one  only  part. 
Now  pierc'd  by  Love's  immedicable  dart. 
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APPENDIX  OF  JUVENILE,  FRAGMENT- 
ARY AND  IMPROMPTU  VERSE 

ON  LOYALTY 

[Written  1751  Published  by  T.  Wright  in  UnmiUished  Poems 
of  Gowper^  1900;  the  letters  and  words  enclosed  within  brackets 
are  missing  in  the  MS.,  and  were  supplied  by  Mr.  Wright.] 

Cum  tot  siistineant  reges  et  tanta,  neque  ulla 

Parte  voluptati  deliciisque  vacent : 
Cum  varios  capiti  affigat  diadema  dolores, 

Bellorumque  premant  sollicitentque  minae : 
Cur  queritur  populus  ?  cur  caeco  murmure  mussat  ? 

Inque  suum  insane  vim  meditatur  herum, 
Qui  vigil  excubias  agit  usque  et  (sustinet)  usque 

Imperii,  populus  ne  qua laboret,  onus? 
Hoc   SatansB    scelus    est    nee    Daemone    dignius 
ul(lum), 

Nana  primumin  Satanae  pectore  crime(n  erat).  10 
Praemia  quin  date  digna  viro  verusque  sequatur 

Collata  in  gentem  commoda  gentis  amor. 
Ulum  jure  colant  populi,  tueantur  amante(8>  ; 

Ille  colit  populos,  ille  tuetur,  amat. 
Tu  vero  (si  talis  erit)  quicunque  verendum 

Execrare  caput  Principis,  Eia !  tace ; 
Nee  quia  rara  fides  regi  f ert  praemia,  demens 

Immeritum  regem  quem  venerere  putes ; 
Ipse  tibi  plaudas,  quae  laus  est  optima  :  laudem 

Extemam  ingenuis  est  meruisse  satis.  20 

LETTER  IN  VERSE 

[Written  Oct.  10,,  1755,  to  Hill.    Published  first  here,  as  written, 
from  MS.  m  possession  of  Canon  Cow  per  Johnson.] 

If  I  write  not  to  you 

As  I  gladly  would  do 
To  a  Man  of  your  Mettle  &  Sense, 

'Tis  a  Fault  I  must  own 

For  which  I'll  attone 
When  I  take  my  Departure  from  hence.  6 

To  tell  you  y^  Truth, 

I'm  a  queer  kind  of  Youth 
And  I  care  not  if  all  y®  world  knows  it ; 

Whether  Sloven,  or  Beau, 

In  Square,  Alley,  or  Row, 
At  Whitehall,  in  y®  court,  or  y®  closet.  12 

Having  written  thus  much 

In  honest  high  Dutch, 
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I  must  now  take  a  nobler  still  up : 

Give  my  Fancy,  a  prick, 

My  Invention,  a  flick. 
And  my  Genius  a  pretty  smart  Fillip.  18 

For  the  Business  in  hand 

You  are  to  understand, 
Is  indeed  neither  trifling  nor  small : 

But  W^*^  you  may  transact 

If  your  scull  is  not  crackt 
As  well  as  y®  best  of  them  all,  24 

And  so  may  your  Dear  Wife 

Be  y®  joy  of  your  Life, 
And  of  all  our  brave  troops  y®  Commandress, 

As  you  shall  convey 

What  herein  I  say 
To  y^  very  fair  Lady,  my  Laundress.  30 

That  to  Town  I  shall  trot 

(No  I  Lie,  I  shall  not. 
For  to  Town  I  shall  jog  in  y®  stage) 

On  October  y^  Twentieth, 

For  my  Father  consenteth 
To  make  me  y®  Flower  of  y^  Age.  36 

So  bid  her  prepare 

Every  Table  &  Chair, 
And  warm  well  my  Bed  by  y®  Fire, 

And  if  this  be  not  done 

I  shall  break  her  Back  bone 
As  sure  as  I  ever  come  nigh  her.  42 

I  am  Jovial  &  Merry, 

Have  writ  till  I'm  weary, 
Am  become,  with  a  great  deal  of  Talking,  hoarse : 

So  farewell— sweet  Lad ! 

Is  all  I  shall  add. 
Except^  48 

y'^^  obediy  stalking  Horse. 
G.  Berk :  ^'  Cowper. 

OctV  ioth  1755. 

IN  A  LETTER  TO  C.  P.  ESQ. 
ILL  WITH  THE  RHEUMATISM 

[Written  (?).     Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 
Grant  me  the  muse,  ye  Gods  I  whose  humble  flight 
Seeks  not  the  mountain-top's  pernicious  height ; 
Who  can  the  tall  Parnassian  cliff  forsake. 
To  visit  oft  the  still  Lethean  lake ; 

2  heiRht  Southey :  heights  18£5, 
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Now  her  slow  pinions  brush  the  silent  shore, 
Now  gently  skim  the  unwrinkled  waters  o'er ; 
There  dips  her  downy  plumes,  there  upward  flies, 
And  sheds  soft  slmnbers  in  her  votary's  eyes.        8 


IN  A  LETTER  TO  THE  SAME 

IN  IMITATION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 

[Written  (?).    Published  by  Croft,  1825.] 

Trust  me,  the  meed  of  praise,  dealt  thriftily 

From  the  nice  scale  of  judgment,  honours  more 

Than  does  the  lavish  and  overbearing  tide 

Of  profuse  courtesy  :  not  all  the  gems 

Of  India's  richest  soil  at  random  spread 

O'er  the  gay  vesture  of  some  glittering  dame 

Give  such  alluring  vantage  to  the  i)erson, 

As  the  scant  lustre  of  a  few,  with  choice 

And  comely  guise  of  ornament  disposed.  9 

A  THUNDER  STORM 

[Written  1768  (?).   Published  in  T.  Wright's  Life  of  Cowper,  1892.] 
The  Sky  begins  to  lower  and  thick'ning  Clouds 
Portend  a  speedy  storm,  the  Vocal  trib^ 
No  longer  Sonnets  sing ;  all,  all  are  mute ; 
The  Beasts  forbear  to  graze  and  seek  the  shade : 
Yon  herd  of  Swine — see,  see  how  fast  they  nm ; 
'Tis  said  they  see  the  Wind—* 
A  solemn  and  awful  silence  now  prevails, 
Save  when  the  breeze  the  Thunder's  harbinger 
Just  rustles  through  the  Grove :  on  ev'ry  brow 
A  dark  despondence  reigns,  and  hark !  it  comes ; 
I  heard  the  sudden  roar, — my  Soul,  be  calm,        11 
Look  up  and  view  its  progress,  be  serene, 
Calm  and  collected,  as  becomes  a  Man. 
Again  it  roars— and  now  the  Lightning  flies ; 
Not  faster  flies  the  timid  Hare  from  Hoimds ; 
Nor  from  the  victor  flies  the  vanquirfi'd  Foe, 
Than  Trav'llers  seek  for  Shelter';  e'en  my  Dog 
Cow'rs  at  my  feet  and  looks  up  for  protection. 
And  now  'tis  dreadful  truly— Heav'n  and  Earth, 
How  hard  it  rains !  the  Atmosphere's  on  fire  I      20 
Chaos  presides !  Confusion  quite  surrounds  me ! 
Yet,  yet  again  the  broad  expanded  glare 
Of  vivid  Lightning  flashes  o'er  the  Plain 
Leaving  a  sulph'rous  stench ;  Heav'ns  what  a  Peal : 
In  a  Letter  to  C.  P.~7  there]  thence  Southey,      8  in]  on  Souths y. 
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Still ;  still  it  roars  incessant !  What  to  this 

The  din  of  armies  on  the  hostile  Plain  ? 

An  Atom  to  a  Mountain. — 

See  the  sky  opens — shuts — and  forky  fires 

Dart  oblique  to  the  Earth ;  and  o'er  my  Head 

Tempest  rides  forward  on  the  Whirlwind's  wing : 

Still  the  Almighty  flashes  for  his  Spear ;  31 

His  Chariot  wheels  most  awfully  resound : 

Well !  be  it  so,  my  Soul :  consoling  thought ! 

He  is  thy  maker  and,  I  trust,  thy  friend ; 

Then  wherefore  tremble,  wherefore  shudder  thus? 

No,  I  will  cease  to  fear,  tho'  even  now 

The  Ear  of  Nature  feels  so  strong  a  Shock 

As  scarce  before  it  felt :  yet  as  a  Man, 

A  Christian  Man,  I  shudder  now  no  more. 

When  God  in  Thunder  spoke  from  Sinai's  mount, 

Israel  approached  with  Awe ;  if  Moses  then  41 

Could  mediate  for  the  People,  and  avert 

The  great  Jehovah's  anger,  sure  his  Son, 

The  fam'd  Immanuel,  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Can  ransom  from  his  wrath  and  reconcile. 

But  oh !  my  Soul  how  poor  a  Portrait  this ! 
How  weak  the  Colours  and  how  faint  th'  Idea, 
Of  what  one  day  thou  must  be  a  Spectator  I 
Oh  I  bright  and  blessed  morning  to  the  Just ! 
Oh !  Day  of  doom,  of  infinite  distress,  50 

To  those  who  unprepar'd  Messiah  meet ; 
When  thron'd  in  Clouds,  surrounded  by  the  Host 
Of  Heav'n,  worshipping,  the  Judge  descends : 
Consummate  Triimaph.  Hark !  the  Tnmapet  sounds. 
The  Breath  of  Michael  blow&  th'  Amazing  blast ; 
The  Dead  arise,  the  Living  all  are  Chang'd, 
And  Adam's  family  appear  before  Him. 
Amid  that  throng,  in  that  Assembly  vast, 
Must  thou,  my  soul,  appear  and  there  receive 
A  Plaudit  glorious  or  Silence  sad :  60 

Sink  deep  in  Thought,  Oh,  deeper,  deeper  still : 
May  it  ne'er  be  forgotten,  on  my  Couch 
Be  it  my  dreaming  subject ;  when  awake. 
Oh!  be  it  still  remember'd  :  for  its  worth 
What  tongue  can  speak,  or  any  language  tell  ? 
Then  from  this  hour  deep  on  my  heart  engraved 
Be  all  my  duty  needful ;  Ha  I  that  blaze, 
That  Shock  tremendous  that  appals  me  thus 
Says  I  am  not  prepar'd — but  I  submit ; 
No  more  will  I  rebel  against  thy  sway  70 

Nor  dispute  thy  dominion.  Gracious  God ! 
My  sins  shall  suffer,  and  by  Grace  divine 
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I  will  forsake  them  all  and  trust  alone 
For  true  felicity,  for  pleasure  high, 
To  Thee :  who  only  can  true  pleasure  give. 
The  Storm  ahates — less  too  the  Thimder  roars, 
The  Vault  of  Heav'n  grows  brighter,  and  the  Sun 
Strives  to  Emerge  from  yonder  dusky  Cloud ; 
More  faint  the  flashes  grow — and  distant  fly ; 
Nature  resumes  her  charms,  and  from  the  Grove 
Musick  again  is  heard :  the  Warblers  there  81 

Attempt  a  feeble  strain :  The  Dog  Star  now 
Throws  his  warm  beams  around  the  weeping  Scene ; 
Salubrious  Zephyrs  gently  fan  the  Air  : 
Love,  Life,  and  .Toy  return  by  due  d^rees 
And  Harmony  once  more  revisits  Earth. 


RIDDLE 

[Written  Julv,  1780  (MS.  in  the  British  Museum).  First  six 
lines  published  by  Hayley,  1803 ;  afterwards  in  The  OenUemewCs 
Magazine,  Dec.  1806.] 

I  AM  just  two  and  two,  I  am  warm,  I  am  cold, 
And  the  parent  of  numbers  that  cannot  be  told. 
I  am  lawful,  unlawful — a  duty,  a  fault, 
I  am  often  sold  dear,  good  for  nothing  when  bought. 
An  extraordinary  boon,  and  a  matter  of  course. 
And  yielded  with  pleasure — ^when  taken  by  force. 
Alike  the  delight  of  the  x)oor  and  the  rich, 
Tho'  the  vulgar  is  apt  to  present  me  his  breech.    8 


TOM  RABAN 

[Written  in  letter  to  Newton,  Aug.  31. 1780.    Published  by 
Southey,  1836.] 

The  cm*ate  and  churchwarden, 

And  eke  exciseman  too, 
Have  treated  poor  Tom  Raban 

As  if  he  was  a  Jew. 

For  they  have  sent  him  packing. 
No  more  in  church  to  work, 

Whatever  may  be  lacking ; 
As  if  he  was  a  Turk.  ( 

Thus  carry  they  the  farce  on. 
Which  is  great  cause  of  grief, 

Until  that  Page  the  parson 
Turn  over  a  new  leaf. 

Thus  sings  the  muse,  and  though  her  fav'rite  cue 
^  Is  fiction,  yet  her  song  is  sometimes  true. 
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[Written  1781  (?).   Published  from  the  copy  among  the  Ash  MSS. 
in  Unpublished  Poems  qf  Cowper^  1900.] 

Methinks  I  see  thee  decently  array'd 

In  long  flowed  nightgown  of  stuff-damask  made ; 

Thy  cassock  underneath  it  closely  braced 

With  surcingle  about  thy  moderate  waist ; 

Thy  morning  wig,  grown  tawny  to  the  view, 

Though  once  a  grizzle,  and  thy  square-toed  shoe. 

The  day  was,  when  the  sacerdotal  race 

Esteem'd  their  proper  habit  no  disgi*ace, 

Or  rather  when  the. garb  their  order  wears 

Was  not  disgraced  as  now,  by  being  theirs.  10 

I  speak  of  prigs— 

IMPROMPTU  ON  READING   THE    CHAPTER 

ON   POLYGAMY,   IN   MR.    MADAN'S    THE- 

LYPHTHORA 

[Written  1780.    Published  in  The  QentlemarCs  Magazine,  Dec. 
1780.] 

If  John  marries  Mary,  and  Mary  alone, 

•  'Tis  a  very  good  match  between  Mary  and  John. 

But  if  John  weds  a  score,  oh,  what  claws  and  what 

scratches! 

It  can't  be  a  match — 'tis  a  bundle  of  matches, 

ON  MADAN'S  ANSWER  TO  NEWTON'S 
COMMENTS  ON  THELYPHTHORA 

[Written  May  13, 1781.    Published  by  Southey,  1836.] 
M.  QUARRELS  with  N.,  for  M.  wrote  a  book 
And  N.  did  not  like  it,  which  M.  could  not  brook. 
So  he  call'd  him  a  bigot,  a  wrangler,  a  monk. 
With  as  many  hard  names  as  would  line  a  good 

tomk. 
And  set  up  his  back,  and  claw'd  like  a  cat, 
But  N.  liked  it  never  the  better  for  that. 
Now  N.  had  a  wife,  and  he  wanted  but  one, 
Which  stuck  in  M.'s  stomach  as  cross  as  a  bone. 
It  has  always  been  reckon'd  a  just  cause  of  strife 
For  a  man  to  make  free  with  another  man's  wife ; 
But  the  strife  is  the  strangest  that  ever  was  known, 
If  a  man  must  be  scolded  for  loving  his  own.       12 

ON  A  REVIEW  CONDEMNING 
THELYPHTHORA 

[Written  Oct.  (?),  1780.    Published  by  Southey,  1836.] 
I  HAVE  read  the  Review ;  it  is  learned  and  wise. 
Clear,  candid,  and  witty — ^Thelyphthora  dies. 

''Methinks  I  sec"— 7  The  1900  :  Thy  A,  11  not  in  1900. 
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ON  THE  HIGH  PRICE  OF  FISH 

[Written  to  Mrs,  Newton,  Aug.,  1781.    Published  by 
Johnson,  1S24.] 

Cocoa-nut  naught, 

Fish  too  dear, 
None  must  be  bought 

For  us  that  are  here ; 
No  lobster  on  earth, 

That  ever  I  saw, 
To  me  would  be  worth 

Sixpence  a  claw.  8 

So,  dear  Madam,  wait 

Till  fish  can  be  got 
At  a  reasonable  rate, 

Whether  lobster  or  not ; 
Till  the  French  and  the  Dutch 

Have  quitted  the  seas, 
Aiid  then  send  as  much 

And  as  oft  as  you  please.  16 

TO  MRS.  NEWTON. 

[Written  Sept.  16, 1781.    Published  by  Johnson,  1824.] 
A  NOBLE  theme  demands  a  noble  verse. 
In  such  I  thank  you  for  your  fine  oys*er8. 
The  ban*el  was  magnificently  large. 
But  being  sent  to  Olney  at  free  charge. 
Was  not  inserted  in  the  driver's  list. 
And  therefore  overlooked,  forgot,  or  miss'd ; 
For  when  the  messenger  whom  we  dispatched 
Enquired  for  oysters,  Hob  his  noddle  scratched ; 
Denying  that  his  waggon  or  his  wain 
Did  any  such  commodity  contain.  10 

In  consequence  of  which,  your  welcome  boon 
Did  not  arrive  till  yesterday  at  noon ; 
In  consequence  of  which  some  chanced  to  die, 
And  some,  though  very  sweet,  were  very  dry. 
Now  Madam  says,  (and  what  she  says  must  still 
Deserve  attention,  say  she  what  she  will,) 
That  what  we  call  the  Diligence,  be-case 
It  goes  to  London  with  a  swifter  pace, 
Would  better  suit  the  carriage  of  your  gift. 
Returning  downward  with  a  pace  as  swift ;  20 

And  therefore  recommends  it  with  this  aim — 
To  save  at  least  three  days, — the  price  the  same ; 
For  though  it  will  not  carry  or  convey 
For  less  than  twelve  penjie,  send  whate'er  you  may, 
For  oysters  bred  uix>n  the  salt  sea  shore, 
Packed  in  a  baiTel,  they  will  chai'ge  no  more. 


1 
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News  have  I  none  that  I  can  deign  to  write, 
Save  that  it  rain'd  prodigiously  last  night : 
And  that  ourselves  were,  at  the  seventh  hour, 
Caught  in  the  first  beginning  of  the  show'r  j        30 
But  walking^  running,  and  with  much  ado. 
Got  home — just  time  enough  to  be  wet  through. 
Yet  both  are  well,  and,  wond'rous  to  be  told, 
Soused  as  we  were,  we  yet  have  caught  no  cold ; 
And  wishing  just  the  same  good  hap  to  you, 
We  say,  good  Madam,  and  good  Sir,  Adieu ! 

[Written  in  letter  to  Newton,  Feb.,  1782.    Published  by 
Southey,  1836.] 
Let  Banister  now  lend  his  aid 

To  furnish  shoes  for  the  Baker, 
Who  has  put  down  a  pump,  with  a  lamp  on  its  head. 
For  the  use  of  the  said  Shoe-maker. 

AGAINST  INTERESTED  LOVE 

[Written  1782.    Published  from  the  copy  amonj?  the  Ash  MSS. 
in  Unpublished  Poems  qf  Cowper^  1900.] 

Who  doesnot  blush  when  charged  with  selfish  views? 

Man  boasts  for  man  a  principle  of  Love, 
But  each  with  God  a  diff'rent  course  pursues. 

Short  interest  is  the  spring  by  whidi  they  move. 
Oh  blindness  of  our  mean  and  stupid  race ! 

The  selfish  and  the  sordid  we  despise. 
And  yet  the  Love  of  God  incurs  disgrace. 

While  Love  to  man  is  soimded  to  the  skies.        8 
How  speaks  the  world  ?  in  Friendship's  sacred  cause 

A  gen'rous  service  is  its  own  reward— 
A  maxim  all  have  stamp'd  with  their  applause. 


FRAGMENT 

[Written  (?).    Published  first  here  from  the  copy  among  the 
Ash  MSS.] 

He  came  to  him  in  the  extasy  of  pray'r. 

And  pour'd  his  spirit  in  an  angel,  when 

He  led  him  by  the  hand  into  a  room, 

A  sacred  room,  and  made  him  sit  and  hear 

How  wonderful  the  lot  design'd  for  him.  5 

[Written  in  letter  to  Unwin,  Jan.  3,  1784.    Published  by 
Southey,  1836.]     * 

One  parson,  one  poet,  one  belinan,  one  crier, 
And  the  poor  poet  is  our  only  'squire. 

9, 10  rC'icrlttcn  in  A.  thus: 

How  speaks  the  world,  my  dear  and  valued  friend, 
My  recompense  is  found  in  serving  you. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN  ON  A  PAGE  OF  THE  MONTHLY  REVIEW, 
WHICH  HAD  SPOKEN  OF  MR.  NEWTON'S  OPINIONS 
AS  CANT 

[Written  1784.    Published  in  The  Record,  Feb.,  1867.] 

These  critics,  who  to  faith  no  quarter  grant, 
But  call  it  mere  hypocrisy  and  cant 
To  make  a  just  acknowledgment  of  praise, 
And  thanks  to  God  for  governing  our  ways, 
Approve  Confucius  more,  and  Zoroaster, 
Than   Christ's   own   servant,   or   that    servant's 
Master.  6 

IMPROMPTU 

ON  WRITING  A  LETTER  WITHOUT  HAVING 
ANYTHING  TO  SAY 

[Written  in  letter  toUnwin,  1786  (?)  (MS.  in  British  Museum). 
Published  by  Hayley,  1804.] 

So  have  I  seen  the  maids  in  vain 
Tumble  and  teaze  a  tangled  skein ; 
They  bite  the  lip,  they  scratch  the  head, 
And  cry  '*  the  deuce  is  in  the  thread," 
They  torture  it,  and  jerk  it  round, 
Till  the  right  end  at  last  is  found, 
Then  wind  and  wind  and  wind  away, 
And  what  was  work  is  changed  to  play.       8 

LINES  AFTER  THE  MANNER  OF  HOMER, 
DESCRIPTIVE  OF  THE  OPENING  OF  A  HAMPER 

[Written  in  letter  to  Rose,  Odt.  4. 1789.    Published  by 
Hayley,  1803.] 

The  straw-stuff'd  hamper  with  his  ruthless  steel 
He  open'd,  cutting  sheer  th'  inserted  cords 
Which  bound  the  lid  and  lip  secure.    Forth  came 
The  rustling  package  first,  bright  straw  of  wheat. 
Or  oats,  or  barley ;  next  a  bottle  green, 
Throat-full,  clear  spirits  the  contents,  distilled 
Drop  after  drop  odorous,  by  the  art 
Of  the  fair  mother  of  his  friend — the  Rose.  8 

[Written  in  letter  to  Bagot.  Feb.  26, 1791.    Published  by 
Hayley,  1803.] 

It  is  a  maxim  of  much  weight. 
Worth  conning  o'er  and  o'er — 

He.  who  has  Homer  to  translate, 
Had  need  do  nothing  more. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


APPENDIX  633 

LINES 

WRITTEN  FOR  INSERTION  IN  A  COLLECTION  OF 
HANPWRITINGS  AND  SIGNATURES  MADE  BY 
MISS  PATTY,  SISTER  OF  HANNAH  MORE 

[Written  March  ^  1792.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.    See  notes 
at  the  end  of  the  volume.] 

In  vain  to  live  from  age  to  age 
While  modem  bards  endeavour, 

I  write  my  name  in  Patty's  page 
And  gain  my  point  for  ever. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  WHO  STOLE  A  PEN 
FROM  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  STANDISH 

[Written  in  letter  to  Mrs.  King,  March  8, 1792.     Published  by 
Southey,  1836.    There  is  a  copy  among:  the  Ash  MSS.] 

Sweet  nymph,  who  art,  it  seems,  accused 

Of  stealing  George's  pen. 
Use  it  thyself,  and  having  used. 

E'en  give  it  him  again. 

The  Plume  of  his  that  has  one  scrap 

Of  thy  good  sense  express'd. 
Will  be  a  Feather  in  his  cap 

Worth  more  than  all  his  Crest.  8 


ON  A  MISTAKE  IN  HIS  TRANSLATION 
OF  HOMER 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hill  April  15,  1792.    Published  by 
Johnson,  1824.] 

CowPER  had  sinn'd  with  some  excuse, 
If,  bound  in  rhyming  tethers. 

He  had  committed  this  abuse 
Of  changing  ewes  for  wethers ; 

But,  male  for  female  is  a  trope, 

Or  rather  bold  misnomer. 
That  would  have  startled  even  Pope, 

When  he  translated  Homer. 


[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley,  May  9, 1792.    Published  by 
T.  Wright  in  Letters  of  Cotoper,  1904.] 

Away  goes  Sussex  William  with  his  pack 
Of  Buckingamian  acres  at  his  back, 
And,  as  he  trudges  off  with  Weston,  feels 
The  gentle  Ouse  cascading  at  his  heels ; 
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Then,  Buckshire  William  lifting  in  his  turn, 
Beneath  one  arm  Ouse  gathers  and  his  nm, 
Benealli  the  other  Eartham  and  her  swain, 
And  back  to  Weston,  Weston  bears  again.  8 

TO  SIR  JOHN  FENN 

[Written  in  letter  to  Johnson,  May  20,  1792.  PubliBhed  from  the 
copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.  in  Unpublished  Poems  of  Cowper, 
190O.] 

Two  omens  seem  pr(^itious  to  my  fame, 

Your  spous^  embalms  my  verse,  and  you  my  name; 

A  name,  which,  all  self-flatt'ry  far  apart. 

Belongs  to  one  who  ven'rates  in  his  heart 

The  wise  and  good,  and  therefore,  of  the  few 

Known  by  those  titles.  Sir,  both  yours  and  you.     6 

ON  THURLOW 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley,  July  4, 1792.    Published  by 
T.  Wright  in  Letters  of  Cowper,  1901] 

The  Chancellor  once  was  a  tree  full  of  fruit, 
A  tree  in  the  summer  and  fann'd  by  the  south, 

He  was  great  at  the  top  and  moist  at  the  root. 
And  ti^e  good  things  he  bore  would  drop  into 
your  mouth. 

But  since  that  his  Lordship  has  quitted  his  place, 
Steriles  numerandus  est  arbores  inter. 

And  now  to  solicit  his  favour  and  grace 
Is  searching  your  boughs  for  plums  in  the  winter. 


ON  HIS  PORTRAIT 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley.  July  15,  1792.    Published  by 
Hayley.  1803.] 

Abbot  )&  painting  me  so  true. 
That  (trust  me)  you  would  stare. 

And  hardly  know,  at  the  first  view. 
If  I  were  here,  or  there. 


ON  HIS  APPROACHING  VISIT  TO  HAYLEY 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley,  July  29, 1792.    Published  by 
Hayley,  1803.] 

Through  floods  and  flames  to  your  retreat 

I  win  my  desperate  way. 
And  when  we  meet,  if  e'er  we  meet, 

Will  echo  your  huzza ! 
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ON  HAYLEY'S  PORTRAIT 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley,  Nov.  26, 1792.    Published  by 
T.  Wright  in  Letters  of  Cowper,  1904.] 

Achilles  and  Hector  and  Homer  and  all 

When  your  face  appears  shall  come  down  from  the 

wall, 
And  mme,  theme  of  many  an  angry  remark, 
Shall  then  hide  its  pick-pocket  looks  in  the  dark. 


ON  RECEIVma  HAYLEY'S  PICTURE 

[Written  Dec.  (?),  1792.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.    There  is  a 
copy  among  the  Ash  MSS.] 

In  language  warm  as  could  be  breath'd  or  penn'd, 

Thy  picture  speaks  th'  original  my  friend; 

Not  by  those  looks  that  indicate  thy  mind — 

They  only  speak  thee  friend  of  all  mankind :       ♦ 

Expression  here  more  soothing  still  I  see, 

That  friend  of  all  a  partial  friend  to  me.  6 


THANKS  FOR  A  GIFT  OF  PHEASANTS 

[Written  in  letter  to  Johnson,  Jan.  31, 1793.    Published  by 
Johnson,  1824.] 

In  Copeman's  ear  this  truth  let  Echo  tell, — 
'*  Immortal  bards  like  mortal  pheasants  well :" 
And  when  his  clerkship's  out,  I  wish  him  herds 
Of  golden  clients  for  his  golden  birds. 


[Written  in  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh,  Feb.  10, 1793.    Published 
by  Hayley,  1803.] 

My  pens  are  all  split,  and  my  ink-glass  is  dry ; 
Neither  wit,  common  sense,  nor  ideas  have  I. 

[Written  in  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh,  March,  1793.    Published 
in  Unpublished  Poems  qf  Chtoper,  1900.] 

An  epigram  is  but  a  feeble  thing 

With  straw  in  tail,  stuck  there  by  way  of  sting.  . 

[Written  in  letter  to  Hayley,  July  7,  1793.    Published  by 
Hayley,  1803.] 

Ah  brother  Poet  !  send  me  of  your  shade. 
And  bid  the  zephyrs  hasten  to  my  aid  ! 
Or,  like  a  worm  imearth'd  at  noon,  I  go 
Dispatch'd  by  sunshine,  to  the  shades  below. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


636  APPENDIX 

EPIGRAMS  ON  HIS  GARDEN  SHED 

[Written  July  24  and  Aug.  15, 1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

I 
Beware  of  building !  I  intended 
Rough  logs  and  thatch,  and  thus  it  ended. 

II 
Instead  of  a  pound  or  two,  spending  a  mint 
Must  serve  me  at  least,  I  believe,  with  a  hint. 
That  building  and  building  a  man  may  be  driven 
At  last  out  of  doors,  and  have  no  house  to  live  in. 

ON  A  LETTER  OF  MISS  FANSHAWE 

[Written  in  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh,  Aug.  29, 1793.    Published 
by  Hayley,  1803.] 

Her  pen  drops  eloquence  as  sweet 
As  any  muse^s  ton^e  can  speak ; 

Nor  need  a  scribe  like  her  regret 
Her  want  of  Latin  or  of  Greek. 

TO  GRAVINA, 

ON  HIS  TRANSLATING  THE  AUTHOR'S  SONG  ON  A 
ROSE  INTO  ITALIAN  VERSE 

[Written  Aug.,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1808.] 

My  Rose,  Gravina,  blooms  anew. 
And,  steep'd  not  now  in  rain, 

Btlt  in  Castalian  streams  by  you, 
Will  never  fade  again. 

ON  FLAXMAN'S  PENELOPE 

[Written  Sept.,  1793.    Published  by  Hayley,  1803.] 
The  suitors  sinn'd,  but  with  a  fair  excuse, 
Whom  all  this  elegance  might  well  seduce ; 
Nor  can  our  censure  on  the  husband  fall, 
Who,  for  a  wife  so  lovely,  slew  them  all. 

ON  RECEIVING  HEYNE'S  VIRGIL  FROM 
HAYLEY 

[Written  Oct.,  1793.    Published  by  Johnson,  1815.] 
I  SHOULD  have  deem'd  it  once  an  effort  vain 
To  sweeten  more  sweet  ISiaro's  matchless  strain, 
But  from  that  eri'or  now  behold  me  free, 
Since  I  received  him  as  a  gift  from  Thee. 
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NOTES 

PEEFACE  TO   THE  FIEST  VOLUME 

[This  was  written  and  even  printed  for  issue  with  the  first 
edition  of  Cowper's  first  volume  in  1782;  but  at  the 
earnest  request  of  Johnson  the  i>ublisher  it  was  omitted 
from  the  first  edition  and  not  inserted  until  the  fifth 
edition  in  1793,  when  it  could  no  longer  injure  the  well- 
established  sale  of  Cowper's  Poems.  Some  copies  of 
the  first  edition  containing  it  are  extant.] 

When  an  Author,  by  appearing  in  print,  requests  an 
audience  of  the  Public,  and  is  upon  the  point  of  speaking 
for  himself,  whoever  presumes  to  step  before  him  with 
a  preface,  and  to  say,  "Nay,  but  hear  me  first,"  should 
have  something  worthy  of  attention  to  offer,  or  he  will  be 
justly  deemed  officious  and  impertinent.  The  judicious 
reader  has  probably,  upon  other  occasions,  been  before- 
hand with  me  in  this  reflection :  and  I  am  not  very  willing 
it  should  now  be  applied  to  me,  however  I  may  seem  to 
expose  myself  to  the  danger  of  it.  But  the  thought  of 
having  my  own  name  perpetuated  in  connexion  with  the 
name  in  the  title  page  is  so  pleasing  and  flattering  to  the 
feelings  of  my  heart,  that  I  am  content  to  risk  something 
for  the  gratification. 

This  Preface  is  not  designed  to  commend  the  Poems  to 
which  it  is  prefixed.  My  testimony  would  be  insufficient 
for  those  who  are  not  qualified  to  judge  properly  for 
themselves,  and  unnecessary  to  those  who  are.  Besides, 
the  reasons  which  render  it  improper  and  unseemly  for 
a  man  to  celebrate  his  own  performances,  or  those  of  his 
nearest  relatives,  will  have  some  influence  in  suppressing 
much  of  what  he  might  otherwise  wish  to  say  in  favour  of 
hfriendy  when  that  friend  is  indeed  an  alter  ideniy  and 
excites  almost  the  same  emotions  of  sensibility  and  affection 
as  he  feels  for  himself. 

It  is  very  probable  these  Poems  may  come  into  the 
hands  of  some  persons,  in  whom  the  sight  of  the  Author's 
name  will  awaken  a  recollection  of  incidents  and  scenes 
which,  through  length  of  time,  they  had  almost  forgotten. 
They  will  be  reminded  of  o)ie,  who  was  once  the  com- 
panion of  their  chosen  hours,  and  who  set  out  with  them 
in  early  life,  in  the  paths  which  lead  to  literary  honours, 
to  influence  and  affluence,  with  equal  prospects  of  success. 
But  he  was  suddenly  and  powerfully  withdrawn  from 
those  pursuits,  and  he  left  them  without  regret ;  yet  not 
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till  he  h^  sufficient  opportunity  of  counting  the  cost,  and 
of  knowing  the  value  of  what  he  gave  up.  If  happiness 
could  have  been  found  in  classical  attainments,  in  an 
elegant  taste,  in  the  exertions  of  wit^  fancy,  and  genius, 
and  in  the  esteem  and  converse  of  such  persons  as  in  these 
respects  were  most  congenial  with  himself,  he  would  have 
been  happy.  But  he  was  not — He  wondered  (as  thousands 
in  a  similar  »tuation  still  do)  that  he  should  continue  dis- 
satisfied, with  all  the  means  apparently  conducive  to 
satisfaction  within  his  reach— But  in  due  time  the  cause 
of  his  disappointment  was  discovered  to  him —He  had 
lived  without  God  in  the  world.  In  a  memorable  hour, 
the  wisdom  which  is  from  above  visited  his  heart.  Then 
he  felt  himself  a  wanderer,  and  then  he  found  a  guide. 
Upon  this  change  of  views,  a  change  of  plan  and  conduct 
followed  of  course.  When  he  saw  the  busy  and  the  gay 
world  in  its  true  light,  he  left  it  with  as  little  reluctance 
as  a  prisoner,  when  called  to  liberty,  leaves  his  dungeon. 
Not  that  he  became  a  Cynic  or  an  Ascetic— A  heart  filled 
with  love  to  God,  will  assuredly  breathe  benevolence  to 
men.  But  the  turn  of  his  temper  inclining  liim  to  rural 
life,  he  indulged  it,  and  the  providence  of  God  evidently 
preparing  his  way  and  marking  out  his  retreat,  he  retired 
into  the  country.  By  these  steps  the  good  hand  of  God, 
unknown  to  me,  was  providing  for  me  one  of  the  principal 
blessings  of  my  life ;  a  friend  and  a  counsellor,  in  whose 
company  for  almost  seven  years,  though  we  were  seldom 
seven  successive  waking  hours  separated,  I  always  found 
new  pleasure.  A  friend,  who  was  not  only  a  comfort  to 
myself,  but  a  blessing  to  the  affectionate  poor  people, 
among  whom  I  then  lived. 

Some  time  after  inclination  had  thus  removed  him  from 
the  hurry  and  bustle  of  life,  he  was  still  more  secluded 
by  a  long  indisposition,  and  my  pleasure  was  succeeded 
by  a  proportionable  degree  of  anxiety  and  concern.  But 
a  hope,  that  the  God  whom  he  served  would  support  him 
under  his  affliction,  and  at  length  vouchsafe  him  a  happy 
deliverance,  never  forsook  me.  The  desirable  crisis,  I 
trust,  is  now  nearly  approaching.  The  dawn,  the  presage 
of  returning  day,  is  already  arrived.  He  is  again  enabled 
to  resume  his  pen,  and  some  of  the  first  fruits  of  his 
recovery  are  here  presented  to  the  public.  In  his  principal 
subjects,  the  same  acumen  which  distinguished  him  in  the 
early  period  of  life,  is  happily  employed  in  illustrating 
and  enforcing  the  truths  of  which  he  received  such  deep 
and  unalterable  impressions  in  his  maturer  years.  His 
satire,  if  it  may  be  called  so,  is  benevolent,  (like  the 
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operations  of  the  skilful  and  humane  surgeon,  who  wounds 
only  to  heal)  dictated  by  a  just  regard  for  the  honour  of 
God,  an  indignant  grief  eitcited  by  the  profligacy  of  the 
age,  and  a  tender  compassion  for  the  souls  of  men. 

His  favourite  topics  are  least  insisted  on  in  the  piece 
entitled  Table  Talk ;  which  therefore,  with  some  regard 
to  the  prevailing  taste,  and  that  those  who  are  governed 
by  it  may  not  be  discouraged  at  the  very  threshold  from 
proceeding  farther,  is  placed  first.  In  most  of  the  larger 
Poems  which  follow,  his  leading  design  is  more  explicitly 
avowed  and  pursued.  He  aims  to  communicate  his  own 
perceptions  of  the  truth,  beauty,  and  influence  of  the 
religion  of  the  Bible.— A  religion  which,  however  dis- 
credited by  the  misconduct  of  many  who  have  not  re- 
nounced the  Christian  name,  proves  itself,  when  rightly 
understood,  and  cordially  embraced,  to  be  the  grand 
desideratum,  which  alone  can  relieve  the  mind  ^f  man 
from  painful  and  unavoidable  anxieties,  inspire  it  with 
stable  peace  and  solid  hope,  and  furnish  those  motives 
and  prospects  which,  in  the  present  state  of  things,  are 
absolutely  necessary  to  produce  a  conduct  worthy  of  a 
rational  creature,  distinguished  by  a  vastness  of  capacity, 
which  no  assemblage  of  earthly  good  can  satisfy,  and  by 
a  principle  and  pre-intimation  of  immortality. 

At  a  time  when  hypothesis  and  conjecture  in  philosophy 
are  so  justly  exploded,  and  little  is  considered  as  deserving 
the  name  of  knowledge,  which  will  not  stand  the  test  of 
experiment,  the  very  use  of  the  term  experimental,  in 
religious  concernments,  is  by  too  many  unhappily  rejected 
with  disgust.  But  we  well  know,  that  they  who  afifect  to 
despise  the  inward  feelings  which  religious  persons  speak 
of,  and  to  treat  them  as  enthusiasm  and  folly,  have  inward 
feelings  of  their  own,  which,  though  they  would,  they 
cannot  suppress.  We  have  been  too  long  in  the  secret 
ourselves  to  account  the  proud,  the  ambitious,  or  the 
voluptuous,  happy.  We  must  lose  the  remembrance  of 
what  we  once  were,  before  we  can  believe,  that  a  man 
is  satisfied  with  himself,  merely  because  he  endeavours 
to  appear  so.  A  smile  upon  the  face  is  often  but  a  mask 
worn  occasionally  and  in  company,  to  prevent,  if  possible, 
a  suspicion  of  what  at  the  same  time  is  passing  in  the 
heart.  We  know  that  there  are  people,' who  seldom  smile 
when  they  are  alone,  who  therefore  are  glad  to  hide  them- 
selves in  a  throng  from  the  violence  of  their  own  reflec- 
tions; and  who,  while  by  their  looks  and  their  language 
they  wish  to  persuade  us  they  are  happy,  would  be  glad 
to  change  their  conditions  with  a  dog.    But  in  defiance 
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of  all  their  efforts,  they  continue  to  think,  forebode,  and 
tremble.  This  we  know,  for  it  has  been  our  own  state, 
and  therefore  we  know  how  to  commiserate  it  in  others. 
From  this  state  the  Bible  relieved  us  ~ When  we  were  led 
to  read  it  with  attention,  we  found  ourselves  described. — 
We  learnt  the  causes  of  our  inquietude— we  were  directed 
to  a  method  of  relief— we  tried,  and  we  were  not  dis- 
appointed, 

Deus  nobis  Jkbc  otia  fecit. 

We  are  now  certain  that  the  gospel  of  Christ  is  the 
power  of  God  unto  salvation,  to  every  one  that  beUeveth. 
It  has  reconciled  us  to  God,  and  to  ourselves,  to  our  duty, 
and  our  situation.  It  is  the  balm  and  cordial  of  the  present 
life,  and  a  sovereign  antidote  against  the  fear  of  death. 

Sed  hdcteniis  h(BC,  Some  smaller  pieces  upon  less  im- 
portant subjects  close  the  volume.  Not  one  of  them 
I  believe  was  written  with  a  view  to  publication,  but  I  was 
unwilling  they  should  be  omitted. 

John  Newton. 

Charles  Square,  Hoxton, 
February  18, 1782, 

TABLE  TALK 

Page  1.  A  fragment  containing  the  first  28  lines  is 
among  the  Ash  MSS. ;  in  1.  15  it  has  a  variant,  *  sound 
both  heart  and  root'  for  'of  unshaken  root.' 

3  115.  Thus,  free  from  censure  (overaw'd  by  fear)]  All 
early  editions  omit  the  brackets,  which  Southey  first 
inserted.  Though  not  absolutely  necessary,  they  make 
the  sense  of  the  line  at  once  apparent. 

6  201.  Briton's  1782-1793  iBnteLin'a  1794-1800.  Britain 
occurs  as  late  as  the  1722  edition  of  Camden's  Britannia, 
meaning  *  Briton';  but  it  is  probably  a  misprint  in  these 
editions  of  Oowper. 

7  276.  Courage,  in  arms]  I  have  inserted  the  comma. 
298.  1800  wrongly  inserts  a  comma  after  *  grant ', 
301.  Too]  To  1800, 

8  365,  6.  Southey  punctuates  with  a  comma  after  *bay' 
and  a  semicolon  after  'perplex'd'  against  all  the  early 
editions ;  he  thus  gets  an  easier  sense,  but  breaks  the 
couplet  contrary  to  Cowper's  usual  practice. 

11  488.  borne]  born  1793-1800, 

12  562.  chose;]  chose,  1782,  1786,  1798\ 

13  583.  paddoc]  paddock  yjrs^  in  1803. 

14  619.  lumber]  lumber'd  1800. 

16  689.  muses'  1793-1800 ;  muses  1782-1788 :  Muse's 
Fhntliey. 

16  710, 11.  1782,  J7S^ punctuate  with  commas  after  'goal' 
and  *roir ;  1793-1800  with  semicolon  after  'goal',  comma 
after  *roll'.  inserting  also  a  comma  after  *0r  . 

75.3.  Ae\.\g\ii,1782-1'}86'.  delight;  1787, 1788:  delight. 
1793-1800. 
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PROGRESS  OF  ERROR 

18  27.  fatalist's]  fatalists  all  early  editions. 
37.  conscience]  conscious  1800, 

28  491.  hair-brain'd]  hare-brain'd  1782-1787. 

29  536.1782-1788  place  the  comma  after  *  child  ^ 
1793-1800  after  *  contradiction ' ;  the  punctuation  of  the 
earlier  editions,  to  which  1803  returns,  is  clearly  right. 

TRUTH 

33  125.  grows  1782-1788, 1803:  grows;  1793-1800,  The 
semicolon  olunts  the  point  of  the  couplet. 

35  197.  obli^tions]  obligation's  1798^^  1800. 

86  231.  despise ;]  despise.  aU  efirly  editions. 

37  282.  as]  has  1786. 

40  417.  passions]  passion's  1800. 

433.  libertine  profess'd,  1782-1788, 1803 :  libertine, 
professed  1793-1800. 

42  528j  9.  All  early  editions  and  Southey  punctuate  with 
a  full  point  after  '  sought ' ;  1793-1800  further  obscure  the 
sense  by  placing  a  comma  after  *  still '. 

EXPOSTULATION 

52  390-413.  Instead  of  these  lines  the  following  were 
originally  written  and  printed : 

Hast  thou  admitted  with  a  blind,  fond  trust. 

The  lie  that  burn'd  thy  father's  bones  to  dust, 

That  first  adjudg'd  them  heretics,  then  sent 

Their  souls  to  Heav'n,  and  curs'd  them  as  they  went  ? 

The  lie  that  Scripture  strips  of  its  disguise. 

And  execrates  above  all  other  lies. 

The  lie  that  claps  a  lock  on  mercy's  plan, 

And  gives  the  key  to  yon  infirm  old  man, 

Who  once  insconc'd  in  apostolic  chair 

Is  deified,  and  sits  omniscient  there  ; 

The  lie  that  knows  no  kindred,  owns  no  friend 

But  him  that  makes  its  progress  his  chief  end, 

That  having  spilt  much  blood,  makes  that  a  boast, 

And  canonizes  him  that  sheds  the  most  ? 

Away  with  charity  that  sooths  a  lie, 

And  thrusts  the  truth  with  scorn  and  anger  by ; 

Shame  on  the  candour  and  the  gracious  smile 

Bestow'd  on  them  that  light  the  martyrs  pile, 

While  insolent  disdain  in  frowns  express'd, 

Attends  the  tenets  that  endur'd  that  test : 

Grant  them  the  rights  of  men,  and  while  they  cease 

To  vex  the  peace  of  others,  grant  them  peace. 

But  trusting  bigots  whose  false  zeal  has  made 

Treach'ry  their  duty,  thou  art  self-betray'd. 

Thinking  that  they  were  too  strongly  expressed  and 

Y 
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wuuld  give  grave  offence,  Cowper  cancelled  them  and  auh- 
btituted  the  lines  which  stand  in  the  text.  Some  copies 
of  the  first  edition  are  extant  containing  the  original 
lines,  either  uncancelled  or  together  with  the  substituted 
passage  on  a  cancel  leaf. 
58  466.  borne]  bom  1793-1800. 

HOPE 

64  207.  devotes]  dovotes  1800. 

66  301.  (Oh  cast  them  from  thee !)]  The  brackets  were 
first  added  in  1793. 

68  385.  divines]  devines  1800. 

78  627.  None  of  the  early  editions  punctuate  rightly. 
1782i  1786  place  a  comma  after  *wall  ,  but  a  full  point 
after  'spare';  1787-1803  place  a  semicolon  after  'wall' 
and  a  full  point  or  mark  of  exclamation  after  *  spare  \ 
Southey  punctuated,  'And  smite  the  untemper'd  wall,  'tis 
death  to  spare,'. 

CHARITY 

76  motto.  Quo  1798^ :  Qua  rest. 
84  366.  Th'  o'erflowing]  The  o'erflowing  1800. 
87  526.  Scrib.]  Scrib  first  in  1803.    There  is  no  reason 
for  omitting  the  mark  of  abbreviation. 

CONVERSATION 

93  167.  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude ;  1793- 
1798,  1800:  at  the  bottom,' barb'rous  still  and  rude, 
1782-1788 :  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude,  1799, 
1803. 

100  474.  polite ;]  polite,  all  early  editions. 

108  642.  speed,]  All  early  editions  omit  the  comma, 
thus  obscuring  the  sense  of  the  passage. 

104  664.  And]  And,  1793-1800. 

108  862.  reelings,]  All  early  editions  omit  the  comma. 

RETTREl^IENT 

112  121.  amidst]  amid  1782-1793. 
128  633.  he  proves,  1782, 1786 :  1757-i505  wrongly  omit 
the  comma. 

THE    TASK 

Book  1—182  136.  stile]  style  1798\  1800. 

184  239.  scite]  All  early  editions  have  this  curious  form 
of  '  site ' 

148  633  note.  Omai  1785,  1786,  1798\  1803 :  Omia  rest. 
All  editions  read  'Omai'  in  the  Argument  of  the  book. 
That  various  forms  of  the  name  were  current  is  shown  by 
the  following  extract  from  Miss  Bumey's  Early  Diary 
(Sept.  1,  1774:  ed.  1889,  vol.  i.  p.  311):  "the  capital  friend 
and  favourite  of  Omai,  or  Omiah,  or  Omy,  or  Jack,  for  my 
brother  says  he  is  called  by  all  those  names  on  board  '•. 
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145  743.  ordinance]  ordonance  1785 :  ordonnance  1786^ 

1788. 

748.  hassocks]  hassocs  1793-1800. 

754.  borne  1785-1788,  1798\  1803 ;  born  red. 

Book  11—147  53.  the]  th'  1800  (8m). 

150  190.  homogeneal]  homogenial  1798",  1800, 

160  651.  feed]  feel  1799. 

Book  III— 160  222.  works  i755, 1786:  y^orks,  1787-1800. 
160  224.  him]  him  1785-1788. 
174  495.  fog]  fogg  1800  {8vo). 

Book  IV— 182  1,4.  The  punctuation  in  the  textisthatof 
1793-1800.    1785  punctuates  thus :  *Hark !  'tis  the  twang- 

ing  horn !  o'er  yonder  bridge reflected  bright,'  with 

which  1786-1788  agree,  except  that  they  place  a  semicolon 
instead  of  a  comma  after  *Dright'  and  1787,  1788  add  a 
comma  after  '  bridge '. 

Book  V— 217  820.  new-created]  new  created  1798\  1800 
(8vo). 

Book  VI— 226  317.  beach]  beech  1785, 1786. 
TIROCINIUM 

245  128.  The  colon  after  *man'  is  in  1798^  alone  of  the 
early  editions ;  the  rest  have  a  full  point. 
131.  borne]  bom  1793-1800. 

248  271.  Or  if,  by  nature  sober,]  1785-1788,  1803  have 
no  comma  after  *if  ;  1793-1800,  trying  to  make  the  mean- 
ing more  obvious,  reduce  the  passage  to  nonsense  by 
placing  a  comma  after  *0r'.  I  nave  inserted  the  comma 
after  'if,  to  make  misunderstanding  impossible* 

252  455.  abhorrence]  abhorrence  1800  (Sw). 

MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 

The  preface  prefixed  by  Croft  to  his  edition  of  the  early 
poems  of  Cowper  (1825)  is  as  follows : 

As  it  may  be  expected  to  mention  the  lady  to  whom 
the  following  Poems  are  addressed,  it  may  not  be  deemed 
improper,  at  the  same  time,  to  notice  the  circumstances 
which  occasioned  them.  The  Life  of  Cowper  having  been 
already  written,  it  is  not  necessary  to  repeat  what  his 
biographers  have  so  ably  done ;  but  if  there  is  any  thing 
relative  to  this  great  genius,  which  could  not  be  known  at 
the  time  when  his  Life  was  published,  it  will  not  be  amiss 
to  mention  the  same,  as  every  act  of  Cowper  cannot  but 
be  interesting.  The  lady  to  whom  these  Poems  are 
addressed,  imder  the  name  of  Delia,  was  the  second 
daughter  of  Ashley  Cowper,  son  of  the  Judge,  and  nephew 
of  Lord  Chancellor  Cowper.  This  lady  (Miss  Theodora 
Jane  Cowper)  was  first  cousin  to  the  Poet,  the  son  of  the 
Kevereud  Doctor  Cowper,  Rector  of  Great  Berkhamstead, 
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and  brother  to  Ashley  Cowper.  The  Poet  formed  an  early 
attachment  for  his  cousin  Theodora,  an  accomplished 
woman,  with  an  elegant  person,  and  possessing  a  superior 
understanding. 

With  such  qualities,  it  is  no  wonder  that  he  conceived 
a  strong  affection  for  her ;  and  the  lady,  sensible  of  her 
cousin's  amiable  disposition,  regarded  him  with  equal 
affection.  But,  unfortunately,  her  father,  from  an  idea 
that  the  union  of  persons  so  nearly  related  was  improper, 
refused  to  accede  to  the  wishes  of  his  daughter  and 
nephew ;  and  as  the  former,  from  a  strong  sense  of  filial 
duty,  would  not  consent  to  unite  herself  to  her  cousin 
without  the  approbation  of  her  father,  the  happiness  they 
had  promised  to  themselves  was  altogether  prevented. 

But,  though  frustrated  in  their  .wishes,  they  did  not 
cease  to  love,  nor  occasionally  to  meet.  At  this  time  these 
Poems  were  addressed  to  her  on  whose  aflfections  the  Poet 
liad  placed  all  his  happiness,  still  indulging  the  hope  of 
possessing  the  object  of  his  love.  But  it  proved,  alas ! 
otherwise,  as  appears  by  the  poem  in  which  he  speaks 
so  feelingly  of  his  separation  from  her:  after  which,  it 
was  their  fate  never  to  meet  again. 

In  consequence  of  this  disappointment,  and  other  cir- 
cumstances, he  gave  up  his  professional  pursuits,  and 
retired  into  the  country,  with  a  depression  of  spirits 
which  continued  at  times  to  afifect  this  amiable  person  to 
the  end  of  his  life. 

To  the  credit  of  the  lady,  she  remained  constant  to  him 
on  whom  she  had  placed  her  aflfections.  Neither  time  nor 
absence  could  diminish  her  attachment.  She  preserved 
with  the  greatest  care,  for  many  years,  these  pleasing 
memorials  of  the  beloved  author;  when,  for  reasons 
known  only  to  herself,  she  sent  them  in  a  sealed  packet 
to  a  lady  (her  particular  friend,)  Avith  directions  not  to 
be  opened  till  after  her  decease.  This  took  place  on  the 
twenty-second  of  last  October,  and  her  friend  having  died 
a  short  time  previous  to  that  event,  her  executors  sent 
the  packet  to  me  with  other  articles,  according  to  the 
directions  of  that  lady. 

The  Poems,  though  not  equal  to  his  later  productions, 
yet  appeared  to  me  to  possess  the  sweet  muse  of  this 
delightful  Poet,  in  no  small  degree.  Nevertheless,  on 
first  reading  them,  much  as  I  know  any  productions  of 
Cowper  would  gratify  his  many  admirers,  yet  I  did  not 
feel  disposed  to  make  them,  public,  fearing  that  my  par- 
tiality might  lead  me  to  set  a  value  upon  them  beyond 
their  .merit ;  -and, .  knowing .  they  could  not  ^dd .  to  his 
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reputation,  I  was  fearful  of  doing  any  thing  to  diminish 
the  high  character  his  poetry  had  so  justly  acquired.  Not 
wishing,  however,  to  deprive  the  public  of  any  thing  so 
interesting,  and  yet  dreading  to  do  any  thing  to  lessen  the 
fame  of  this  admired  Poet,  I  resolved  to  take  the  opinion 
of  those  whose  judgment  was  superior  to  mine,  and  so 
necessary  to  guide  me  in  a  point  of  this  delicate  nature. 
Under  this  impression,  I  placed  them  in  the  hands  of 
some  friends  highly  distinguished  for  talents  and  judg- 
ment. 

Sanctioned  by  such  authority,  I  shall  feel  most  happy 
in  having  it  in  my  power  to  gratify  the  admirers  of  Cowper 
with  these  his  early  productions,  trusting  they  will  afford 
as  much  delight  to  their  readers,  as  they  have  to 

Your  obedient  servant, 

J.  C. 

264  Pisalm,  cxxxvii.  Some  modern  editors  unnecessarily 
entitle  this  *  Translation  of  Psalm  cxxxvii'.  Croft  and 
Southey  head  it  as  in  the  text. 

271  ^ Delia.  tK  unkindest  girl  on  earth*  13.  Brace's 
reading  *Yes  is  not  necessary ;  *Yet'  refers  back  to  and 
meets  the  objection  anticipated  in  11.  9, 10  (*  however  odd 
it  may  appear  to  say ').  Possiblv  we  should  place  a  dash 
after  *  dear  \  and  another  after  '^prey  *  instead  of  the  full 
point,  thus  making  11.  9-12  parenthetical ;  but  such  a 
parenthesis  would  be  an  unusual  complication  in  the 
simple  stracture  of  Cowper 's  juvenile  poems. 

276  28.  Then]  Canon  Benham  perhaps  rightly  reads 
'There'. 

276  Ode  1.  Thou  Southey :  The  Oroft. 

5.  warblings  Southey :  waters  Oroft, 
With  great  reluctance  I  have  adopted  the  two  emen- 
dations proposed  by  Southey;  'undulating  warblings'  is 
an  almost  intolerable  expression,  but  *  water '  cannot  refer 
to  the  sounds  of  a  lyre,  and  it  is  clear  that  the  first  verse 
is  intended  as  an  invocation  to  the  Ijrre,  not  as  a  statement 
about  the  Hebrus.  I  thought  of  retaining  Croft's  readings 
and  including  11.  5,  6  in  brackets ;  they  would  then  be  a 
feeble  and  untrae  parenthetical  reflection  on  the  river. 
But  the  brackets  make  little  or  no  improvement  in  the 
sense  of  the  verse  and  complicate  its  structure. 

279  26.  set]  It  is  quite  possible  that  Cowper  wrote  *  sat ;' 
cp.  what  may  be  a  similar  confusion  in  The  Dog  and  the 
Water-Lily  1. 23  (p.  383),  where  all  early  editions  read  *sat' 
instead  of  the  more  usual  'set'. 

28416.  The  reading  of  all  previous  editions  'safer' 
yields  little  or  no  meaning ;  '  suffer '  is  so  slight  an  alter- 
ation, and  makes  such  good  sense,  that  I  have  not  hesitated 
to  put  it  into  the  text  on  my  own  authority. 

2SB8  Ode,  This  is  printed  exactly  as  it  appeared  in  the 
St,  James*  Magazine,  with  three  exceptions :  1.  12  a  comma 
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is  omitted  after  *  words ',  1.  24  *  fancy '  is  given  an  initial 
capital,  1.  71  Southey's  emendation  'wreath'  is  adopted  for 
the  misprint  'wreathe'.  Southey  and  later  editors  some- 
what blunted  the  point  of  the  Ode,  such  as  it  is,  by  neglect- 
ing the  intentional  abuse  of  capitals  (see  11.  32,  47,  52);  and 
some  misprints  such  as  'mouldering'  for  ^smould'ring' 
(1.  56),  have  crei>t  in.  The  evidence  for  Cowper's  author- 
ship is  that  in  his  only  authenticated  contribution  to  the 
magazine,  a  Dissertation  on  the  Modern  Ode,  signed  W.C., 
he  promised  a  specimen  Ode ;  and  in  the  next  number 
this  Ode  appeared,  signed  however  L.  Southey,  followed 
by  later  editors,  considered  this  suflScient  proof  that  the 
Ode  was  Cowper  s. 

297  The  Pine-Apple  and  the  Bee,  There  is  another 
MS.  copy  of  this  in  the  possession  of  Canon  Cowper 
Johnson,  containing  the  following  variations:  7  Urg'd] 
Push'd.    9  still]  all.    10  onlypervious]  pervious  only. 

On  the  Promotion  of  Thnrloio.  There  is  a  MS.  copy 
in  the  possession  of  Canon  Cowper  Johnson,  containing 
only  one  variation :  14  sprang]  sprung. 

299  Yearly  Distress,  This  was  printed  in  the  General 
Evening  Post  in  1783,  but  I  have  been  unable  to  collate 
this  version..  In  1.  7  1800,  1803  read  'sithe'  for  'scythe'; 
in  21  they  have  a  comma  after  'all.' 

809  Love  of  the  World  Reproved;  The  version  printed 
in  The  Gentleman's  Magazine  supplies  the  following 
variants :  2  abstain  from]  beware  of.  4  follower  or  friend. 
13  And]  So.    15  straight  arose]  therefore  rose.    32  and]  or. 

817  Anti-Thdyphmora.  The  text  reproduces  the  edition 
of  1781,  our  only  authority,  but  the  'e'  of  a  few  preterite 
forms  in  -ed  has  been  elided  in  conformity  with  the  rest, 
and  the  following  small  alterations  have  been  made : 
127  founders']  founders  1781,  129  few :]  few,  1781.  169  To 
horse!]  To  horse  1781.  Southey  and  modern  editors, 
perhaps  rightlv,  make  the  speech  which  begins  at  1.  99 
end  at  1.  1^ :  but  I  follow  the  indications  of  1781,  which 
has  ending  quotation  marks  after  1.  1 18,  though  it  has  no 
beginning  marks  in  I.  99. 

824  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  4,  5.  The  text  follows  the 
punctuation  of  the  MS. ;  1824  punctuates  with  no  comma 
after  'away  *  and  a  comma  after  *  Futurity.' 

825  Heroism.    Cowper  originally  entitled  this  'Aetna.' 
829  Friendship.    Cowper  wrote  this  poem  for  insertion 

in  his  first  volume,  but  omitted  it  at  his  publisher's 
request.    The  version  printed  by  Hayley  is  as  follows : 

What  virtue  can  we  name,  or  grace. 
But  men  unqualified  and  base, 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Profusion  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart ; 

And  dullness  of  discretion. 

But  as  the  gem  of  richest  cost 
Ts  ever  counterfeited  most ; 
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So  always  imitation 
Employs  the  utmost  skill  she  can 
To  counterfeit  the  faithful  man, 

The  friend  of  long  duration. 
Some  will  pronounce  me  too  severe, 
But  long  experience  speaks  me  clear. 

Therefore,  that  censure  scorning, 
I  will  proceed  to  mark  the  shelves, 
On  which  so  many  dash  themselves, 

And  give  the  simple  warning. 
Youth,  unadmonish'd  by  a  guide, 
Will  trust  to  any  fair  outside : — 

An  error  soon  corrected ! 
For  who,  but  learns,  with  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smoothest  ho  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected  ? 
But  here  again  a  danger  lies ; 
Lest,  thus  deluded  by  our  eyes. 

And  taking  trash  for  treasure, 
We  should,  when  undeceiv'd,  conclude 
Friendship  imaginary  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure. 
An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is.  yet  no  subject  of  despair ; 

Nor  should  it  seem  distressful, 
If  either  on  forbidden  ground. 
Or,  where  it  was  not  to  be  found, 

We  sought  it  unsuccessful. 
No  friendship  will  abide  the  test, 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest 

And  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such,  as  may  awhile  subsist 
'Twixt  sensualist  and  sensualist. 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 
Who  hopes  a  friend,  should  have  a  heart 
Himself,  well  fumish'd  for  the  part. 

And  ready  on  occasion 
To  show  the  virtue  that  he  seeks ; 
For  'tis  an  union,  that  bespeaks 

A  just  reciprocation. 
A  fretful  temper  will  divide 
The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied. 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrosion : 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  explosion. 
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In  vain  the  talkative  unite 
With  hope  of  permanent  delight : 

The  secret  just  committed 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate. 
Forgetting  its  important  weight, 

And  by  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe'er  the  prospect  seems, 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  dreams, 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in. 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed, 
May  prove  a  dangerous  foe  indeed. 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping. 

.   As  envy  pines  at  good  possess'd. 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distressed, 

On  good,  that  seems  approaching ; 
And,  if  success  his  steps  attend, 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend. 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name, 
Unless  belied  by  common  fame, 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel ; 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displays 
So  much  of  loss  to  their  own  praise. 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel. 

A  man  renowned  for  repartee. 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling, 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breast, 
And  tell  you,  'twas  a  special  jest. 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing. 

Beware  of  tatlers !  keep  your  ear 
Close  stopt  against  the  tales  they  bear. 

Fruits  of  their  own  invention  ! 
The  separation  of  chief  friends 
Is  what  their  kindness  most  intends ; 

Their  sport  is  your  dissension. 

Friendship  that  wantonly  admits  * 

A  joco-serious  play  of  wits 

In  brilliant  altercation. 
Is  union  such  as  indicates. 
Like  hand-in-hand  insurance-plates, 

Danger  of  conflagration. 

Some  fickle  creatures  boast  a  soul 
True  as  the  ne^le  to  the  pole ; 
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Yet  shifting,  like  the  weather, 
The  needle's  constancy  forego 
For  any  novelty,  and  show- 
Its  variations  rather. 
Insensibility  makes  some 
Unseasonably  deaf  and  dumb. 

When  most  you  need  their  pity. 
Tis  waiting,  till  the  tears  shall  fall 
From  Gog  and  Magog  in  Guildhall, 

Those  playthings  of  the  City. 
The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  terms  of  amity  complete  : 

Th'  attempt  would  scarce  be  madder, 
Should  any,  from  the  bottom,  hope 
At  one  huge  stride,  to  reach  the  top 

Of  an  erected  ladder. 
Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix  . 
Their  het'rogeneous  politics 

Without  an  efifervescence. 
Such  as  of  salts  with  lemon-juice. 
But  which  is  rarely  known  t'  induce. 

Like  that,  a  coalescence. 
Religion  should  extinguish  strife, 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life : 

But  even  those,  who  differ 
Only  on  topics  left  at  large. 
How  fiercely  will  they  meet  and  charge ! 

No  combatants  are  stiffer. 
To  prove,  alas !  my  main  intent, 
Needs  no  great  cost  of  argument, 

No  cutting  and  contriving. 
Seeking  a  real  friend  we  seem 
T'  adopt  the  chjonist's  golden  dream 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving. 
Then  judge  before  you  choose  your  man, 
As  circumspectly  as  you  can, 

And,  having  made  election, 
See  that  no  disrespect  of  yours, 
Such,  as  a  friend  but  ill  endures, 

Enfeeble  his  affection. 
It  is  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone. 
An  architect  requires  alone, 

To  finish  a  great  building ; 
The  palace  were  but  half  complete. 
Could  he  by  any  chance  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 

y3 
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As  similarity  of  mind, 

Or  something  not  to  be  defined, 

First  rivets  our  attention ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polite, 
The  same  we  practised  at  first  sight. 

Must  save  it  from  declension. 

The  man  who  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit, 
Is  such  a  friend,  that  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed, 

To  pardon,  or  to  bear  it. 

Some  friends  make  this  their  prudent  plan- 
"  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can  I " 

Safe  policy,  but  hateful  1 
So  banf^n  sands  imbibe  the  show'r. 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flow'r. 

Unpleasant,  and  ungrateful. 

They  whisper  trivial  things,  and  small ; 
But  to  communicate  at  all 

Things  serious,  deem  improper. 
Their  fseculence  and  froth  they  show, 
But  keep  their  best  contents  below. 

Just  like  a  simm'ring  copper. 

These  samples  (for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evils,  yet  unmention'd) 
May  prove  the  task,  a  task  indeed. 
In  which  *tis  much,  if  we  succeed. 

However  well-intention'd. 

Pursue  the  theme,  and  you  shall  find 
A  disciplined  aiid  furnish'd  mind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And,  after  summing  all  the  rest, 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient. 

True  friendship  has  in  short  a  grace 
More  than  terrestrial  in  its  face. 

That  proves  it  Heav'n-descended : 
Man's  love  of  woman  not  so  pure. 
Nor  when  sincerest,  so  secure, 

To  last  till  life  is  ended. 
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387  To  Miss  Creiize,  The  undated  letter  to  Unwin  in 
which  this  occurs  is  shown  by  internal  evidence  to  belong 
to  Oct.  or  Nov.,  1780.  Cowper  is  still  much  excited  by 
Thduphtho^'a  (published  1780),  and  mentions  a  review  of  it 
which  has  begun  to  appear  in  the  October  (1780)  number 
of  the  Monthly  Review^  and  which  he  has  not  seen  until 
the  letter  is  finished;  he  gives  his  opinion  of  the 
review  in  a  rhyming  postscript  (see  p.  629).  Southey 
misplaced  the  letter  among  the  letters  of  1786,  but  noticed 
his  mistake  in  time  to  add  a  note  of  the  true  date  in  his 
analytical  table  of  contents.  Mr.  "Wright  did  not  see 
Southey 's  correction  and  places  the  letter  in  1786.  It 
may  be  worth  while  to  point  out  that  the  letter  immedi- 
ately following  this,  in  the  bound  MS.  volume,  dated 
Dec.  24,  1780,  occurs  twice  in  the  editions  of  Soutney  and 
Mr.  Wright ;  once,  dated,  in  its  proper  place  (Southey 
iv.  54,  Wright  i.  249);  again,  undated,  among  the  letters 
of  1786  (Southey  vi.  4,  Wright  iii.  84). 

842  The  Distressed  Travellers,  The  two  letters  from 
Cowper  of  Aug.  12  and  Aug.  27^  1782,  to  Lady  Austen 
and  Unwin,  maice  the  date  of  this  poem  almost  certain. 
(See  Wright,  Letters  of  Cowper  ii.  6-9).  The  letter  of 
Aug.  12  begins  with  the  poem,  *  To  watch  the  storms,  and 
hear  the  sky '  (p.  341). 

344  Royal  Geoige,  The  MS.  in  the  British  Museum 
(from  which  Hayley  probably  printed),  is  written  in  three 
six-line  stanzas.  The  six-line  stanza  looks  cumbrous  in 
print ;  but  the  division  into  three  twelve-line  stanzas 
both  adheres  more  closely  to  the  MS.  and  displays  the 
triple  division  of  the  poem  far  more  clearly  than  the  nine 
four-line  verses  into  which  all  editors,  following  Hayley, 
have  divided  it.  It  was  obviously  with  intention  that 
Cowper  closed  each  of  the  three  stanzas  with  a  recital  of 
the  most  appalling  incident  of  the  disaster— the  loss  of 
eight  hundred  men  ;  and  the  effect  of  this  threefold  iter- 
ation is  lost  if  the  poem  is  printed  in  four-line  verses. 

346  John  Gilpin,  The  variant  readings  from  the  MS. 
and  the  first  edition  (Public  Advertiser  (PA.))  are  as 
follows :  (where  no  autnoritv  for  the  variant  is  given,  it 
is  in  both  the  MS.  and  the  first  edition)  22  doth]  does 
28  both]  so  PA,  42  folks  PA,  51  head]  face  56  trouble 
him]  grieve  him  still  59  screaming  came  down  stairs] 
scream'd  into  his  ears  67  that]  which  69  a  .  . .  ear]  two 
. .  .  ears  71  And  .  .  .  a]  He  .  .  .  one  85  he  cried]  did  cry 
88  and]  or  93  His]  The  in  that  sort]  had  before 
94  Had]  Been  been  before]  in  this  kind 
95,  96  Affrighted  fled  and  as  he  flew 
Left  all  the  world  behind. 
PA.  prints  97-100  before  93-96.  128  they]  he  131  all 
might  see  the  bottle-necks]  still  the  bottlenecks  were 
left  132  Still]  Both  149  yet]  ah  159  Friend's  PA, 
161  amaz'd]  surprized  162  neighbour  in  such  trim]  friend 
in  such  a  trim  165  your]  the  166  Make  haste  and  tell 
me  all  172  ffuise]  strains  182  flow'd]  droop'd  190  upon] 
about    194  all  the  world  would]  folks  would  gape  and 
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197  So,  turning]  Then  speaking   201  speech]  word   205  he] 
if     206  Had]  He    213  Mistress  Gilpin, .  .  .  saw]  Gilpin's 
wife,  . .  .  had  seen 
221-224    The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  they  met, 

He  tried  to  stop  John's  horse, 
By  seizing  fast  the  flowing  rein, 

But  only  made  things  worse. 
225  But,]  For  227  He  thereby  frighted  Gilpin's  horse 
232  lumb'ring]  lumber  230  And  all  and  each]  So  thev 
and  all  240  Did  join]  Soon  join'd  241  And  now]  But  all 
243  The  toll-men]  The  men  still  247  had]  first  251  doth] 
does 

Three  verses  of  an  intended  sequel  to  John  GUpin  were 
found  in  Cowper's  handwriting  among  Mrs.  Unwin's 
papers ;  they  were  first  printed  in  1827,  in  Hone's  Table 
Book  (see  vol.  II.  pp.  79,  80).    They  are  as  follows : 

Then  Mrs.  Gilpin  sweetly  said 

Unto  her  children  three, 
*  I'll  clamber  o'er  this  style  so  high. 

And  you  climb  after  me.' 

But  having  climb'd  unto  the  top, 

She  could  no  further  go. 
But  sate,  to  every  passer  by, 

A  spectacle  and  show : 

Who  said  '  Your  spouse  and  you  this  day 

Both  show  your  horsemanship, 
And  if  you  stay  till  he  comes  back, 

Your  horse  will  need  no  whip.' 

858  Epitaph  on  a  Hare,  Cowper's  prose  description 
of  his  hares  was  reprinted  from  The  Gentleman* s  Magazine 
for  June,  1784,— with  the  omission  of  the  introductory 
remarks  and  a  few  other  words— in  the  1800  edition  of 
his  poems.  This  fact,  and  the  charm  of  the  description, 
must  be  my  excuses  for  giving  it  here : 

In  the  year  1774,  being  much  indisposed  both  in  mind 
and  body,  incapable  of  diverting  myself  either  with  com- 
pany or  books,  and  yet  in  a  condition  that  made  some 
diversion  necessary,  I  was  glad  of  any  thing  that  would 
engage  my  attention  without  fatiguing  it.  The  children 
of  a  neighbour  of  mine  had  a  leveret  given  them  for  a  play- 
thing ;  it  was  at  that  time  about  three  months  old.  Under- 
standing better  how  to  tease  the  poor  creature  than  to 
feed  it,  and  soon  becoming  weary  of  their  charge,  they 
readily  consented  that  their  father,  who  saw  it  pining  and 
growing  leaner  every  day,  should  offer  it  to  my  acceptance. 
I  was  willing  enough  to  take  the  prisoner  under  my  pro- 
tection, perceiving  that  in  the  management  of  such  an 
animal,  and  in  the  attempt  to  tame  it,  I  should  find  just 
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that  sort  of  employment  which  my  case  required.  It  was 
soon  known  among  the  neighbours  that  I  was  pleased  with 
the  present,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  in  a  short  time 
I  had  as  many  leverets  offered  to  me  as  would  have  stocked 
a  paddock.  I  undertook  the  care  of  three,  which  it  is 
necessary  that  I  should  here  distinguish  by  the  names  I 
gave  them— Puss,  Tiney,  and  Bess.  Notwithstanding  the 
two  feminine  appellatives,  I  must  inform  you  that  they 
were  all  males.  Immediately  commencing  carpenter,  I 
built  them  houses  to  sleep  in ;  each  had  a  separate  apart- 
ment, so  contrived  that  their  ordure  would  pass  through 
the  bottom  of  it;  an  earthen  pan  placed  under  each 
received  whatsoever  fell,  which  being  duly  emptied  and 
washed,  they  were  thus  kept  perfectly  sweet  and  clean. 
In  the  day  time  they  had  the  range  of  a  hall,  and  at  night 
retired  each  to  his  own  bed,  never  intruding  into  that  of 
another. 

Puss  grew  presently  familiar,  would  leap  into  my  lap, 
raise  himself  upon  his  hinder  feet,  and  bite  the  hair  from 
my  temples.  He  would  suffer  me  to  take  him  up  and  to 
carry  him  about  in  my  arms,  and  has  more  than  once  fallen 
fast  asleep  upon  my  knee.  He  was  ill  three  days,  during 
which  time  I  nui'sed  him,  kept  him  apart  from  his  fellows 
that  they  might  not  molest  him,  (for,  like  many  other  wild 
animals,  they  persecute  one  of  their  own  species  that  is 
sick,)  and  by  constant  care  and  trying  him  with  a  variety 
of  herbs,  restored  him  to  perfect  health.  No  creature 
could  be  more  grateful  than  my  patient  after  his  recovery ; 
a  sentiment  which  he  most  significantly  expressed,  by 
licking  my  hand,  first  the  back  of  it,  then  the  palm,  then 
every  finger  separately,  then  between  all  the  fingers,  as 
if  anxious  to  leave  no  part  of  it  unsaluted ;  a  ceremony 
which  he  never  performed  but  once  again  upon  a  similar 
occasion.  Finding  him  extremely  tractable,  I  made  it  my 
custom  to  carry  hun  always  after  breakfast  into  the  garden, 
where  he  hid  himself  generally  under  the  leaves  of  a 
cucumber  vine,  sleeping  or  chewing  the  cud  till  evening ; 
in  the  leaves  also  of  that  vine  he  found  a  favourite  repast. 
I  had  not  long  habituated  him  to  this  taste  of  liberty,  be- 
fore he  began  to  be  imimtient  for  the  return  of  the  time 
when  he  might  enjoy  it.  He  would  invite  me  to  the  garden 
by  drumming  upon  my  knee,  and  by  a  look  of  such  ex- 
pression as  it  was  not  possible  to  misinterpret.  If  this 
rhetoric  did  not  immediately  succeed,  he  would  take  the 
skirt  of  my  coat  between  his  teeth,  and  pull  at  it  with  all 
his  force.  Thus  Puss  might  be  said  to  be  perfectly  tamed, 
the  shyness  of  his  nature  was  done  away,  and  on  the  whole 
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it  was  visible,  by  many  symptoms  which  I  have  not  room 
to  enumerate,  that  he  was  happier  in  human  society  than 
when  shut  up  with  his  natural  companions. 

Not  so  Tiney ;  upon  him  the  kindest  treatment  had  not 
the  least  effect.  He  too  was  sick,  and  in  his  sickness  had 
an  equal  share  of  my  attention ;  but  if,  after  his  recovery, 
I  took  the  liberty  to  stroke  him,  he  would  grunt,  strike 
with  his  fore  feet,  spring  forward  and  bite :  he  was,  how- 
ever, very  entertaining  in  his  way ;  even  his  surliness  was 
matter  of  mirth,  and  in  his  play  he  preserved  such  an  air 
of  gravity,  and  performed  his  feats  with  such  a  solemnity 
of  manner,  that  in  him  too  I  had  an  agreeable  companion. 

Bess,  who  died  soon  after  he  was  full  grown,  and  whose 
death  was  occasioned  by  his  being  turned  into  his  box, 
which  had  been  washed,  while  it  was  yet  damp,  was  a  hare 
of  great  humour  and  drollery.  Puss  was  tamed  by  gentle 
usage ;  Tiney  was  not  to  be  tamed  at  all ;  and  Bess  had 
a  courage  and  confidence  that  made  him  tame  from  the 
beginning.  I  always  admitted  them  into  the  parlour  after 
supper,  when  the  carpet  affording  their  feet  a  firm  hold, 
they  would  frisk,  and  bound,  and  play  a  thousand  gambols, 
in  which  Bess,  being  remarkably  strong  and  fearless,  was 
always  superior  to  the  rest,  and  proved  himself  the  Vestris 
of  tlie  party.  One  evening  the  cat  being  in  the  room,  had 
the  hardiness  to  pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  an  indignity 
which  he  resented  by  drumming  upon  her  back  with  such 
violence,  that  the  cat  was  happy  to  escape  from  under  his 
paws  and  hide  herself. 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  character  of 
his  own.  Such  they  were  in  fact,  and  their  countenances 
were  so  expressive  of  that  character,  that,  when  I  looked 
only  on  the  face  of  either,  I  immediately  knew  which  it 
was.  It  is  said,  that  a  shepherd,  however  numerous  his 
fiock,  soon  becomes  so  familiar  with  their  features,  that 
lie  can  by  that  indication  only  distinguish  each  from  all 
the  rest,  and  yet  to  a  common  observer  the  difference 
is  hardly  perceptible.  I  doubt  not  that  the  same  dis- 
crimination in  the  cast  of  countenances  would  be  discover- 
able in  hares,  and  am  persuaded  that  among  a  thousand  of 
them  no  two  could  be  found  exactly  similar ;  a  circumstance 
little  suspected  by  those  who  have  not  had  opportunity  to 
•observe  it.  These  creatures  liave  a  singular  sagacity  in 
discovering  the  minutest  alteration  that  is  made  in  the 
place  to  which  they  are  accustomed,  and  instantly  apply 
their  nose  to  the  examination  of  a  new  object.  A  small 
hole  being  burnt  in  the  carpet,  it  was  mended  with  a 
patch,  and  that  patch  in  a  moment  underwent  the  strictest 
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scrutiny.  They  seem  too  to  be  very  much  directed  by  the 
smell  in  the  choice  of  their  favourites :  to  some  persons, 
though  they  saw  them  daily,  they  could  never  be  recon- 
ciled, and  would  even  scream  when  they  attempted  to 
touch  them ;  but  a  miller  coming  in  engaged  their  affections 
at  once ;  his  powdered  coat  had  charms  that  were  irresist- 
ible; It  is  no  wonder  that  my  intimate  acquaintance  with 
these  specimens  of  the  kind  has  taught  me  to  hold  the 
sportsman's  amusement  in  abhorrence ;  he  little  knows 
what  amiable  creatures  he  persecutes,  of  what  gratitude 
they  are  capable,  how  cheerful  they  are  in  their  spirits, 
what  enjoyment  they  have  of  life,  and  that  impressed  as 
they  seem  with  a  peculiar  dread  of  man,  it  is  only  because 
man  gives  them  peculiar  cause  for  it. 

That  I  may  not  be  tedious,  I  wiU  just  give  a  short  sum- 
mary of  those  Articles  of  diet  that  suit  them  best. 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  opinion  that  they  graze,  but  it 
is  an  erroneous  one,  at  least  grass  is  not  their  staple ;  they 
seem  rather  to  use  it  medicinally,  soon  quitting  it  for 
leaves  of  almost  any  kind.  Sow-thistle,  dent-de-lion,  and 
lettuce,  are  their  favourite  vegetables,  especially  the  last. 
I  discovered  by  accident  that  fine  white  sand  is  in  great 
estimation  with  them ;  I  suppose  as  a  digestive.  It  hap- 
pened that  I  was  cleaning  a  bird-cage  when  the  hares  were 
with  me ;  I  placed  a  pot  tilled  with  such  sand  upon  the 
floor,  which  being  at  once  directed  to  by  a  strong  instinct, 
they  devoured  voraciously ;  -since  that  time  I  have  gener- 
ally taken  care  to  see  them  well  supplied  with  it.  They 
account  green  com  a  delicacy,  both  blade  and  stalk,  but 
the  ear  they  seldom  eat ;  straw  of  any  kind,  especiaUy 
wheat-straw,  is  another  of  their  dainties ;  they  will  feed 
greedily  upon  oats,  but  if  furnished  with  clean  straw,  never 
want  them ;  it  serves  them  also  for  a  bed,  and,  if  shaken 
up  daily,  wiU  be  kept  sweet  and  dry  for  a  considerable 
time.  They  do  not  indeed  require  aromatic  herbs,  but 
will  eat  a  small  quantity  of  them  with  great  relish,  and 
are  particularly  fond  of  the  plant  called  musk.  They  seem 
to  resemble  sheep  in  this,  that,  if  their  pasture  be  too  suc- 
culent, they  are  very  subject  to  the  rot ;  to  prevent  which, 
I  always  made  bread  their  principal  nourishment,  and 
filling  a  i)an  with  it  cut  into  small  squares,  placed  it  every 
evening  in  their  chambers,  for  they  feed  only  at  evening 
and  in  the  night.  Dunng  the  winter,  when  vegetables 
were  not  to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  of  bread  with  shreds 
of  carrot,  adding  to  it  the  rind  of  apples  cut  extremely 
thin ;  for  though  they  are  fond  of  the  paring,  the  apple 
itself  disgusts  them.   These  however  not  being  a  sufficient 
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substitute  for  the  juice  of  summer  herbs,  they  must  at  this 
time  be  supplied  with  water;  but  so  placed,  that  they 
cannot  overset  it  into  their  beds.  I  must  not  omit,  that 
occasionally  they  are  much  pleased  with  twigs  of  haw- 
thorn, and  of  the  common  briar,  eating  even  the  very 
wood,  when  it  is  of  considerable  thickness. 

Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  lived  to  be  nine 
years  old,  and  died  at  last,  I  have  reason  to  think,  of  some 
hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  fall.  Puss  is  still  living,  and  has 
just  completed  his  tenth  year,  discovering  no  signs  of 
decay,  nor  even  of  age,  except  that  he  is  grown  more  dis- 
creet and  less  f  rolicksome  than  he  was.  I  cannot  conclude, 
without  observing  that  I  have  lately  introduced  a  dog  to 
his  acquaintance,  a  spaniel  that  had  never  seen  a  hare 
to  a  hare  that  had  never  seen  a  spaniel.  I  did  it  Muth 
great  caution,  but  there  was  no  real  need  6i  it.  Puss  dis- 
covered no  token  of  fear,  nor  Marquis  the  least  sjrmptom 
of  hostility.  There  is  therefore,  it  should  seem,  no  natural 
antipathy  between  dog  and  hare,  but  the  pursuit  of  the 
one  occasions  the  flight  of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pui'sues 
because  he  is  trained  to  it ;  they  eat  bread  at  the  same 
time  out  of  the  same  hand,  and  are  in  all  respects  sociable 
and  friendly. 

I  should  not  do  complete  justice  to  my  subject,  did  I  not 
add,  that  they  have  no  ill  scent  belonging  to  them ;  that 
they  are  indefatigably  nice  in  keeping  themselves  clean, 
for  which  purpose  nature  has  furnished  them  with  a  brush 
under  each  foot ;  and  that  they  are  never  infested  by  any 
vermin.— May  28, 1784. 

Memorandum  found  amxmg  Mr.  Cotvpet^s  papers. 
Tuesday,  March  9, 1786. 
This  day  died  poor  Puss,  aged  eleven  years  eleven 
months.    She  died  between  twelve  and  one  at  noon,  of 
mere  old  age,  and  apparently  without  pain. 

362  The  Foplar-Field.  17-20.  Modern  editors  have  not 
noticed  tliat  the  note  in  180S  is  probably  wrong,  as  my 
critical  note  points  out. 

372  Negr&s  Oomplalnt.  30.  *  Matches '  of  ISOO  and  later 
editions.doubtless  refers  to  some  form  of  torture,  perhaps 
the  tying  of  lighted  pieces  of  tow  between  the  lingers  (see 
N.E.D.  s.v.  Match  sb,y,  it  can  hardly  be  a  misprint  for  the 
earlier  reading  'fetters.' 

376  Pity  for  poor  Africatis.  This  was  first  printed  in 
The  Northampton  Mercury  for  Aug.  9, 1788,  with  the  follow- 
ing variants :  1  purchase]  traffic  18  is]  was  29  speak] 
talk  31  you  shall  have]  we'll  give  you  33  spoke]  ceas'd 
36  behind]  behind  them    39  take]  have. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


NOTES,  pp.  376,  377  657 

876  Epigi^am,  The  date  of  first  printing  is  May  12, 
1792.  Probably  therefore,  in  strict  chronology,  this  is  here 
out  of  order;  but  its  subject  makes  this  position,  immedi- 
ately after  the  other  poems  about  slavery,  suitable  enough. 

OT7  Gratitude.  Southey's  version  (vol.  ii.  pp.  300,  301) 
is  as  follows : 

BENEFACTIONS 

A  POEM  IN  SHENSTONE'S  MANNER 

Addressed  to  my  dear  Coz,  April  14, 1788. 
This  cap  that  so  stately  appears 

With  ribbon-bound  tassel  on  high, 
Which  seems  by  the  crest  that  it  rears 

Ambitious  of  brushing  the  sky ; 
This  cap  to  my  Harriet  I  owe ; 

She  gave  it,  and  gave  me  beside 
A  ribbon,  worn  out  long  ago, 

With  which  in  its  youth  it  was  tied. 

This  chair  that  I  press  at  my  ease, 

With  tresses  of  steeds  that  were  black 
Well  cover'd,  and  wadded  to  please 

The  sitter,  both  bottom  and  back ;, 
Thick-studded  with  bordering  nails. 

Smooth-headed  and  gilded  and  bright, 
As  Vesper,  who  when  the  day  fails. 

Adorns  the  dark  forehead  of  Night : 

These  carpets,  so  soft  to  the  foot, 

Caledonia's  traffic  and  pride, 
(Oh  spare  them,  ye  Knights  of  the  Boot, 

Dirt-splash'd  in  a  cross-country  ride  !) 
This  table  and  mirror  within. 

Secure  irom  collision  and  dust, 
At  which  I  oft  shave  cheek  and  chin, 

And  periwig  nicely  adjust : 

This  moveable  structure  of  shelves. 

Contrived  both  for  splendour  and  use, 
And  charged  with  octavoes  and  twelves. 

The  gayest  I  had  to  produce ; 
Where  flaming  in  scarlet  and  gold 

My  poems  enchanted  I  view, 
And  hope  in  due  time  to  behold 

My  Iliad  and  Odyssey  too : 

This  china  that  decks  the  alcove, 
Which  mortals  have  named  a  beaufette, 

But  what  the  Gods  call  it  above 
Has  ne'er  been  revealed  to  us  yet : 
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These  curtains  that  keep  the  room  warm 
Or  cool,  as  the  season  demands ; 

Those  stoves  which  for  figure  and  form 
Seem  the  labour  of  Mulciber's  hands : 

That  range,  from  which  many  a  mess 

Comes  smoking  the  stomach  to  cheer ; 
That  tub,— (you  might  bathe  in  a  less,) 

Where  malt  is  transformed  into  beer: 
These  painted  and  unpainted  chairs, 

Those  cushion'd,  these  curiously  framed ; 
Yon  bedding  and  bed  above  stairs, 

With  other  things  not  to  be  named : 

These  items  endear  my  abode, 

Disposing  me  oft  to  reflect 
By  whom  they  were  kindly  bestowed. 

Whom  here  I  impatient  expect. 
But,  hush !  She  a  parent  attends, 

Whose  dial-hand  points  to  eleven, 
Who,  oldest  and  dearest  of  friends, 

Waits  only  a  passage  to  Heaven. 

Then  willingly  want  her  awhile, 

And,  sweeping  the  chords  of  your  lyre. 
The  gloom  of  her  absence  beguile 

As  now,  with  poetical  fire. 
TTis  yours,  for  true  glory  athirst. 

In  high-flying  ditty  to  rise 
On  feathers  renowned  from  the  first 

For  bearing  a  goose  to  the  skies. 

888  Dog  a^ut  Water-Lily.  23.  set]  Cp.  note  on  p.  279, 
1.  26. 

408  62.  largess]  Probably  Cowper  wrotie  'largeness', 
as  printed  by  the  early  editions,  but  the  N.  E.  D.  gives  no 
instance  of  a  parallel  use. 

418  144-166.  These  lines  may  have  been  crossed  out 
by  Cowper  himself,  but  it  is  at  least  equally  probable  that 
Uayley  omitted  them,  exercising  his  editorial  discretion. 
They  are  not  markedly^  inferior  to  the  rest  of  the  frag- 
ment, though  the  transition  to  Adam  in  1. 167  is  abrupt. 

416  Sonnet  The  variations  in  The  Nordiampton  Mer- 
cw-y  (April  21, 1792),  where  the  Sonnet  first  appeared  with 
a  letter  from  Cowper,  are  as  follows :  1  Thy  country]  I 
praise  thee  with  lust]  and  with  2  Hears]  Hear  Swron^d] 
scourged  7  gain'd]  won  9  pause]  draws  10  And  weave] 
Delay    11  thy  toils]  all  thy  pains    12  for]  to 

13, 14  Then  let  them  scoffr-two  prizes  thou  hast  won— 
Freedom  for  Captives,  and  thy  God's— Well  Done. 
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417  Catharina,  24.  I  retain  *  bands',  as  Cowper  wrote 
it  in  the  copy  preserved  among  the  Ash  MSS.,  and  the 
copy  from  which  Hayley  prints  appears  to  have  had  it 
also.  *  Bands  *  must  be  understood  not  as  equivalent  to 
*  banns,'  but  as  meaning  an  agreement  or  binding  promise. 
See  N.  E. D.  s.  v.  Band  sb.^  10. 

418  To  Ih\  Dunvin,  This  was  sent  to  Hayley  in  a 
letter  dated  June  10,  1792,  for  his  criticism ;  the  first 
version  difiered  from  the  poem  as  published  in  the  follow- 
ing passages :  8  labours  of]  bringing  forth.  Between 
II.  8  and  9  came  this  stanza : 

The  verse  that  kindles  meets  a  fire, 

A  kindred  fire  in  them, 
The  numbers  live,  that  they  admire. 
And  die,  that  they  condemn. 
9,  10  Live  thou— well  pleas'd  alike,  thy  song 
With  that  award  we  greet, 

16  At  whose  so  soon  as  thine?    24  Unworthy]  Scarce 
worthy. 

Hayley *s  copy  of  verses  is  criticized  by  Cowper  in  a 
letter  of  June  23,  1792  (Letters,  ed.  Wright,  iv.  p.  240),  and 
the  last  verse  as  there  printed  is  by  Cowper : 

Two  social  bards  who  roamed  that  way 

Learned  all,  and  all  they  learned 
Were  charged  by  Nature  to  convey 
To  whom  it  most  concerned. 
421  Inscription  for  a  Moss-House.    This  first  appeared 
in  Cowper  illustrated,  &c.  (see  p.  xxiii),  1804 ;  afterwards  in 
Grimshawe's  edition.    There  seems  no  reason  to  doubt 
its  genuineness,  though  Grimshawe's  unsupported  author- 
ity would  be  of  little  value ;  he  printed  as  Cowper's  the 
Sonnet  to  a  Young  Lady  on  her  Birthday,  which  Cowper 
expressly  disowned. 

427  To  Mai-y.  The  MS.  copy  contains  the  following 
cancelled  version  of  11.  9-16  : 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store, 
Discernible  by  thee  no  more. 
Rust  in  disuse,  their  service  o'er, 

My  Mary ! 
But  thy  ingenious  work  remains. 
Nor  small  the  profit  it  obtains 
Since  thou  esteemst  my  pleasure  gains 

My  Mary ! 

428  Lines,  I  have  placed  these  lines  here,  among  the 
few  and  mournful  poems  of  Cowper's  last  years,  rather 
than  in  the  Appendix,  because  their  biographical  interest 
is  thus  more  clearly  displayed. 

433  Olney  Hymns,  The  text  is  that  of  the  first  edition, 
with  the  exceptions  noted :  a  few  obvious  errors  of  punc- 
tuation and  quotation-marks  have  been  silently  corrected. 
To  complete  the  list  of  words  misprinted  m  the  first 
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edition  should  be  added :  p.  435 IV.  12  God]  God's,  p.  471 
LX.  11  will]  with.    p.  472  LXI.  6  That]  Than. 

The  MS.  readings  given  on  Professor  Mayor's  authority 
are  taken  from  an  unfinished  series  of  articles  which 
appeared  in  Notes  and  Quei'ieSy  10th  series,  vol.  ii. 

477  Hymn  for  Sunday  School.  This  first  appeared  in 
The  NartKampton  Mercury  for  Aug.  7, 1790,  with  a  few  vari- 
ants :  1  song]  voice  3  infants]  children  14  elder  23  mercy. 
In  line  5  it  reads  *  thy  day '  rightly.  Had  I  seen  this  ver- 
sion earlier  I  should  have  been  inclined  to  adopt  its  read- 
ings in  the  text,  though  the  1808  version  may  be  equally 
authentic,  being  printed  from  another  manuscript  copy, 
slightly  altered  according  to  Cowper's  wont. 

479  Trandations  from  Madame  (xuion.  Bull's  preface 
is  as  follows : 

It  seems  needless,  if  not  impertinent,  in  an  obscure 
individual,  to  say  any  thing  in  praise  of  the  Author  of  the 
Task.  It  is  of  more  consequence  to  inform  the  reader 
of  the  circumstances  that  have  led  to  this  publication. 
About  twenty  years  ago  a  very  dear  and  venerable  friend* 
introduced  me  to  the  truly  great  and  amiable  Mr.  Cowper. 
This  gave  rise  to  a  friendship  which  increased  with  every 
repeated  interview,  and  for  several  years  I  had  the  plea- 
sure of  spending  an  afternoon  with  him  every  week.  At 
length  this  delightful  intercourse  was  terminated,  by  his 
removal  to  a  distant  situation,  and  the  painful  approaches 
of  that  event  which  dissolves  every  social  connexion. 

One  day  amusing  myself  with  the  poetical  works  of  the 
celebrated  Madame  Guion,  I  was  struck  with  the  peculiar 
beauty  of  some  of  her  poems,  as  well  as  edified  with  the 
piety  and  devotion  of  which  they  are  strongly  expressive. 
I  mentioned  them  to  Mr.  0. ;  and  partly  to  amuse  a 
solitary  hour,  partly  to  keep  in  exercise  the  genius  of  this 
incomparable  man,  I  requested  him  to  put  a  few  of  the 
poems  into  an  english  dress.  Afterward,  during  ray 
absence  upon  a  journey,  I  received  a  letter,  in  which 
Mr.  C.  says,  '  I  have  but  little  leisure,  strange  as  it  may 
seem.  That  little  I  devoted  for  a  month  after  your  depar- 
ture to  the  translation  of  Madame  Guion.  I  have  made 
fair  copies  of  all  the  pieces  I  have  produced  on  this  last 
occasion,  and  will  put  them  into  your  hands  when  we 
meet.  They  are  yours  to  serve  as  you  please,  you  may  take 
and  leave  as  you  like,  for  my  purpose  is  already  served. 
They  have  amused  me  and  I  have  no  further  demand 
upon  them.'  On  my  return,  Mr.  C.  presented  me  with 
these  translations,  to  which  he  added  the  Letter  to  a  Pro- 
testant Lady  in  France,  and  the  Poem  on  Friendship. 

^  The  Rev.  John  Newton,  Rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  London. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


NOTES,  pp.  479-508  661 

The  idea  of  printing  them  was  afterwards  suggested  to 
Mr.  C. ;  and  he  gave  his  full  consent,  intending  to  revise 
them  before  I  should  send  them  to  press.  Various  cir- 
cumstances prevented  him  from  doing  this;  and  the 
poems  would  probably  have  still  remained  unpublished, 
if  it  had  not  been  found  that  several  copies  of  them  had 
already  got  abroad.  The  Editor  therefore  had  reason  to 
believe,  that  they  would  otherwise  have  made  their 
appearance  in  a  state  far  less  correct  than  if  printed  from 
the  original  Manuscript.  Nor  can  he  imagine  that  even 
in  their  present  form,  they  will,  on  the  whole,  tend  to 
diminish  the  well-deserved  reputation  of  their  excellent 
Author. 

To  infer  that  the  peculiarities  of  Madame  Guion's  theo- 
logical sentiments,  were  adopted  either  by  Mr.  0.  or  by 
the  Editor,  would  be  almost  as  absurd  as  to  suppose  the 
inimitable  Translator  of  Homer  to  have  been  a  pagan. 
He  reverenced  her  piety,  admired  her  genius,  and  judged 
that  several  of  her  poems  would  be  read  with  pleasure 
and  edification  by  serious  and  candid  persons. 

I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  add  the  Stanzas  subjoined 
to  the  Bills  of  Mortality,  which  had  been  published  a  few 
years  past  at  Northampton  ;  and  the  Epitaph  S  which  had 
appeared  in  a  periodical  publication.  They  sufficiently 
mark  the  genius  of  their  Author,  correspond  with  the 
other  parts  of  this  small  volume,  and  have  not  before  been 
printed  in  a  uniform  manner  with  his  poems. 

Newport-Pagnel,  WUliam  Bxdl, 

Uh  June,  1801. 

508  Instead  of  11.  57-68  A.  has  the  following  ; 
Ask  ye  my  souls  opinion  of  her  state. 
She  answers,  of  her  state  she  nothing  knows— 
Time  was  she  lived  by  Faith,  but  finds  of  late 
In  self-forgetfullness  her  best  repose. 

She  either  floats  at  random,  or  she  sinks 
By  her  own  weight,  without  a  wish  to  rise, 
Feels  an  Indifference  worse  than  death,  and  thinks 
Her  name  erased  for  ever  from  the  skies. 

Language  affords  not  my  distress  a  name. 
Yet  is  it  real  and  no  transient  dream,— 
I  know  but  this  that  where  Loves  sacred  fiame 
Is  kindled,  there  is  Happiness  supreme. 

9  uncancelled  variant : 

I  cannot  even  give  my  woes  a  name, 

11,  12  uncanceUea  variants : 
Tis  Love  inflicts  it,  whose  seraphic  flame 
Felt  in  the  soul  is  happiness  supreme. 

1  On  Hamilton.  [Ed.] 
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621  Fifth  Satire  of  First  Book  of  Horace.  In  this  and 
the  next  translation  Hayley's  alterations  of  the  first  edition 
r-they  cannot  be  called  emendations— have  descended 
throuffh  Southey  to  almost  all  modem  editors.  None  of 
the  alterations  are  necessary,— even  ^  Their '  in  1.  184,  p. 
525,  is  quite  a  possible  reading,  though  *  There'  is  probably 
right,— several  are  mischievous. 

I  have  not  thought  it  necessary  to  disfigure  the  text 
with  the  innumerable  italics  and  capitals  of  the  first 
edition. 

628  84,  85  The  punctuation  of  the  first  edition  is  right 
here ;  the  Latin  is : 

In  Mamurrarum  lassi  deinde  urbe  manemus, 
Murena  prsebente  domum,  Capitone  culinam. 

Hayley  and  modem  editors  wrongly  read : 

Tir'd,  at  Mursena's  we  repose ; 
At  Formia  sup  at  Capito  s. 

646  The  Latin  originals  of  the  first  four  translations 
from  Vincent  Bourne  were  printed  in  1800  (vol.  I.  Ap- 
pendix) and  1803.  Lack  of  space  prevents  me  from  print- 
mg  them  here,  as  well  as  most  of  the  other  fairly  access- 
ible originals  translated  by  Cowper.  Hayley  printed  the 
Latin  originals  of  the  translations  that  he  first  published, 
from  The  Thracian  (p.  549)  to  The  Cantah  (p.  560).  The  first 
edition  of  Vincent  Bourne's  Latin  verses  was  published  in 
1734;  the  latest  reprint  is  that  of  1840,  edited  by  Mitford. 

661  Vincent's  Latin  verses,  printed  by  Hayley,  are  as 
follows : 

Abut  senex.    Periit  senex  amabilis. 

Quo  non  fuit  jucundior. 
Lugete  vos,  aetas  quibus  maturior 

Senem  colendum  proestitit ; 
Seu  quando,  viribus  valentioribus 

Firmo<iue  fretus  pectore, 
Florentiori  vos  juventute  excolens 

Cura  fovebat  patria, 
Seu  quando,  fractus,  iamque  donatus  rude, 

Vultu  sed  usque  blandulo, 
M iscere  gaudebat  suas  facetias 

His  annuis  leporibus  1 
Vixit  probus,  puraque  simplex  indole, 

Blandisque  comis  moribus, 
Et  dives  sequa  mente,  charus  omnibus, 

Unius  auctus  munere. 
Ite,  tituli !  Meritis  beatioribus 

Aptate  laudes  debitas  / 
Nee  invidebat  ille,  si  quibus  favens 

Fortuna  plus  arriserat. 
Placide  senex,  levi  quiescas  cespite, 

Etsi  superbum  nee  vivo  tibi 
Decus  sit  inditum,  nee  mortuo 

Lapis  notatus  nomine ! 
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562  Epitaph,  I  give  Unwin's  Latin  epitaph,  pub- 
lished by  Hayley: 

Care,  vale !  Sed  non  aBternum,  care,  valeto  1 
Namque  iterum  tecum,  sim  modo  dignus,  ero  : 

Turn  nihil  amplexus  pot.erit  divellere  nostros, 
Nee  tu  marcesces,  nee  lacrymabor  ego. 

On  the  Shortness  of  Human  Life.  Cowper  enclosed 
Dr.  Jortin's  original  verses  in  a  letter  to  Sewton,  pre- 
faced by  six  lines  of  doggerel;  I  give  both  below,  as 
printed  by  Hayley: 

The  late  Dr.  Jortin 
Had  the  good  fortune, 
To  write  these  verses 
Upon  tombs  and  hearses ; 
Which  I,  being  jingleish, 
Have  done  into  English. 

IN  BREVITATEM  VIT^  SPATII  HOMINIBUS 
CONCESSI 
Hbi  mihi  t    Lege  rata  sol  occidit  atque  resurgit, 
Lunaque  mutat«e  reparat  dispendia  formse, 
Astraque,  purpurei  telis  extincta  diei, 
Rursus  nocte  vigent.    Humiles  telluris  alumni 
Graminis  herba  virens,  et  florum  picta  propago, 

8;uos  crudelis  hyems  lethali  tabe  peredit, 
um  zephyri  vox  blanda  vocat,  rediitque  sereni 
Temperies  anni,  foecundo  e  cespite  surgunt. 
Nos  domini  rerum,  nos,  magna  et  pulchra  minati, 
Cum  breve  ver  vit£B  robustaque  transiit  SBtas, 
Deficimus ;  nee  nos  ordo  revolubilis  auras 
Reddit  in  setherias,  tumuli  neque  claustra  resolvit. 

664  Trandations  of  Oreek  Verses,  I  have  not  followed 
Hayley's  order,  which  is  quite  arbitrary;  no  order  is 
wholly  satisfactory,  but  I  have  attempted  to  group  the 
poems  more  or  less  according  to  subjects.  The  titles  all 
come  from  Hayley. 

571  To  Demosthenis.  Modern  editors  follow  Southey 
in  printing  'To  Demosthenes.' 

575  Simile  in  Paradise  Lost,  4.  Hayley  doubtless  omitted 
this  line  because  of  its  false  concord  ;  but  if  the  scnip  is 
printed  it  should  be  printed  as  Cowper  wrote  it.  This 
applies  too  to  the  last  two  lines  of  A  Middle  (p.  628.)  This 
*  suppressed  passfu^e'  at  least  supplies  evidence  that 
Cowper  was  not  a  first-rate  Latin  scholar ;  the  other  that 
he  was  not  afraid  of  a  broad  joke  even  in  a  letter  to 
Newton. 

579  Tmndations  of  Milton.  The  text  is  that  of  the 
first  edition  (1808),  with  the  exceptions  noted.  I  have 
altered  the  punctuation  only  where  it  is  clearly  wrong. 
At  the  end  of  the  first  edition  are  eighty-four  pages  of 
'notes  from  various  authors,'  those  not  attributed  by 
initials  to  Hayley,  Warton,  or  others,  being  Cowper's. 
These  are  for  the  most  part  explanations  of  a  few  of  the 
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numerous  classical  allusions,  obviously  written  down  by 
Oowper  at  haphazard  when  he  had  the  intention  of  com- 
pleting a  thorough  annotation  later.  One  note,  however, 
on  11.  4-6  of  the  last  Sonnet  (p.  623)  is  worth  repeating,  as 
a  pendant  to  Cowpefs  reference  to  Bentley  (p.  ^2,  note) : 

'  It  has  ever  been  thought  difficult  for  an  author  to  speak 
gracefully  of  himself,  esj)ecially  in  commendation;  but 
Milton,  who  was  gifted  with  powers  to  overcome  difficul- 
ties of  every  kind,  is  eminently  happy  in  this  particular. 
He  has  spoken  frequently  of  himself  both  in  verse  and 
prose,  and  he  continually  shows,  that  he  thought  highly 
of  his  own  endowments ;  but  if  he  praises  himself,  he  does 
it  with  that  dignified  frankness  and  simplicity  of  conscious 
truth,  which  render  even  egotism  respectable  and  delight- 
ful :  whether  he  describes  the  fervent  and  tender  emo- 
tions of  his  juvenile  fancy,  or  delineates  his  situation  in  the 
decline  of  life,  when  he  had  to  struggle  with  calamity  and 
peril,  the  more  insight  he  affords  us  into  his  own  senti- 
ments and  feelings,  the  more  reason  we  find  both  to  love, 
and  to  revere  him.' 

592  92.  '  let  *  is  the  reading  of  the  first  edition,  text  and 
notes ;  if  it  stands  it  must  be  governed  by  *  to '  in  1.  91. 

638  Lines,    Cowper  took  great  pains  over  this  trifle, 
and  produced  several  versions  before  he  and  his  friends 
were  satisfied.    An  earlier  version  ran : 
In  vain  to  live  from  age  to  age 

We  modem  bards  endeavour ; 
But  write  in  Patty's  book  one  page, 
You  gain  your  point  for  ever. 
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A  Bee  allur'd  by  the  perfume    .  • 
A  Hennit  (or  if  'chance  you  hold)    . 
A  miser,  traversing  his  house    . 
A  needle  small,  as  small  can  be 
A  Nightingale,  that  all  day  long 
A  noble  theme  demands  a  noble  verse 
A X  x_  !.•_  i-_j  — y'jj  yearly  court 

grave 

Dfisy  breast 

ires  like  you 

3n  slain 

L  the  fight    . 

Frican  shore 

true 

I  Homer  and  all 

me  of  your  shade 

id  wearies  her  self 

ui  is  found . 

ly  weeping  maid  suppress 

>old  a  knight  • 

o  thee  . 

wond'rous  hand 

iiou  mighty  mystery ! 

3  and' vast   . 

male  heart 

bud  blind     • 

son  do  no  more  . 

r'd  lord,  in  dread 

^„ ble  thing 

Anotner  Leonora  once  inspir'd 

An  oyster,  oast  upon  the  snore 

Apelles,  hearing:  that  his  boy 

Art  thou  some  individual  of  a  kind 

As  birds  their  infant  brood  protect . 

As  in  her  ancient  mistress'  lap  . 

As  on  a  hill-top  rude,  when  closing  day 

As  one  who,  long  in  thickets  and  in  brakes 

As  yet  a  stranger  to  the  gentle  fires 

Ask  what  is  human  life— the  sage  replies 

At  length,  my  friend,  the  far-sent  letters  come 

At  mom  we  placed  on  his  funeral  bier   . 

At  three-score  winters'  end  I  died  . 

Attic  maid !  with  honey  fed 

Austin  I  accept  a  grateful  verse  from  me !     . 

Away  goes  Sussex  William  with  his  pack 

Believe  it  or  not,  as  you  choose 
Beneath  the  hedge,  or  near  the  stream   . 
Bestow,  dear  Lord,  upon  our  youth  • 

Between  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose 
Bewail  not  much,  my  parents !  me,  the  prey 
Beware,  my  friend  !  of  crystal  brook 
Beware  of  building !  I  intended       .  • 

Bid  adieu,  my  saaheart,  bid  adieu  to  thy  peace 
Blest !  who  far  from  all  mankind    • 
Boy  !  I  detest  all  Persian  fopperies 
Boy,  I  hate  their  empty  shows 
Breathe  from  the  gentle  South,  O  Lord 
By  whom  w^  Davic|  taught  .  .  , 
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Charles— and  I  say  it  wond'ring— thou  must  know 
Charon !  receive  a  family  on  board  . 
Christina,  maiden  of  heroic  mien !  .„^  ^ . 
Close  by  the  threshold  of  a  door  nail'd  fast    . 
Cocoa-nut  naught,   ^    •,.,,.  t         ^    • 
Come,  peace  of  mmd,  delightful  guest ! 
Come,  ponder  well,  for  'tis  no  jest 
Contemplate,  when  the  sun  declines 
Could  Homer  come  himself,  distress'd  and  poor 
Could  I,  from  heav'n  inspir'd,  as  sure  presage 
Cowper  had  sinn'd  with  some  excuse      . ,  . 

Cowper,  whose  silver  voice,  task'd  sometimes  hard 
Cum  tot  sustineant  reges  et  tanta,  neque  uUa 

Dear  Anna — between  friend  and  friend 
Dear  architect  of  fine  Chateaux  en  fair  . 
Dear  Joseph— five  and  twenty  years  ago 
Dear  Lord,  accept  a  sinful  heart 
Dear  President,  whose  art  sublime  . 
Delia,  th'  unkindest  girl  on  earth 
Did  Cytherea  to  the  skies  .   ,     ,     • 
Did  not  my  muse  (what  can  she  less?)    . 
Did  not  thy  reason  and  thy  sense    . 
Doomed  as  I  am  in  solitude  to  waste 

Ease  is  the  weary  merchant's  pray'r 
Etir^i^  TI5  ravrriv 

Eldest-bom  of  pow'rs  divine  !    .     ,         . 
Enamour'd,  artless,  young,  on  foreign  ground 
En,  quae  prodigia,  ex  or.is  allata  remotis 
Ere  God  had  built  the  mountains    . 
Exalt  me,  Clio,  to  the  skies 

Fairest  and  foremost  of  the  train,  that  wait 
Fair  Lady  !  whose  harmonious  name  the  Rhine 
False,  cruel,  disappointed,  stung  to  th'  heart 
Farewell !— But  not  for  ever,  Hope  replies 
Farewell,  dear  scenes,  for  ever  closed  to  me  . 
Farewell !  endued  with  all  that  could  engage 
Farewell,  false  hearts !  whose  best  affections  fail 
Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee 
Far  happier  are  the  dead,  methinks,  than  they 
Fierce  passions  discompose  the  mind 
Fond  youth  !  who  dream'st  that  hoarded  gold 
Forc'd  from  home,  and  all  its  pleasures  . 
Fortune !  I  thank  thee :  gentle  Goddess !  thanks 
From  right  to  left,  and  to  and  fro 
From  thorny  wilds  a  Monster  came  • 

Full  thirty  frosts  since  thou  wert  young 

God  gives  his  mercies  to  be  spent    . 

GrOD  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

GrOD  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  call 

Go— thou  art  all  unfit  to  share  . 

Grace,  triumphant  in  the  throne 

Gracious  Lord,  our  children  see 

Grant  me  the  muse,  ye  Gods !  whose  humble  flight 

Greece,  sound  thy  Homer's,  Eome,  thy  Virgil's  name 

Hackney'd  in  business,  wearied  at  that  oar  . 
Hair,  wax,  rouge,  honey,  teeth,  you  buy 
Happy  songster !  perch'd  above       . 
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Hark,  my  fionl !  it  is  the  Lord  . 

Hark  !  'tis  the  twangfinK  horn  o'er  yonder  l^ridsre 

Hastings !  I  knew  thee  young,  and  of  a  mind 

Hast  thou  a  friend?  Thou  hast  indeed 

Hatred  and  vengeance,  my  eternal  portion 

Hayley,  thy  tenderness  fraternal  shown 

Heal  us,  Emmanuel,  here  we  are 

Hear,  IjORP,  the  song  of  praise  and  pray'r    . 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken  . 

He  came  to  him  in  the  e?ctasy  of  pray'r 

He  lives  who  lives  to  God  alone 

He  who  sits  from  day  to  day 

Hence  my  epistle— skim  the  deep— fly  o'er 

Here,  free  from  riot's  hated  noise    . 

Here  Johnson  lies— a  sage,  by  aJl  allow'd 

Here  lies  one,  who  never  drew 

Here  lies,  whom  hound  did  ne'er  pursue 

Hermocratia  nam'd— saye  only  one . 

Her  pen  droits  eloquence  as  sweet 

Heu  inimicitias  quoties  i)arit  aemula  forma  . 

Heu  !  c[uam  remotus  vescor  ab  omnibus 

Hie  etiam  jacet     .... 

His  Master  taken  from  his  head 

Holy  Lord  God  !  I  love  thy  truth  . 

Honour  and  happiness  unite     . 

Hope,  like  the  short-liv'd  ray  that  gleams  awhile 

How  blest  the  youth  whom  Fate  ordains 

How  blest  thy  creature  is,  O  God    . 

How  happy  are  the  new-bom  race 

How  many  between  East  and  West 

How  quick  the  change  from  joy  to  woe  . 

I  am.  fond  of  the  Swallow— I  learn  from  her  flight 

I  am  just  two  and  two,  I  am  warm,  I  am  cold 

I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey 

I  could  be  well  content,  allow'd  the  use 

I  have  read  the  Review ;  it  is  learned  and  wise 

"  I  love  the  Lord,"  is  still  the  strain 

I  own  I  am  shock'd  at  the  purchase  of  slaves 

I  place  an  oflTring  at  thy  shrine 

I  ransack'd,  for  a  theme  of  song 

I  shall  not  ask  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau  . 

I  should  have  deem'd  it  once  an  effort  vain  . 

I  sing  of  a  journey  to  Clifton    . 

I  sing  the  Sofa.    I,  who  lately  sang 

I  slept,  when  Venus  enter'd :  to  my  bed 

I  suffer  fruitless  anguish  day  by  day 

I  thirst,  but  not  as  once  I  did    . 

I  was  a  groveling  creature  once 

I  was  of  late  a  barren  plant 

I  will  praise  thee  ev'ry  day     ■ 

I  wish  thy  lot,  now  bad,  still  worse,  my  friend 

Icta  fenestra  Euri  flatu  stridebat,  avarus 

If  Gideon's  fleece,  which  drench'd  with  dew  he  found 

If  I  write  not  to  you 

If  John  marries  Mary,  and  Mary  alone  . 

If  reading  verse  be  your  delight 

In  Copen^^n's  ear  this  truth  let  Echo  tell 

In  Cnidus  bom,  the  consort  I  became 

In  language  warm  as  could  l)e  breath'd  or  penn'd 

In  painted  plumes  superbly  drest    . 

In  Scotland's  realm,  where  trees  are  few 

In  these  sad  hours,  a  prey  to  ceaseless  pain  . 
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In  this  mimic  form  of  a  matron  in  years 

In  vain  to  live  from  age  to  age 

In  vain  ye  woo  me  to  your  harmless  joys 

Instead  of  a  pound  or  two,  spending  a  mint 

Israel  in  ancient  days  . 

It  flatters  and  deceives  thy  view      . 

It  is  a  maxim  of  much  weight    . 

It  is  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 

Jealous,  and  with  Love  o'erflowing 
Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet 
Jesus,  whose  blood  so  freely  stream'd     . 
John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen  . 

Keppel,  returning  from  afar 
Kinsman  belov'd,  and  as  a  son,  by  me ! 

Lady !  It  cannot  be,  but  that  thine  eyes . 

Laurels  may  flourish  round  the  conqu'ror*s  tomb 

Learn,  ye  nations  of  the  earth  . 

Let  Banister  now  lend  his  aid 

Little  inmate,  full  of  mirth 

Long  plung'd  in  sorrow,  I  resign     . 

Lord,  I  love  the  habitation 

Lord,  my  soul  with  pleasure  springs 

Lord,  who  hast  suffered  all  for  me 

Love !  if  thy  destined  sacrifice  am  I 

Love  is  theliord  whom  I  obey  . 

Lusus  amicitia  est,  uni  nisi  dedita,  ceu  fit 

Madam,  a  strang^er's  purpose  in  these  lays 

Man;  on  the  dubious  waves  of  error  tossVi 

Maria,  could  Horace  have  guess'd 

Maria !  I  have  ev*ry  good  . 

Mary !  I  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings . 

Meles  and  Mincio,  both  your  urns  depress 

Mercator,  vigiles  oculos  ut  fallere  possit 

Methinks  I  see  thee  decently  array'd 

Me  too,  perchance,  in  future  days 

Me  to  whatever  state  the  Gods  assign 

Miltiades !  thy  valour  best  ^ 

Mortals !  around  your  destin'd  heads 

Muse— Hide  his  name  of  whom  I  sing    . 

My  former  hopes  are  fled   . 

My  gentle  Anne,  whom  heretofore 

My  GrOD,  how  perfect  are  thy  ways ! 

My  God  !  till  I  received  thy  stroke 

My  halting  Muse,  that  dragg'st  by  choice  along 

My  heart  is  easy,  and  my  burthen  light . 

My  lids  with  gnef  were  tumid  yet  . 

My  mother !  if  thou  love  me,  name  no  more 

My  name— my  country— what  are  they  to  thee? 

My  pens  are  all  split,  and  my  ink-glass  is  dry 

My  Rose,  Gravina,  blooms  anew 

My  sonar  shall  bless  the  Lord  of  all 

My  soul  is  sad  and  much  dismay'd  . 

My  Spouse !  in  whose  presence  I  live     . 

My  two-fold  book  !  single  in  show  . 

M.  quarrels  with  N.,  for  M.  wrote  a  book 

Mycilla  dyes  her  locks  'tis  said 

Naples,  too  credulous,  ah !  boast  no  more 
Night !  how  I  love  thy  silent  shades 
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No  longer  I  follow  a  sound 
No  mischief  worthier  of  our  fear 
No  more  shall  hapless  (Delia's  ears 
No  strength  of  Nature  (fk,n  suffice    , 
None  ever  shar'd  the  social  feast 
Nor  oils  of  balmy  scent  produce 
Not  a  flow'r  can  be  found  in  the  fields 

O  God,  whose  favourable  eye 

O  how  I  love  thy  holy  word 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil 

O  Love,  of  pure  and  heavenly  birth ! 

O  Matutini  rores,  aurseque  salubres 

O  Sov'reign  of  an  isle  renown'd 

Obscurest  night  involv'd  the  sky 

Of  all  the  gifts  thine  hand  bestows 

Oft  we  enhance  our  ills  by  discontent 

Oh,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  deathless  lot 

Oh !  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 

Oh  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness   , 

Oh,  happy  shades— to  me  unblest !  . 

Oh  lov  d  I  but  not  enough— though  dearer  far 

^'Ohmgst  delightful  hour  bv  man   . 

Oh  that  Pieria's  spring  would  thro'  my  breast 

Oh  that  those  lips  had  language !  Life  has  pass'd 

Oh  thou,  by  long  experience  tried 

One  parson,  one  poet,  one  belman,  one  crier . 

On  the  green  margin  of  the  brook 

Other  stones  the  sera  tell    . 

Our  good  old  friend  is  gone,  gone  to  his  rest 

Painter,  this  likeness  is  too  strong  . 
Patron  of  all  those  luckless  brains 
Pause  here,  and  think :  a  monitory  rhime     . 
Pay  me  my  price,  Potters !  and  I  will  sing 
Peace  has  unveil'd  her  smiling  face . 
Perfida,  crudeli&  victa  et  lymphata  furore 
Pity,  says  the  Tneban  Bard         .     . 
Plangimus  fortes— periere  fortes 
Poets  attempt  the  noblest  task  they  can 
Poor  in  my  youth,  and  in  life's  later  scenes 
Poor  Vestri^  ^iev'd  beyond  all  measure 
Populeae  cecidit  gratissima  copia  silvse   . 
Praise  in  old  times  the  sage  Prometheus  won 

use  lenta  acceditj  quam  velox  preeterit  hora ! 
Juales  aerii  montis  de  vertice  nubes 
Qui  subito  ex  imis  rerum  in  fastigia  surgit 

Reader !  behold  a  monument 
Reas'ning  at  every  step  he  treads 
Rebellion  is  my  theme  all  day 
Receive,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach  . 
Rich,  thou  hadst  many  lovers— poor,  hast  none 
Romney!  expert  infallibly  to  trace 
Round  Thurlow's  head  in  early  youth 

Says  the  pipe  to  the  snuflf-box,  I  can't  understand 

Say,  ye  apostate  and  profane 

Saunt'ring  along  the  stseet  one  day 

Season  of  my  purest  pleasure 

See'st  thou  von  mountain  laden  with  deep  snow  . 

See  where  the  Thaoies,  the  purest  stream 
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Shall  I  begin  with  Ah,  or  Oh  f         .        . 

She  came— she  is  gone— we  have  met 

Silent  I  sat,  dejected,  and  alone 

Since  life  in  sorrow  must  be  spent    .       * 

Sin  enslav'd  me  many  years 

Sin  has  undone  our  wretched  race    . 

Sing,  muse,  (if  such  a  theme,  so  dark,  so  long 

Sir !  when  I  flew  to  seize  the  bird    . 

Sleep  at  last  has  fled  these  eyes 

So  have  I  seen  the  maids  in  vain 

So  then— the  Vandals  of  our  isle 

Sometimes  a  light  ^urprizes 

Sors  adversa  gerit  stimulum,  sed  tendit  et  alas    . 

Source  of  love,  and  light  of  day 

Source  of  Love,  my  brighter  Sun 

Still,  still,  without  ceasmg 

Sun !  stay  thy  course,  this  moment  stay . 

Suns  that  set,  and  moons  that  wane 

Survivor  sole,  and  hardly  such,  of  all      . 

Sweet  babe,  whose  image  here  express'd 

Sweet  bird,  whom  the  winter  constrains 

Sweet  nymph,  who  art,  it  seems,  accused 

Sweet  stream  that  winds  thro'  yonder  glade 

Sweet  tenants  of  this  grove  I 

Take  to  thy  bosom,  gentle  earth,  a  swain 

Tears  flow,  and  cease  not,  where  the  good  man  lies 

Thankless  for  favours  from  on  high 

That  ocean  you  of  late  survey'd 

That  thou  mayst  injure  no  man,  dove-like  be 

Th'  Astrologers  did  all  alike  presage 

The  Bard,  if  e'er  he  feel  at  all    . 

The  beams  of  April  ere  it  goes 

The  billows  swell,  the  wincu  are  high     . 

The  birds  put  oflf  their  ev'ry  hue 

The  Chancellor  once  was  a  tree  full  of  fruit 

The  curate  and  churchwarden 

The  fountain  in  its  source 

The  Genius  of  th'  Augustan  age 

The  green-house  is  my  summer  seat 

The  lady  thus  addressed  her  spouse  . 

The  lapse  of  time  and  rivers  is  the  same 

The  Lord  proclaims  his  grace  abroad ! 

The  Lord  receives  his  highest  praise 

The  Lord  will  happiness  divine 

The  lover,  in  melodious  verses  . 

The  new-born  child  of  gospel-grace . 

The  noon  was  shady,  and  soft  airs 

The  nymph  must  lose  her  female  friend 

Th'  old  man,  our  amiable  old  man  is  gone 

The  pine-apples,  in  triple  row 

The  poplars  are  fell'd,  farewell  to  the  shade 

The  rose  had  been  wash'd,  just  wash'd  in  a  shower 

The  saints  should  never  l)e  dismay'd       , 

The  Saviour  hides  his  face ! 

The  Saviour !  what  a  noble  flame 

The  Sculptor?— Nameless,  though  once  dear  to  fame 

The  shepherd  touch'd  his  reed ;  sweet  Philomel  . 

The  Sky  begins  to  lower  and  thick'ning  Clouds 

The  sparkling  eye,  the  mantling  cheek  • 

The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word  . 

The  star  that  l)eanis  on  Anna's  breast     . 

The  straw-stulfd  hamijer  with  his  ruthless  steel 
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The  suitors  sinn'd,  but  with  a  fair  excuse 

The  swallows  in  their  torpid  state   . 

The  twentieth  year  is  well-nigh  past 

The  winter-night  now  well-nigh  worn  away  . 

The  works  of  ancient  bards  divine 

Thee,  whose  refulgent  staff,  and  summons  clear 

There  is  a  bird  who,  by  his  coat 

There  is  a  book,  which  we  may  call . 

There  is  a  field  through  which  I  often  pass 

There  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood . 

There  is  in  souls  a  sjrmpathy  with  sounds 

There's  not  an  Eccho  round  me        . 

There  was  a  time  when  Etna's  silent  fire 

These  are  not  dew-dropis,  these  are  tears 

These  critics,  who  to  faith  no  quarter  grant 

These  verses  also  to  thy  praise  the  Nine 

They  call  thee  rich— I  deem  thee  poor    . 

They  mock  my  toil— the  nymphs  and  am'rous  swains 

Think,  Delia,  with  what  cruel  haste 

This  cabin,  Mary,  in  my  sight  apx)ears 


Though  nature  weigh  our  talents,  and  dispense 

Though  once  a  pupi)y,  and  though  Fop  by  name 

Thou  nast  no  lightnings,  O  thou  Just ! 

Thou  magic  lyre,  whose  fascinating  sound    . 

Thou  mayst  of  double  ignorance  boast    . 

Thracian  parents,  at  his  birth 

Thrive  gentle  plant !  and  weave  a  bow'r 

Through  floods  and  flames  to  your  retreat     . 

Thus  Italy  was  mov'd— nor  did  the  chief 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk  . 

Thy  country,  Wilberforce,  with  just  disdain 

Thy  mansion  is  the  Christian's  heart 

Time,  never  wand'ring  from  his  annual  round  . 

Time  was  when  I  was  free  as  air      . 

'Tis  Folly  all— let  me  no  more  be  told    . 

'Tis  my  happiness  below    . 

'Tis  morning ;  and  the  sun,  with  ruddy  orb 

'Tis  not  that  I  design  to  rob 

To  Babylon's  proud  waters  brought 

To  be  remember'd  thus  is  fame 

To  grass,  or  leaf,  or  fruit,  or  wall 

To  Jesus,  the  Crown  of  my  Hope   . 

To  keep  the  lamp  alive 

To  lay  the  soul  that  loves  him  low  . 

To  Mr.  John  Milton    .  .  .  . 

To  purify  their  wine  some  people  bleed 

To  tell  the  Saviour  all  nay  wants 

To  those  who  know  the  Lord  I  speak 

To  watch  the  storms,  and  hear  the  sky  . 

Toll  for  the  brave  .... 

Too  many.  Lord,  abuse  thy  grace 

Trav'Uer,  regret  not  me ;  for  thou  shalt  find 

Ti-es  tria,  sea  longe  distantia  ssecula,  vates 

Trust  me,  the  meed  of  praise,  dealt  thriftily 

'Twas  a  long  journey  lay  before  us 

'Twas  in  the  glad  season  of  spring  . 

'Twas  my  purpose,  on  a  day 

Two  neighoours  furiously  dispute    . 

Two-nymphs,  both  nearly  of  an  age 

Two  omens  seem  propitious  to  my  fame 
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Two  poets,  (poets  by  report       .  . 

Two  powderd  coxcombs  wait  at  your  oommand 

Unwin,  I  should  but  ill  repay   .  . 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man  .  . 

What  features,  form,  mien,  manners,  with  a  mind 

What  is  there  in  the  vale  of  life 

What  nature,  alas!  ha»  denied.  .   . 

What  portents,  from  what  distant  renon,  nde 

What  thousands  never  knew  the  road !  . 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet   .  . 

What  virtue  or  what  mental  ^race  . 

When  a  bar  of  pure  silver  or  ingot  of  gold    . 

When  all  within  is  peace  .  ,   •    . 

When  Aulus,  the  nocturnal  thief,  made  prize 

When  darkness  long  has  veil'd  my  mmd 

When  Uagar  found  the  bottle  spent 

When  little  more  than  boy  in  age 

When  long  sequester'd  from  his  throne 

When  the  British  warrior  queen 

When  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

Whence  is  it,  that  amaz'd  I  hear 

Where  hast  thou  floated,  in  what  seas  pursued 

Where  Humber  pours  his  rich  commercial  stream 

While  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  run 

Who  does  not  blush  when  charged  with  selfish  views 

Why  weeps  the  muse  for  England?  What  appears 

Wilds  horrid  and  dark  with  overshadowing  trees 

William  was  once  a  bashful  youth  . 

Winter  has  a  joy  for  me 

With  no  rich  viands  overcharg'd,  I  send 

With  seeds  and  bird-lime,  from  the  desert  air 

With  two  spurs  or  one ;  no  great  matter  which 

Would  my  Delia  know  if  I  love,  let  her  take 

*'  Write  to  Sardis,  saith  the  Loed    . 

Ye  Linnets,  let  us  try,  beneath  this  grove 
Ye  nymphs !  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
Ye  nymphs  of  Himera  (for  ve  have  shed 
Ye  sister  pow'rs,  who  o'er  the  sacred  groves . 
Ye  sons  of  earth  prepare  the  plough 
You  bid  me  write  t'  amuse  the  tedious  hours 
You  give  your  cheeks  a  rosy  stain 
You  told  me,  I  remember,  glory,  built 
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